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INTRODUCTION 

It  is  something  of  a  literary  presumption  to  introduce  to 
any  one  that  can  read,  a  volume  that  hears  on  its  title  page 
the  name  of  James  Whitcomb  Riley.  And  yet  because  of  its 
departure  from  the  naturally  expecte.l,  this  collection  seems 
to  make  an  introduction  not  only  pertinent  but  courteous 
as  well. 

•  When  we  were  all  some  years  younger  than  we  are  now 
Benj.  F.  Johnson  of  Boone"  dipped  his  rosy  muse  in  the 
melodious  waters  of  The  Old  Swimmin'-Hole  and  brought 
her  forth  wearing  on  her  shining  foreh.ad  the  homely  but 
niipcrishable  sign  of  dialect. 

The  century  that  was  then  old  has  gone  to  its  final  reck- 
oning, and  ten  full  years  have  been  recorded  against  its 
young  successor.  During  this  time  it  has  been  given  to 
"Bcnj.  F.  Johnson"  to  write  much.  In  the  fourteen  volumes 
that  now  represent  his  collected  verse,  almost  every  poetic 
form  finds  a  place,  and  normal  English,  in  distinction  from 
dialect,  holds  an  equal  authority.  Yet  if  you  say  "Riley" 
to  the  man  in  the  street  he  will  reply:  "When  the  frost  is 
on  the  punkin  and  the  fodder's  in  the  shock."  The  poet,  I 
atP  Mirc,  has  no  grievance  with  this  answer;  nor  is  the're 
quarrel  anywhere  with  the  fi.xed  association  of  Rdey's  name 


with  his  honKlicr  form  „f  verse.     Such  an  alliance  is  as 
wor^asUisi„evi.aMe.    Hi.aes.„iesn..aH:ri:i: 

A^  a  consequence,  however,  his  normal  English  verse  is 
no    perhap,  f„„,  .eco.ni.ed  either  for  its  extent  or  Tor  , 
Oualuy.    And  so  in  this  belief,  as  well  as  in  answer  to    n 

gether  and  the  volume  comprising  them  named  for  the   it   e 
s.ree   .„  .hich  their  author  has  long  lived  and  worked 

grateful  acknowledgment  is  made  to  Messrs.  Charles  Scrib 
ner's  Son,  and  the  Century  Company,  of  New  York 

H.  H.  H. 
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THE 
LOCKERBIE  BOOK 

AFTERWHILES 

I  Lockerbie  Street 

C  UCH  a  dear  little  street  it  is,  nestled  away 

Krom  the  noise  of  the  city  and  lieat  of  the  day, 
In  cool  shady  coverts  of  wliispcring  trees. 
With  their  le.-.ves  lifted  up  to  shake  hands  with  the  breeze 
Which  in  all  its  wide  wanderiuRS  never  may  meet 
With  a  resting-place  fairer  than  Lockerbie  street ! 

There  is  such  a  relief,  from  the  c'  ngor  and  din 

Of  the  heart  of  the  town,  to  go       tcring  in 

Through  the  dim,  narrow  walks,  with  the  sheltering  shade 

(If  the  trees  waving  over  the  long  promenade, 

And  littering  lightly  the  ways  of  our  feet 

With  the  gold  of  the  sunshine  of  Lockerbie  street. 

And  the  nights  that  come  down  the  dark  pathways  of  dusk. 
With  the  stars  in  their  tresses,  and  odors  of  musk 
In  their  moon-woven  raiments,  bespangled  with  dews, 
And  looped  up  with  lilies  for  lovers  to  use 
In  the  songs  that  they  sing  to  the  tinkle  and  beat 
Of  their  sweet  iti'eiiadings  throutsh  Lockerbie  street 
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O  my  Lockerbie  street!    Yon  are  fair  to  l)e  seen — 
Be  it  noon  of  the  clay,  or  tlic  rare  and  serene 
Afternoon  of  the  night— you  are  one  to  my  heart, 
And  I  love  you  above  all  the  phrases  of  art, 
For  no  language  cotdd  frame  anil  no  lips  oould  repeat 
My  rhyme-haunted  raptures  of  Lockerbie  street. 


2  A  Discouraging  Model 

Jl'ST  the  airiest,  fairiest  slip  of  a  thing. 
With  a  Gainsborough  hat,  like  a  butterfly's  wing, 
Tilted  lip  at  one    Me  with  the  jauntiest  air, 
And  a  knot  of  red  roses  sown  in  under  there 
Where  the  shadows  are  lost  in  her  hair. 

Then  a  cameo  face,  carven  in  on  a  ground 
Of  that  shadowy  hair  where  the  ruses  are  wound; 
And  the  gleam  of  u  smile,  O  as  fair  and  as  faint 
A  .d  as  sweet  as  the  masters  of  old  used  to  paint 
Round  the  lips  of  their  favorite  saint ! 


And  that  lace  at  her  throat — and  the  fluttering  hands 
Snowing  there,  with  a  grace  that  no  art  understands. 
The  flakes  of  their  touches — first  fluttering  at 
The  hov  -ihen  the  roses — the  hair — and  then  that 
Little  tilt  of  the  Gainsborough  hat. 
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Ml,  what  artist  on  earth  with  a  moilcl  like  this. 
Holding  not  on  his  palette  the  tint  of  a  kis», 
Nnr  a  pigment  to  hint  of  the  hue  of  her  hair 
Nor  the  gold  of  her  »mile-0  what  artist  could  dare 
To  expect  a  result  half  so  fair? 


Away 

I   CANNOT  say,  and  I  will  not  say 
That  he  is  dead.— He  is  just  awayl 

With  a  cheery  smile,  and  a  wave  of  the  hand, 
He  has  wanderei'  into  an  imknown  land. 

And  loft  us  dreaming  how  very  fair 
It  mods  must  be,  since  he  lingers  t*<ere. 

And  you— O  you,  who  the  wildest  yearn 
For  the  old-time  step  and  the  glad  return,— 

Think  of  him  faring  on,  as  dear 

In  the  love  of  There  as  the  love  of  Here; 

And  loyal  still,  as  he  gave  the  blows 

Of  his  warrior-strength  to  his  country's  foes.- 

Mild  and  gentle,  as  he  was  brave,— 
When  the  sweetest  love  of  his  life  he  gave 

To  simple  things  :-Where  the  violets  grew 
Blue  as  the  eyes  they  were  likened  to, 
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■^  Life-Lesson 


And  your  p,ay.„ouse, 'too. 
Ar-""ngsof„,e,o,„,,^,,^ 

B"f  childish  :ro.,bI.,^'„;„,„  , 

There!  Ii»,eg,v,.j„„.,^^^, 

They  have  broke,,  yo„r  shto   T  V 

Of  your  school-gir,  days 

Are   hmonhe  long  ago; 

But  I,fe  and  ,ovewi„  soon  co„,eby- 
Ihere!  Ihtle  girl;  don't  cry! 


There ! 
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i'lilc  sirl;  don't  cry! 
Iliey  li;ivc  broken  your  heart,  I  know; 
And  ihc  rainbow  Rlcanis 
Of  your  yoiiihful  dreams 
Arc  things  of  the  lonf?  ago; 
But  Heaven  holds  all  for  which  you  sigh- 
There  !  little  girl ;  don't  cry ! 


5  Hcrr  IVciscr 

PJ  KRR  WEI  -FR.'-Threescore-years-and-tcn,. 
A  halo  white  rose  of  his  countrymen 

Transplanted  here  in  the  Hoosier  loan, 
And  blossomy  as  his  German  home-   ' 
As  blossomy  and  ,■  s  pure  and  sweet 
As  the  eool  green  glen  of  his  calm  retreat 
1-ar  withdrawn  from  the  noisy  town 
Where  tra<le  goes  clamoring  „p  and  ,lown. 

\   hose  fret  and  fever,  and  stress  ami  strife 
Alay  not  trouble  his  tranquil  life! 

Breath  of  rest,  what  a  balmy  gust  !- 
Quit  of  the  city's  heat  and  dust. 
Jostling  down  by  the  winding  r'oa<l 
Through  the  orchard  ways  of  his  c'uaint  abode - 
1  ether  the  horse,  as  wc  onward  fare 
Under  the  pear-trees  trailing  there. 
And  thumping  the  wooden  bridge  at  night 
With  lumps  of  ripeness  and  lush  delight, 

Y  "■'^am,  as  it  maunders  on  till  dawn 

1.       .  .ered  and  pelted  and  smiled  upon. 
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An.   .he„en,lcb/„eofW,eyc.san,rKra.v 
''••>lu.ro,owcK-.n„cv.;,and,n..f 

An.l   I.I  "I'KllMlUllc. 

Ofl'eredmlov...a.,our,a.,d,„i,„;?_ 
What,  but  a  Messing  ol  kin.llv  .1  , 
Win,   1.,,/  .■'"^ff"'-Kcl-„,«.„u,.f_ 

;.  :  '•  '""  ,'  ^'"^''  <'f  lustrous  love 

t'  ■^"'™'  "  "'    'ifc'  0/  ,„.  lil^  ,-,1 


'^  0»t  to  Old  Aunt  Mary's 

Out  to  Old  Aunt  Mary's?-' 


THE  LOCKERniE   HOOK 

"Me  ami  yiiu"— Ami  the  morniriK  fair, 
VViih  llic  (U'Wilrups  IwinkliiiK  everywhere; 
The  stem  (if  the  eherry-l.losaonis  blown 
After  us,  hi  the  ro.iilw.iy  lone. 
Our  ciperiiiK  shailiiws  onw.iril  thrown— 
Out  1.1  Oh!  Aunt  Mary's! 

It  .ill  cnmes  hack  so  clear  to-d.iy! 
1  hiiu(?h  I  am  as  bald  as  you  are  gray,^ 
Out  by  the  barn-lot  and  down  the  lane 
VVc  p.itter  aliiuK  in  the  dust  again, 
As  light  as  llie  tips  of  the  drops  of  the  rain, 
Out  to  Old  Aunt  Mary's. 

The  few  last  houses  of  the  town; 
Then  on,  up  the  high  creek  bluff!,  and  down; 
fast  the  squat  I'.llKate,  with  its  well-sweep  pole; 
The  bri(!;e,  and   "rhc  old  'Babtizin'-holc,'" 
Liiitciiug,  awed,     '..r  pool  and  shoal. 
Out  to  Old  Aunt  Mary's. 

We  cross  the  pasture,  and  through  the  woo<l. 
Where  the  old  gray  snag  of  the  poplar  stood. 
Where  the  hammering  "red-heads"  hopped  awry, 
And  the  buzzard  "raised"  in  the  "clearing"-sky 
.And  lolled  and  circled,  as  we  went  by 

Out  to  Old  Aunt  Mary's. 
Or,  stayed  by  the  glint  of  the  redbird's  wings. 
Or  the  glitter  of  song  that  the  bluebird  sings, 
All  bushed  we  feign  to  strike  strange  trails. 
As  rhe  "liig  braves"  do  in  the  Indian  tales. 
Till  again  our  real  quest  lags  and  fails- 
Out  to  old  Aunt  Mary's.— 
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And  the  woodland  echoes  with  yells  of  mirth 
That  make  old  war-whoops  of  minor  worth! 
Where  such  heroes  of  war  as  we? — 
With  bows  and  arrows  of  fantasy, 
Chasing  each  other  from  tree  to  tree 
Out  to  Old  Aunt  Mary's ! 

And  then  in  the  dust  of  the  road  again ; 
And  the  teams  we  met,  and  the  countrymen; 
And  the  long  highway,  with  sunshine  spread 
As  thick  as  birttcr  on  country  bread, 
Our  cares  behind,  and  our  hearts  ahead 
Out  to  Old  Aunt  Mary's.— 

For  only,  now,  at  the  road's  next  hcnd 
To  the  right  we  could  make  out  the  gable-end 
Of  the  fine  old  Huston  hoiuestcad — not 
Half  a  mile  from  the  sacred  spot 
Where  dwelt  our  Saint  in  her  simple  cot — 
Out  to  Old  Aunt  Mary's. 

Why.  I  sec  her  now  in  the  open  door 
Where  the  little  gourds  grew  up  the  sides  and  o'er 
Tlic  clapboard  roof !— And  her  face— ah,  me ! 
Wasn't  it  good  for  a  boy  to  see — 
And  wasn't  it  good  for  a  boy  to  be 
Out  to  Old  ,\unt  Mary's?— 

The  jelly — the  jam  and  the  marmalade. 
And  (he  cherry-  and  quince-"preserves"  she  made ! 
And  the  sweet-sour  pickles  of  poach  and  pear. 
With  cinnamon  in  'cm,  and  all  things  rare!— 
And  the  more  we  ale  was  the  more  to  spare, 
Out  to  Old  Aunt  Mary's ! 
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Ah !  was  Ihere,  ever,  so  kind  a  face 
And  gentle-  as  hers,  or  such  a  grace 
Of  welconiing,  as  she  cut  the  cake 
Or  the  juicy  pies  lliat  she  joyed  to  make 
Just  for  the  visiting  children's  sake- 
Out  to  Old  Aunt  Mary's. 
The  honey,  too,  in  its  amber  comb 
One  only  finds  in  an  old  farm-home; 
And  the  coffee,  fragrant  and  sweet,  a.id  lio ! 
So  hot  that  we  gloried  to  drink  it  so. 
With  spangles  of  tears  in  onr  eyes,  you  know- 
Out  to  Old  Aunt  Mary's. 

And  the  romps  we  look,  in  our  glad  unrest  !— 
Was  it  the  lawn  that  we  loved  the  best. 
With  its  swooping  swing  in  the  locust  trees, 
Or  was  it  the  grove,  with  its  leafv  breeze, 
Or  the  dim  hay-mow,  with  its  fragrancics— 
Out  to  Old  Aunt  Jfary's. 

Fnr  fields,  boltom-].aiids,  creok-bnnks-all 

Wo  ranged  at  will.-Where  the  waterfall 

1  aughed  all  day  as  it  slowly  poured 

Over  the  dam  by  the  old  mill-ford, 

While  the  tail-race  writhed,  and  the  tnill-wheel  roared- 

Out  to  Old  Aunt  Mary's. 
But  home,  with  Aunty  in  nearer  call, 
That  was  the  best  place,  after  all !— ' 
The  talks  en  the  back-porch,  in  the  low 
Slanting  sun  and  the  evening  glow. 
With  the  voice  of  counsel  that  touched  us  so 
Out  to  Old  Aunt  Mary's. 
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And  then   in  the  garden — near  the  side 
Where  the  bee-hives  were  and  the  path  was  wide, — 
The  applc-housc — like  a  fairy  cell — 
With  the  lillle  square  door  we  knew  so  well, 
And  the  wealth  inside  but  our  tongues  coulj  tell — 
Out  to  Old  Aunt  Mary's. 

And  the  old  spring-house,  in  the  cool  green  gloom 
Of  the  willow  trees, — and  the  cooler  room 
Where  the  swinging  shelves  and  the  crocks  were  kept, 
Where  the  cream  in  a  golden  languor  slept. 
While  the  waters  gurgled  and  laughed  and  wept— 
Out  to  Old  Aunt  Mary's. 

And  as  many  a  time  have  you  and  I — 
Barefoot  boys  in  the  days  gone  by — 
Knelt,  and  in  tremulous  ecstasies 
Dipped  our  lips  into  sweets  like  these,— 
Memory  now  is  on  her  knees 

Out  to  Old  Aunt  Mary's.— 

For,  O  my  brother,  so  far  away, 
This  is  to  tell  you — she  waits  to-day 
To  welcome  us :— .'\unt  Mary  fell 
Asleep  this  morning,  whispering,  "Tell 
The  boys  to  come"    .    .     .     And  all  is  well 
Out  to  Old  Aunt  Mary's. 


to 
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7  When  June  is  Here 

-^HEX  June  i.  hcrc-what  ar,  have  we  to  sing 
The  whiteness  of  the  lilies  '-lidst  the  green 
Of  noon-tranced  lawns?  or  flash  of  roses  seen 
Like  redbirds-  wings?  or  earliest  ripening 
innee-Harvest  apples,  where  the  cloyed  bees  cling 
Kound  wniey  juices  oozing  down  between 
The  peckings  of  the  robin,  while  we  lean 
In  under-grasses,  lost  in  man-elling; 

Or  the  cool  term  of  morning,  and  the  stir 
Of  odorous  breaths  from  wood  an<l  mea.low  walks- 

The  Bob-white's  liquid  yodel,  and  the  whir 
Of  sudden  flight;  and,  where  the  milkmaid  talks 
Across  the  bars,  on  tilted  barley-stalks 
The  dewdrops'  glint  in  webs  of  gossamer. 

^  ^/  Scrazcl 

I    "^^^T  <"  s=-ig  snmething_b„t  this  is  all- 

I  try  and  I  try,  but  the  rhymes  are  dull 
As  though  they  were  dan.p.  and  the  echoes  fall 
Linip  and  unlovable. 

Words  will  not  say  what  I  yearn  to  say- 

1  Iiey  will  not  walk  as  I  want  them  to 
But  they  stumble  and  fall  in  the  path  of  the  way 
Of  my  telling  my  love  for  you. 

Simply  take  what  the  scrawl  is  worth- 
Knowing  I  love  you  as  sun  the  sod 
On  the  ripening  side  of  the  great  round  earth 
That  swings  in  the  smile  of  God. 
II 
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>  To  Santa  Clans 

TV/r  OST  tanRiblc  of  all  the  gods  that  be, 
-'■*■*•  O  Santa  Clans— our  own  since  Infancy!— 
As  first  we  scampered  to  thee— now,  as  then, 
Take  us  as  children  to  thy  heart  again. 

Be  wholly  good  to  us,  jnst  as  of  old : 
As  a  pleased  father,  let  thine  arms  infold 
Us,  homed  winiin  the  haven  of  thy  love, 
And  all  the  cJieer  and  wholesomencss  thereof. 

Thou  lone  reality,  when  O  so  long 
Life's  unrealities  have  wrought  us  wrong: 
Aniliition  hath  allured  us.— fame  likewise, 
And  all  that  promised  honor  in  men's  eyes. 

Throughout  the  world's  evasions,  wiles,  and  shifts, 
Thou  only  hidest  stable  as  thy  gifts:— 
A  grateful  king  re  rulcth  from  thy  lap. 
Crowned  with  a  little  tinselled  soldier-cap: 

A  mighty  general— a  nation's  pride— 
Thou  givest  again  a  rocking-horse  to  ride, 
And  wildly  glad  he  groweth  as  the  grim 
Old  juri.st  with  the  drum  thou  givest  him  : 

The  sculptor's  chisel,  at  thy  niirtli'.s  command, 

Is  as  a  whistle  in  his  boyish  hand ; 

The  painter's  model  fadeth  utterly. 

And  there  thou  staiidest,— and  he  painteth  thee  :— 

Most  like  a  winter  pippin,  sound  and  fine 
And  tingling-red  that  ripe  old  face  of  thine, 

13 
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Set  ill  iliy  frosty  beard  of  cliwk  and  chin 

As  midst  the  snows  lli«  thaws  of  spring  set  in. 

Hoi  Santa  Claus— our  own  since  Infaicy— 
Most  tangible  of  all  the  gods  that  be!— 
As  first  we  scampered  to  thee— now.  as  then, 
Take  us  as  children  to  thy  heart  again. 


TO 


A  Bride 


Q    I  AJf  weary!"  she  sighed,  as  her  billowy 
Hair  she  unloosed  in  a  torrent  of  gold 
That  rippled  and  fell  o'er  a  figure  as  willowy, 

Graceful  and  fair  as  a  goddess  of  old : 
Over  her  jewels  she  flung  herself  drearily, 

Crumpled  the  laces  that  snowed  on  her  breast 
Crushed  with  her  fingers  the  lily  that  wearily 
Clung  in  her  hair  like  a  dove  in  its  ne;-t. 
-And  naught  but  her  shadowy  form  in  the  mirror 
To  kneel  in  dumb  agony  down  and  weep  near  her  I 

"Weary ?"_of  what?   Could  we  fathom  the  mvster- ?_ 

Lift  up  the  lashes  weighed  down  by  her  tears 
A:.d  wash  with  their  dews  one  white  face  from  her  history . 

Set  like  a  gem  in  the  red  rust  of  years? 
Kothing  will  rest  her- unless  he  who  died  of  her 

Strayed  from  his  grave,  and,  in  place  of  the  groom. 
Tipping  her  face,  kneeling  there  by  the  side  of  her. 
Drained  Ihe  old  kiss  to  the  dregs  of  his  doom. 
-And  naught  but  that  shadowy  form  in  the  mirror 
To  kneel  in  dumb  agony  down  and  weep  near  her! 
13 
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'^  Dusk 

rrample  Ihe  s„n,hi„e  ,lnw„,  „n,i  chase  the  day 
I"lo  ,hc  -(usky  forest-lamis  of  gray 
AnJ  son,hrc.  twilight.     F.-.,,  ,„^  f,,-,,,    ,„,, 
The  w,  ,1  goose  trails  his  harrow,  with  a  cry 

Sad  as  the  wail  of  some  poor  castaway 
Who  sees  a  vessel  drifting  far  astray 

Of  h.s  last  hope,  and  lays  hin,  down  to  die 
Tl.e  ch, Idren,  riotous  fron,  school,  grow  bold 

And  quarrel  with  the  wind  whose  angry  gust 
PI..ck,s  off  the  su,nnK.r-hat.  and  flaps  ,he  fold 

Of  niany  a  crimson  cloak,  and  twirls  the  dust 
I"  srural  shapes  grotesque,  and  dims  the  gold 

Of  gleammg  tresses  with  the  blur  of  rust. 


/.? 


Das  Krist  Kindcl 


J  HAD  fed^the  fire  and  stirred  it,  til,  ,he  sparkles  in  de- 
Snappcd^their  sauey  li.tle  fingers  a.  the  chill  Decemhcr 
And  ■■■'j'-«ing-gown  and  slippers,  I  ha.l  tilled  back  "n.y 
The  old  split-bottomed  roeker-and  was  „,using  all  alone 
I  could^hear  the  hungry  Winter  prowling  round  the 'outer 
And  the^tread  of  muffled  footsteps  on  the  white  pia.za 
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But   ,.e  ^.„n..   .a..   „   „,,  ,,„^  ^^   ,^^  ___^^^^^^   ^^  ^ 
That.i„«,eUwnh.hecu.emofa.a.,-fl„..in,,,,,„. 
''"'  ^^'""  '""-'  "--  -^'e..  .He  ,„,o.e  of  ., 

f  "■'  '"  J"  "»".  »«"«  life  a  pic,,,,  ,-„  „,.  .„., 

they  talked.  ""^  brooklets,  when 


IS 
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And  their  faces  were  like  lilies,  and  their  eyes  like  purest 

<lcw, 
And  their  tresses  like  the  shadows  that  the  shine  is  woven 

through ; 
And  they  each  had  little  burdens,  and  a  little  tale  to  tell 
Of  fairy  lore,  and  giants,  and  delights  delectal.lc. 

And   they  mixed  and   intermingled,  weaving  melody  wilh 

joy. 

Till  the  magic  circle  clustered  round  a  blooming  baby -boy ; 
An<l  they  threw  aside  their  treasures  in  an  ecstasy  of  glee. 
And  bent,  with  dazzled  faces  and  with  parted  lips,  to  see.  ' 

'Twas  a  wondrous  little  fellow,  with  a  dainty  donble-chin, 
And  chubby  cheeks,  and  dimples  for  the  smiles  to  blossom 
in; 

And  he  looked  as  ripe  and  rosy,  on  his  bed  of  straw  anrl 

reeds. 
As  a  mellow  little  pippin  that  had  tumbled  in  lIi,.  weeds. 

And  I  saw  the  happy  mother,  and  a  group  surnuimling  her 
That  knelt  wilh  costly  presents  of  frankincense  and  myrrh; 
And  J  thrilled  with  awe  and  wonder,  as  a  murmur  on  the 

air 
Came  drifting  o'er  the  hearing  in  a  melody  of  prayer:— 

fiy  the  splendor  in  the  heavens,  and  the  hnsh  upon  the  sea. 
And  the  majesty  of  silence  reiyniiici  ever  Calilee.— 
ll'e  feel  Thy  k-iiiijly  fresence.  and  mr  hmnhly  h/m  the  knee 
And  lift  our  hearts  and  voices  in  i/ralefnlness  to  Thee. 
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Thy  mrsu,igcr  has  stoke,  aud  our  doubts  have  fled  and 
gone 

As  the  dark  and  spectral  shadows  of  the  night  before  th, 
daivn; 

And.  in  the  kindly  shelter  of  the  light  around  us  drau-n 
ne  would  nestle  down  forever  in  the  breast  we  lean  upon. 

you  have  give,  us  a  shepherd-You  have  gi.en  us  a  guide 
And  the  l,ght  of  Hraven  grew  dinuner  when  Vou  se,U  hi,n 
from  J  our  side.— 

But  heeon,es,o  lead  Thy  children  where  the  gates  will 

open  wide 
To  welcome  his  returning  when  his  works  are  glorified. 

By  the  splendor -in  the  heavens,  and  the  hush  upon  the  sea 
■   ;''   he  majesty  of  silence  reigning  over  Galilee  _ 
"^•f^el  ihyl.;„gly  presence,  and  we  humbly  bow  the  knee 
And  l,Jt  our  /worts  and  voices  in  gratefulness  to  Thee. 

Then  n,.  visi„„,  slcnvly  failing,  wi.l,  ,l,e  w„r,ls  „f  u.c  re- 
train, 

Fell  swo.,ning  in  ,l,e  „,„onlifil,t  throngh  the  frosiy  win.lovv- 
pane;  ■'    •'"""" 

An,i  I  heani  ,l,e  clock  proclaiming,  like  an  eager  scn.inel 
Uho     nngs   ,he   world  good  tidings,--!,   is' Chris,,,:! 
all  IS  well! 


ir 
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June 


/^  QUEENLY  monlh  of  iiulnlcnt  repose! 

I  drink  thy  breath  in  sips  of  rare  perfume, 
A«  in  thy  downy  lap  of  cinver-hloom 
I  nestle  like  a  drowsy  child  and  doze 
The  la/y  hours  away.    The  zcji'iyr  throws 
The  shifting  shuttle  of  the  Summer's  loom 
And  weaves  a  damask-work  of  gleam  and  gloom 
Before  thy  listless  feet.    The  lily  blows 
A  bugle-call  of  fragrance  o'er  the  glade ; 

And,  wheeling  into  ranks,  with  plume  and  spear, 
Thy  harvest-armies  gather  on  parade; 

While,  faint  and  far  away,  yet  pure  and  clear, 
A  voice  calls  out  of  alien  lands  of  shade  :— 
All  hail  the  Peerless  Goddess  of  the  Year ! 


14         The  South  Wind  and  the  Sun 

r\     THE  South  Wind  an.l  the  Sun! 
^-^     Mow  each  loved  the  other  one- 
Full  of  fancy— full  of  folly- 
Full  of  jollity  and  fun ! 
How  they  romped  and  ran  about, 
Like  two  boys  when  .school  's    lit. 
With  glowing  face,  and  lisping  lip, 
Low  laugh,  and  lifted  shout! 

And  the  South  Wind— he  was  dressed 
With  a  ribbon  round  his  breast 
That  floated,  flapp-d  and  fluttered 
In  a  riotous  unrest, 
18 
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And  a  drapery  of  ,„i,t 
!•>"..,  the  .shoulder  and  ,|,e  wrist 
H"W,n«  backward  with  ,hc  n,o,io„     * 
Uf  Ihc  waving  hand  he  kissed. 

And  the  Sun  had  on  a  crown 
Wrought  of  gilded  thistle-down 
Ar..i  a  .scarf  of  velvet  vapor 

Andar,-,vc.|lc.d.rainhowK„wn; 
And  his  tinsel-tangled  hair 

I  o.ssed  and  lost  upon  the  air 
Was  glossier  and  flossier 
Than  any  anywhere. 

And. he  South  Wind-s  eye,  were  two 
J-  ttle  .laneing  drops  of  dew, 

As     e  purred  his  choek.s,  and  pur.sed  his  lips 
And  blew  and  blew  and  hk-,,  '  ^' 

And  the  Sun's-like  diatuond-Mone, 
iinghlcr  yet  ,ban  ever  known 

;  J  ;f'"^''r'-"'H-M  his  breath. 
And  shone  and  shone  and  shone! 

And  this  pair  of  merry  fays 

Wandered  through  the  sumn-.er  days- 
Arm-„,-ar„,  , hey  went  together 
Over  heights  of  „,„rni„g  ba.e- 
Over  slanting  slopes  of  lawn 
I  hey  went  on  and  on  and  on 

VVliere. he  daisies  looked  like  star-tracks 
Trathng  up  and  down  the  dawn 
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And  where'er  Ihcy  fDund  tlio  lop 
Of  a  wheat  stalk  droop  anil  liip 

They  chucked  it  underneath  the  chin 
And  prai»ed  the  lavish  crop, 
Till  it  lifted  Willi  the  priilc 
Of  the  heads  it  Rrew  hcside. 

And  then  the  South  Wind  and  the  Sun 
Went  onward  satislieil. 

Over  niendow-lands  they  tripped, 
Where  the  <landclions  dippc<l 

In  criiiisim  foam  of  elover-l)loom, 
And  dri|)ped  and  dripped  an<l  dripped; 
And  liny  clinchcil  the  Imiiilile-slings, 
Ganiiiinj;  lioney  on  their  wings, 

And  hundlinK  Hicni  in  lily-bells, 
With  maudlin  murmurings. 


And  the  himimins-hird,  that  hung 

Like  a  jewel  up  among 
The  tilled  honeysuckle-horns, 

They  inesnierizcd,  and  swung 

In  the  palpitating  air, 

Drowsed  with  odors  strange  and  rare, 
And,  with  whispered  laughter,  slipped  away, 

And  left  him  hanging  there. 

And  they  hraided  blades  of  grass 
Where  the  truant  had  to  jiass; 
And  they  wriggled  through  the  rushes 
And  the  reeds  of  the  morass. 


rm  i.ocKRRniF.  nooK 

U'lurr  lli.y  (lancil,  i,,  rapliire  s«,.,t, 
tt'iT  lliv  l.avts  lliai  laid  a  sircc-l 
Of  tindiil.im  miiiaic  for 
'I  111'  Itmclus  (.f  iluir  ftct. 

riy  the  hrook  vvilli  mossy  Lriiik 
Wlicrc  ilic  cattle  caino  to  drink, 

'lliiy  irillid  and  piped  and  wlii>t'li-d 
Willi  tlu'  tlirii>li  and  l)ol„,|ink, 
Till  tlu'  kinc,  in  listkss  pause, 
Switelied  tluir  tails  in  n.nte  applause 

Wnh  lifted  heads,  and  dreamy  eyes, 
And  Uibbledrippina  j-'ws. 

And  where  tin   melons  grew, 
Streaked  with  yellow,  Kreen  an.l  bine, 

These  jolly  sprites  went  wan.lerinK 
TliroHKh  simngled  paths  of  d.w; 
And  the  melons,  here  and  there, 
They  made  love  to,  everywhere, 

TnniiiiK  their  pir,k  souls  to  crimson 
With  caresses  fond  and  fair. 

Over  orchard  walls  they  went, 

Where  the  fruited  honj-hs  were  bent 
Till  they  brushed  the  swanl  beneath  them 

Where  the  shine  and  shadow  blem  ; 

And  the  «reat  Kreen  pear  they  shook 

I  ill  the  snilow  bn.-   ,    rso„k 
lis  features,  and  ,he  ^leam  of  gold 

Laughed  ..ul  in  every  look. 
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And  ihcy  stroked  llic  downy  chtet 
Of  the  reach,  and  smoothed  it  sle  k, 

And  flushed  it  into  splendor; 
And,  with  many  an  elfish  freak, 
Gave  the  russet's  rust  a  wipe— 
Prankt  the  ramho  with  a  stripe, 

And  the  wine-sap  bhished  its  reddest 
As  lliey  spanked  the  pippins  ripe. 

Through  the  woven  ambuscade 
That  the  twining  vines  had  made. 

They  found  the  grapes,  in  clusters, 
Drinking  up  the  sliine  and  shade— 
riumpt,  like  tiny  skins  of  wine. 
With  a  vintage  so  divine 

That  the  tongue  of  fancy  tingled 
With  the  tang  of  muscadine. 

And  the  golden-banded  bees. 
Droning  o'er  the  flowery  leas, 

They  bridled,  reined,  and  rode  away 
Across  the  fragrant  breeze. 
Till  in  hollow  oak  and  elm 
They  had  groomed  and  stabled  them 

In  waxen  stalls  that  oozed  with  dews 
Of  rose  and  lily-stem. 


Where  the  dusty  highway  leads, 
High  above  the  wayside  we/"cly 
They  sowed  the  air  with  butterflies 
Like  blooming  flower-seeds, 
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Till  the  .lull  grasshopper  sprmiff 
Half  a  man's  height  up,  ami  hung 
Tranced  in  the  heat,  with  whirring  wing. 
And  sung  and  sung  and  sung! 

And  they  loitered,  hand  in  hand, 
Where  the  snipe  along  the  sand  ' 

Of  the  river  ran  to  meet  them 
As  the  ripple  meets  the  land, 
Till  the  dragon-fly,  in  light 
Gauzy  armor,  luirnished  hright, 

Came  tilting  down  the  waters 
In  a  wild,  bewildered  flight. 

And  they  heard  the  killdee's  call, 
And  afar,  the  waterfall, 
But  the  rustle  of  a  falling' leaf 
They  heard  above  it  all; 
And  the  trailing  willow  crept 
deeper  in  the  tide  that  swept 
The  leafy  shallop  to  the  shore, 
And  wept  and  wept  and  wept  I 

And  the  fairy  vessel  veered 

From  its  moorings-tacked  and  steered 

For  the  centre  of  the  current- 
Sailed  away  and  disappeared: 
And  the  burthen  that  it  bore 
From  the  long-enchanted  shore— 

"Alas!  the  South  Wind  and  the  Sun!" 
I  murmur  evermore. 
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For  the  Sotitli  Wind  and  tlic  Snn, 
Fncli  so  loves  the  other  one, 

For  all  his  jolly  folly 
And  frivolity  and  fuiv 
That  our  love  for  them  tlicy  weigh 
As  their  fieklc  fancies  ntay, 

And  when  at  last  we  love  them  most, 
They  laugh  and  sail  away. 


^5  ^l'(■'^  Ri/'cst  Peach 

'T'^TIE  ripest  peach  is  highest  on  the  tree — 

■*•    And  so  her  love,  lieyond  the  reach  of  me. 
Is  dearest  in  my  sight.    Sweet  hreezes,  bow 
Her  heart  down  to  me  where  I  worship  now! 

She  looms  aloft  where  every  eye  may  see 
The  ripest  peach  is  highest  on  the  tree. 
Such  fruitage  as  her  love  I  know,  alas! 
I  may  not  reach  here  from  the  orchard  grass. 

I  <h-ink  the  sunshine  showered  past  her  lips 
As  roses  drain  the  dewdrop  as  it  drips. 
The  ripest  peach  i^  highest  on  the  tree. 
And  so  mine  eyes  gaze  upward  eagerly. 

Why— why  do  I  not  turn  away  in  wrath 

And  pluck  some  heart  here  hanging  in  my  path? 

Love's  lower  houghs  hend  with  them— hut,  ah  me! 
The  ripest  peach  is  highest  on  the  tree ! 
-4 
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Time 


yilE  .icki„g_„U-ing-ticking  of  ,l,e  dock  -- 
Sucli  drowsy  watch,"  I  moand   "I, . 

Bu.  on,,  „oc,s  above  ;.,e;:u,:;;\j::r^"-^'-'''' 

its  restless  occupant,  then  ntdclv  n>ck 
It  as  the  cradle  of  a  bahe  that'weep.  ^ 

-o„,cd  to  see  the  seconds  piled  h,  heaps 
I-.Ke  sand  al,a„,„,e;  and  at  every  shock 
,1''"""'''"''"'^''J -''•-'--- -irled  away 
As   n  a  desert-storn,  that  swept  the  earth 

Stark  as  •.  granary  floor,  whereon  the  Rray 
Ami  nns,-be,lr,z.led  moon  atnidst    „e  deartl!^ 
-^".lecrawdhtg,  like,  sickly  child,  to).,, 
"s  pale  face  ne-tnn„e  own  and  weep  f"or  day. 

W|M.  for  the  morning!    Ah  !  we  wait  indeed 

■".•<la.vhght,wewhotossabon,,hrnng|,,,,ess        • 
>v,aoan,.ar,ned  desires  and  emptiness 

O    all  the  warn,   warm  touches  , ha,  we  need, 
A..d  the  warm  ktsses  npon  which  we  feed 

Our  famished  lips  in  fancy!    Mav  God  Wes, 

The  starved  lips  of  US  with  but  ;„e  c-tress 
Warn,  as  the  yearning  l,Io„d  our  poor  hearts  hlecP 
•    •_   •     A  w,ld  prayer  !-bile  thy  pill,„v,  p,.,,-i„„  ,„ 

Toss  t   ,s  s„le,  and  whirl  that,  and  ,„oa,    for  daw^ 
I-.  the  clock's  seconds  dribble  on,  their  woe 
A"<n„ne  be  drained  of  .sorrow!    Long  .ago 
We  heard  the  crowing  cock,  with  answer  drawn 
As  hoarse  V  qd.I  ..*  .u .  uiawn 


As  hoarsely  sad  at  throat  as  sobs. 
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/;'  Aftcrn'hilcs 

11  THERE  arc  they— the  Aftcrwhilcs- 
''  '    Luring  us  the  lengthening  miles 
Of  our  lives?    Where  is  the  dawn 
With  the  dew  across  the  lawn 
Stroked  with  eager  feet  the  far 
Way  the  hills  and  valleys  are? 
Where  the  sun  that  smites  the  frown 
Of  the  eastward-gazer  down? 
Where  the  rifted  wreaths  of  mist 
O'er  us,  tinged  with  ainethyst, 
Round  the  mountain's  steep  defdes? 
Where  are  all  the  afterwhiles? 

Afterwhile — and  we  will  go 
Thither,  yon,  and  to  and  fro — 
From  the  stifling  city  streets 
To  the  country's  cool  retreats — 
From  the  riot  to  the  rest 
Where  hearts  beat  the  placidcst : 
Afterwhile,  and  we  will  fall 
Under  breezy  trees,  and  loll 
In  the  shade,  with  thirsty  sight 
Drinking  deep  the  blue  delight 
Of  the  skies  that  will  beguile 
Us  as  children — afterwhile. 

Afterwhile — and  one  intends 
To  be  gentler  to  his  friends, — 
To  walk  with  them,  in  the  hush 
Of  still  evenings,  o'er  the  plush 
Of  home-leading  fields,  and  stand 
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Long  at  pnrling,  hand  in  lian-l  • 
One,  in  time,  will  j„y  to  take 
New  resolves  for  some  one's  sake. 
A.ul  wear  then  the  look  that  lies 
Clear  and  pure  in  other  eyes- 
He  will  soothe  and  reconcile 
His  own  conscience— afterwhile. 
Aftcrwhile— we  have  in  view 
A  far  scene  to  journey  to,— 
Where  the  old  home  is,  and  where 
The  old  mother  waits  us  there, 
I'ecring,  as  the  time  grows  late' 
nown  the  old  path  to  the  gate.— 
How  we'll  click  the  latch  that  locks 
In  the  pinks  and  hollyhocks, 
And  leap  up  the  path  once  more 
Where  she  waits  us  at  the  door!— 
How  we'll  greet  the  dear  old  smile, 
And  the  warm  tears— afterwhile! 
Ah,  the  endless  afterwhiles!— 
Leagues  on  leagues,  and  miles  on  miles 
in  the  distance  far  withdrawn, 
Stretching  on,  and  on,  and  on, 
Till  the  fancy  is  footsore 
And  faints  in  the  dust  before 
The  last  milestone's  granite  face 
Hacked  with:    Here  Beginnelh  Space. 
O  far  glimmering  worlds  and  wings, 
^fy.■;tic  smiles  and  beckonings. 
Lead  us  through  the  shadowy  aisles. 
Out  into  the  afterwhiles. 
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l8 


Silence 


T^  HOUSANDS  of  thousands  of  husht  1  years  ago, 
■*■        Out  on  the  edge  of  Chaos,  il!  alone 

I  stood  on  peaks  of  vapor,  high  upthrowu 
Above  a  sea  that  knew  nor  ebb  nor  flow, 
Xor  any  motion  won  of  winds  that  blow, 

Nor  any  sound  of  watery  wail  or  moan, 

Nor  lisp  of  wave,  nor  wandering  undertone 
Of  any  tide  lost  in  the  night  below. 
So  slill  it  was,  I  mind  me,  as  I  laid 

My  thirsty  ear  against  mine  own  faint  sigh 
To  drink  of  that,  I  sipped  it,  half  afraid 

'Twas  but  the  ghost  of  a  dead  voice  spilled  by 
The  one  starved  star  that  tottered  through  the  shade 

And  came  tiptoeing  toward  me  down  the  sky. 


'9 


Grant 


AT  RKST— .\U(;L-ST  8,    1885 

Sir  Launcclni  rode  nrcrllncar!    -vd  cudlong  in  a 
wide  forest,  and  held  no  path  but  as  unld  adventure 

led  him Ind  he  returned  and  eaine  again  to 

his  horse,  and  took  off  his  saddle  and  his  bridle, 
and  let  him  pasture;  and  unlaced  his  helm,  and 
nngirdled  his  sword,  and  laid  him  down  to  sleep 
upon  his  shield  before  the  cross.— Ace  of  Chivalry. 

"\XriI.\T  shall  we  say  of  the  soldier,  Grant, 

'  '       His  sword  put  by  and  his  great  soul  free? 
How  shall  we  cheer  him  now  or  chant 
His  requiem  befittingly? 
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Tl.e  fields  of  his  conc,„est  now  are  seen 
RanKe.l  no  „,ore  with  his  nrmed  nu-n- 

Kt      erankandf,Ieof,heRo.,lan,U.reen 
Of  the  wavmg  grain  is  there  again. 

TI.ot,gh  his  valiant  life  is  a  nation's  pride 
And  h,s  death  heroic  and  half  divine       ' 

Am  our  grief  as  great  as  the  warld  is  wide. 

VVeloyedlnmlumg.  revere  him  dead '- 

Asdencethenononrlipsislaid- 
VV.  can  say  no  thing  that  has  not  I,een  said 

l^or  pray  one  prayer  that  has  not  been  prayed. 

R".  a  spirit  within  us  speaks:  and  lo 

We  lean  and  lis,™  to  wondrous  words 
i-l>at  have  a  soun.l  as  of  win.ls  that  Wow 

And  the  votee  of  waters  and  low  of  herds; 
And  we  hear,  as  the  song  flows  on  scren.. 

llicne,8hoflK,rses,andthe„,hch.at' 
Of  hooves  that  skurry  o'er  pas...,res  green, 

And  the  patter  a,id  pad  of  a  boy's  hare  feet. 

A  brave  lad,  wearing  a  manly  brow 

Kn,t  as  with  problems  of  grave  d'ispu.e, 

SnI    :T     ,M''r  ''™"'  °'  '■''•  °-'-"'  bough. 
f>nk  and  pallid,  but  resolute- 

And  flushed  it  grows  as  the  clover-bloom 

And  fresh  it  gleams  as  the  morning  dew 

vJirZ\T  ''"'  "'""  "'^  '""•^''  "-"^  boom 
Up  from  the  grasses  he  races  through. 
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And  ho!  as  lie  rides  what  dreams  arc  his? 

And  what  liave  tlic  breezes  to  suggest  ? — 
Do  they  whisper  to  him  of  shells  that  whiz 

O'er  fields  made  ruddy  with  wrongs  redressed? 
Does  the  hawk  ahove  him  an  Eagle  float? 

Docs  he  thrill  and  his  boyish  heart  beat  high, 
Hearing  the  ribbon  about  his  throat 

Flap  as  a  flag  as  the  winds  go  by? 

And  docs  he  dream  of  the  Warrior's  fame — 

This  Western  boy  in  his  rustic  dress  ? 
For,  in  miniature,  this  is  the  man  that  came 

Riding  out  of  the  Wilderness ! — 
The  selfsame  figure — the  knitted  brow — 

The  eyes  full  steady — the  lips  full  mule — 
Anil  the  face,  like  the  bloom  of  the  orchard  bough, 

t'ink  and  pallid,  but  resolute. 

Ay,  this  is  the  man,  with  features  grim 

And  stoical  as  the  Sphinx's  own. 
That  heard  the  harsh  guns  calling  him, 

As  musical  as  the  bugle  blown, 
When  the  sweet  spring  heavens  were  clouded  o'er 

With  a  tempest,  glowering  and  wild. 
And  our  country's  flag  bowed  down  before 

Its  bursting  wrath  as  a  stricken  child. 

Thus,  ready  mounted  and  booted  anc!  .purred, 
He  loosed  his  bridle  and  dashed  away ! — 

Like  a  roll  of  drums  were  his  hoof-beats  heard. 
Like  the  shriek  of  the  fife  his  charger's  neigh ! 

And  over  his  shoulder  and  backward  blown, 
We  heard  his  voice,  and  we  saw  the  sod 
?0 
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Re.l,  as  o„r  ^vil.l  steels  cliasc.l  his  ,nv„ 
Astl,ough)unl«lo„bytI,c.|,.„„l„fGod! 

And  still,  ;„  fancy,  ,vc  see  hi,,,  ride 
In  the  l,lood-red  front  .,f  a  hundre.l  fray, 

ir,s  face  set  stolid,  l„„  glorified 

As  a  k„i«hf,snf  the  old  Arthurian  days- 
And  vtetor  ever  as  courtly,  too, 

Gently  lifting  the  vanquished'  foe 
And  staying  hi,u  with  a  han.l  as  tn'ic 

As  dealt  the  .leadly  avenging  hlow. 

So.  hn-Khler  than  all  of  the  duster  .,f  star, 
Uf  the  Hag  enshrouding  his  form, odav 

I'.sfaee  shines  forth  fro,n  the  gri,ne  of  war, 
Will,  a  glory  ihat  shall  not  pass  away 

He  rests  atlast :  he  has  borne  his  part  " 
Ofsalutes  and  salvos  and  cheers  „n  eheers- 

But  O  the  sobs  of  his  country's  heart 
And  the  driving  rain  of  a  nation's  tears! 


-?0 


The  Sphinx 

J   K.VOW  all  about  the  Sphinx— 

I  know  even  what  she  thinks, 
Staring  with  her  stony  eyes 
Up  forever  at  the  skies. 

For  last  night  I  dreamed  that  she 
Told  me  all  the  mystery— 
VVliy  for  ffons  n,ute  she  sat  :— 
She  was  just  ..ut  out  for  that ! 
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Y  I'<>U  .Irowsy  go,l,  wl.os.-  l,l„rrc<l  eyes,  l.nlf  awink 
Muse  ,.,,  n,c,-<lrifii„K  out  upon  thy  dreams, 

I  lave  my  soul  as  in  cnclianled  streams 
Ulierc  revelling  satyrs  pipe  along  the  hrink, 
And,  tipsy  with  the  mehidy  they  ,lrink 

Uplift  their  dangling  hooves  ..nd  do^-n  the  laa.ns 

Of  suns  ine  danee  like  motes.    Thy  la„g„or  see.ns 
An  ocean-deplh  of  love  wherein  I  sink 

Like  some  fond  Argonaut,  right  willingly- 
Hecanse  of  wooing  eyes  uplnrned  to  mine, 

And  siren-arms  that  coil  their  sorcery 
Al.oul  my  neck,  with  kisses  so  divine. 

The  heavens  reel  above  me.  and  the  sea 

Sv.-allows  and  licks  its  wet  lips  over  me 


niilco 

J  LULKO,  the  „,oo„ligl„  seemed  lost  across  the  vales- 
llu^stars  hut  strewed  the  a.ure  as  an  armor's  scattered 

The  airs  of  nig,,t  were  quiet  as  the  breath  of  silken  sails 
And  all  your  words  were  sweeter  than  the  notes  of     ight- 
m.gales.  '' 

Illilco  Lcgardi,  in  the  garden  there  alone 

There  came  ,o  ,ne  no  murmur  of  the  fountain's  undertone   i 
So  mysfcally,  .nusically  mellow  as  your  own.  ' 
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JMMoo,  nis.onH.     I  Micve,!  you.    In  „,y  Miss 

I-  <Unnj..U.,  .enC,  .o  .i„  „„_,,,„   „^^^^„,   ,  ^_^, 

l^y  ju..  a  kiss.      '"""'''  ^''"*'"'"^''  •l-^'"  I  cl„„g 
And  blossiims  should  L'rnn-  n,i     . 

niileoLeganii.  in  ,he  shade  yo„r  palace  throws 

An,oa„,oeswnh,he,nnsic,„at..ayve.,h:„i,l,' 

Of  a  heart  .ha.  fade,  and  cru.hle.  as  .he  crin,so„  of  a 
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Ike  H 'alt Oil's  Prayer 


T    CRAVE,  dear  Lord, 

•^    Ni)  bouiultrsj  hoard 
Of  Kold  .nnd  m'ar, 
N'or  jiwils  fino. 
Nor  lands,  nor  kinc. 
Nor  trcasiire-licaps  of  anylliinR. — 
I-fl  but  a  little  lint  lie  mine 
Where  at  the  hearthstone  I  may  hear 
rile  cricket  sinn, 
And  have  the  shine 
Of  nne  slad  woman's  eyes  to  make, 
Tiir  my  poor  sake, 
Onr  simple  home  a  place  divine: — 
Just  the  wee  cot—the  cricket's  chirr— 
I.ove,  and  the  smilii,  ,  f     ,_  ,.i  i:,;- 


I  pray  not  for 
Great  riches,  nor 
I'lir  vast  estates  and  castle-halls, — 
Give  me  to  hear  the  bare  footfalls 
Of  children  o'er 
An  oaken  floor 
New-rinsed  with  sunshine,  or  bespread 
With  but  the  tiny  coverlet 
And  pillow  for  the  baby's  head; 
And,  pmy  Thou,  may 
The  door  stand  open  and  the  day 
Send  ever  in  a  gentle  hrcepe. 
With  fragrance  from  the  locust  trees, 
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And  .Irowsy  n.o.in  nf  ,|„v„,  .i„,i  ,,]„, 
Of  r  I.in  cliirp.,   i„,|  ,|r,.n,.  ,>n,„s, 

Will,  afkr  hushes  .,f  rh^.  Mir 
Of  iimrmi.u;-     r  »,.ii.ul>,  an.l  ihi-n 

ThesiMxIwilcaiid  llu- Mnile  of  her 
l-illing  the  -.il.ncis  again— 
'I  he  criilict's  call 

And  th,.  wii-  cot, 
Dear  Lord  of  all, 
Deny  ine  not! 

I  pray  not  thai 
M'  1  irnnhle  at 

Aly  power  nf  place 

Anil  lordly  sway, 

I  only  pray  fur  simple  grace 
To  l.iok  niv  iieifjlihur  in  the  face 
^   Full  honestly  from  day  to  day- 
Yield  me  his  horny  palm  to  huld. 
And  I'll  not  pray 
Tor  gold;— 
The  tnnne.l  face,  garlanded  will,  nnVih 
It  ''•■>"■  the  kinylicsl  smile  on  earth- 
The  swart  hrow,  diamonded  with  sweat, 
llath  never  need  of  coronet. 
And  so  I  reach. 

Dear  Lord,  to  Thee, 
And  do  beseech 
Thou  givest  tne 
The  wee  cot,  and  the  cricket's  chirr, 
Love,  and  the  glad  sweet  face  of  her ! 
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Her  Hair 


^^HE  beauty  of  lier  hair  Ijcwilclcrs  ine- 

Pouring  adown  the  brow,  its  cloven  tide 
Swirling  about  the  cars  on  cither  side 
And  storming  round  the  neck  liuiiultuously  • 
Or  hke  the  lights  of  old  antiquity 
Through  mullioned  windows,  in  cathedrals  wide, 
Spilled  moltenly  o'er  figures  deified 
I"  chastest  marble,  nude  of  drapery. 
And  so  I  love  it.— Either  unconfined ; 

Or  plaited  in  close  braidings  manifold; 
Or  smoothly  drawn  ;  or  indolently  twined 

In  careless  knots  whose  coilings  come  unrolled 
At  a.iy  lightest  kiss ;  or  by  the  wind 

Whipped  out  in  flossy  ravellings  of  gold. 


Laughter  Holdiiuj  Both  His  Sides 

A  V,  thou  vailet !    Laugh  awaj' ! 
All  the  world's  a  holiday! 
Laugh  away,  and  roar  and  shout 
Till  thy  hoarse  tongue  lolk-th  out  I 
Bloat  thy  cheeks,  and  bulge  thine  eyes 
Unto  bursting;  pelt  thy  thighs 
With  thy  swollen  palms,  and  roar 
As  thou  never  hast  before! 
Lustier!  wilt  thou!  peal  on  peal! 
Stiflest?    Squat  and  grind  thy  heel- 
Wrestle  with  thy  loins,  and  then 
Wheeze  thee  whiles,  and  wh<iop  again  I 
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Our  Kind  of  „  M„n 


'P     Ek,mlofamanforyn„an,l„,e! 
He  faces  ihc  world  unfli„cl,i„glv 

;;:!'    '""'''■  ''  '""g  as  the  wr.,„s  r:.siMs 

V..h  a  knuckled  fai.h  a,,,!  fon-e  likens,:  • 
He  lives  the  life  he  is  preaching  of 

Ami  loves  where  most  is  the  need  of  love- 
H.S  voice  is  clear  to  the  deaf  n,an's  ears  ' 
And  hts  face  ,s„hli„,e  through  the  blind  man's  .ear,- 

;,     '  "^7"''"vv  s  prajer  goes  up  for  hi„,  ■ 

l.e  latch  ,s  clicked  at  the  hovel  door 
•Ami  the  sick  n,a„  sees  the  st,n  once  more, 
A.id  out  oer  the  barren  fields  he  sees 
,,"""8'"S  blossoms  and  waving  trees 

J-eehng  as  only  the  dying  mav,  ' 

I  hat  God's  own  servant  has  con.e  that  wav 
Smoothmg  the  path  as  i,  still  winds  on  "' 
Through  the  golden  gate  where  his  loved  have  gone. 


The  kind  of  a  n,an  for  me  and  yon' 
However  little  of  worth  we  do 

He  credits  full   and  abides  in  trust 
That  tnne  will  teach  us  how  more  is  Just. 
He  walks  abroad,  and  he  meets  all  kinds 
»^)f  fiuerulons  an<l  uneasy  minds 
Ami  sympathising,  he  ^hares  the  pah, 
Of  the  doubts  that  rack  us,  heart  , and  brain  ; 
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And,  knowing  this,  as  we  grasp  his  hand, 

We  arc  surely  coming  to  understand ! 

He  looks  on  sin  with  pitsing  eyes— 

E'en  as  the  Lord,  since  I'aradise  — 

Else,  shouM  we  rea.l,  TItough  our  sins  should  glo,v 

As  scarlet,  they  shall  he  white  as  stiow'- 

And,  feeling  still,  with  a  grief  half  gla.l 

That  the  had  are  as  good  as  the  good  are  bad, 

He  strikes  straight  out  for  the  Right-and  he 

Is  the  kind  of  a  man  for  you  and  me' 


3?  Last  Night—and  This 

I    '^^'^  "'Sht-how  deep  the  darkness  was! 

-^  And  well  I  knew  its  <lepths,  because 
I  waded  it  from  shore  to  shore. 
Thinking  to  reach  the  light  no  n'lore. 

She  would  not  even  touch  my  hand.— 
The  winds  rose  and  the  cedars  fanned 
The  moon  out,  and  the  stars  fied  back 
In  heaven  and  hid-and  all  was  black! 

But  ah !    To-night  a  summons  came. 
Signed  with  a  tear-drop  for  a  name,-l 
For  as  I  wondering  kissed  it,  lo, 
A  line  beneath  it  told  me  so. 

And  xoK'— the  moon  hangs  over  me 
A  disk  of  dazzling  brilliancy, 
And  every  star-tip  stabs  my  sight 
With  splintered  glitterings  of  light! 
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Tlic  Lost  Kiss 


J    PUT  by  the  half-written  poem 

VVh.le  the  pen,  idly  trailed  i„  ,„y  hand 
VVneson,-.,,adIwordstoco„,pleteit, 

VVhodread,t,orwhodt,„dcrstand'- 
But  the  little  bare  fee.  on  the  stairway 

A,il  ""'•"■;''  ""°"'"^''"^"S''  "'"''<=  hall. 
And  the  eer,e-low  lisp  on  the  silence, 
Cry  up  to  me  over  it  all. 

So  I  gather  it  »p-whcre  was  broken 
1.C  loar-fadod  thread  of  my  then.e, 

Jel>"Kbow,asonenigl,tI.satwri.ins 

A  fairy  bn.kc  in  on  my  dream, 
A  little  inriuisitive  fairy— 

My  own  little  girl,  with  the  gold 
Of  the  sun  in  her  hair,  and  (he  dewy 
Blue  eyes  of  the  fairies  of  old. 

'Twas  the  dear  little  girl  that  I  scoided- 

f'or  was  it  a  moment  like  this," 
I  said,  "when  she  knew  I  was  l,„sy, 

io  come  romping  in  for  a  1-iss?— 
tome  rowdying  i,p  from  her  mother 

And  clamoring  there  at  my  knee 
I'or  'One  'ittle  kiss  for  my  dolly 
And  one  'ittle  uzzer  forme!'"' 
God,  pity  ,hc  heart  that  repelled  her 

And  the  cold  hand  that  turned  her  .-.way 
And  lake,  from  the  lips  that  .lenicd  her       ' 
1  ills  answerlcss  prayer  of  to-day ! 
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Take,  Lord,  from  jny  mem'ry  forever 

Tli.nt  pitiful  sol)  of  (lospair. 
And  the  patK     and  trip  of  the  little  hare 

And  the  one  piercing  cry  on  the  stair! 


feet, 


I  put  hy  the  half-written  poem, 

While  tlie  pen,  idly  trailed  in  niy  hand, 
Writes  on,— "Had  I  words  '.,  complete  it, 

Who'd  read  it,  or  who'd  utiderstand?" 
Hut  the  little  bare  feet  on  the  stairway. 

And  the  faint,  smothered  laush  in  the  hall. 
And  the  eerie-low  lisp  on  the  silence, 

Cry  up  to  me  over  it  all. 


^9 


Dearth 


T  HOLD  your  IrembliuR  hand  to-nisht-and  yet 
r  may  not  know  what  wealth  of  hli.s  is  inine, 
My  heart  is  such  a  curious  design 
Of  trust  and  jealousy!    Y.nir  eyes  are  wet- 
So  must  I  think  they  jewel  some  regret,-- 
And  lo,  the  loving  arms  that  round  me  twine 
Cling  only  as  the  tendrils  of  a  vine 
Whose  fruit  has  long  been  gathered  :     I  forget, 
While  crimson  clusters  of  your  kisses  press  ' 

Their  wine  out  on  my  lips,  my  royal  fare 
Of  rapture,  since  blind  fancy  needs'  must  guess 

They  once  pour-  i  out  their  sweetness  otherwhere. 
With  fullei   riavoring  of  happiness 
Than  e'en  your  broken  sobs  may  now  declare. 
40 


THE   LOCKHRBIE   BOOK 
^°  The  Beautifw  ^-Vy 

'J'HEBenmifnICity!    Porever 
We  fn        "P'"™"^  P'-2'^«s  resound; 
We  f  ,n  would  behold  it-but  never 

Agl.mpseofitsgloryisfound: 
We  slacken  our  lips  at  .he  tender 

VV  me  breasts  of  our  mothers  to  hear 
O.snarvellous  beauty  and  splendor;- 
W^  see-but  the  glean,  of  a  tear! 

Vet  never  the  story  may  tire  us- 

''"-f'  graven  in  symbols  of  stone- 
Rewrnten  on  serolls  of  papyrus 

A"<1  parchment,  and  scattered  and  blown 
%  <l>e  winds  of  the  tongues  of  all  n,, 
^^•i-^ea-itterofleavef^^J^l^r' 

'"  fhe  earhest  lisp  of  the  world. 
We  compass  the  earth  and  the  ocean 

'•-.n  the  Orient's  uttermost  light  ' 
T"  where  the  last  ripple  in  ,„o,ion  ' 

1-.PS  hem  of  the  skirt  of  the  night  _ 
«"Mhe  Beautiful  City  evades  usi 

No    ,Tr  "^  '■'  ^"'"^  '■"  'he  sun- 
Wh        r"''^'  battlement  shades  us 
When  all  ot,r  long  Journey  is  done. 

Where  lies  it?   We  questio..  and  listen; 

We  lean  from  the  mountain,  or  mast 
And  see  but  dull  earth,  or  the  glisten 

^«  seas  inconceivably  vast: 
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The  dust  of  the  one  blurs  our  vision, 
The  glare  of  the  other  our  brain, 

Nor  city  nor  islard  Elysian 
In  all  of  the  land  or  the  main! 

We  kneel  in  dim  fanes  where  the  thunders 

Of  organs  tumultuous  roll. 
And  the  longing  heart  listen-i  and  wonders, 

And  the  eyes  look  aloft  from  the  soul : 
But  the  chanson  grows  fainter  and  fainter, 

Swoons  wholly  away  and  is  dead ; 
And  our  eyes  only  reach  where  the  painter 

Has  dabbled  a  saint  overhead. 

The  Beautiful  City!    O  mortal. 

Fare  hopefully  on  in  thy  quest, 
Pass  down  through  the  green  grassy  portal 

That  leads  to  the  Valley  of  Rest ; 
There  first  passed  the  One  who,  in  pity 

Of  all  thy  great  yearning,  awaits 
To  point  out  The  Beautiful  City, 

And  loosen  the  trump  at  the  gates. 


BccaUncd 
I 

"X  1  roULD  that  the  winds  might  only  blow 

''  '    As  they  blew  in  the  golden  long  ago ! — 
Laden  with  odors  of  Orient  isles 
Where  ever  and  ever  the  sunshine  smiles, 
And  the  bright  sands  blend  with  the  shady  trees. 
And  the  lotus  blooms  in  the  midst  of  these. 
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Warm  winds  won  from  the  midland  vales 

To  where  the  tress  of  the  Siren  trails 

Ocr  the  flossy  tip  of  the  mountain  phlox 

And  the  !)are  limbs  twined  in  the  crested  roeks, 

High  al)ove  as  the  sea-gulls  flap 

Their  lopping  wings  at  the  thunder-clap. 


Ah !  that  the  winds  might  rise  and  blow 
The  great  surge  up  from  the  port  below, 
Bloating  the  sad,  lank,  silken  sails 
Of  the  Argo  out  with  the  swift,  sweet  gales 
Thai  blew  from  Colchis  when  Jason  had 
1  lis  love's  full  will  and  his  heart  was  glad- 
When  Media's  voice  was  soft  and  low. 
All !  (hat  the  winds  might  rise  and  blow! 


-'       Fro,,,  the  Headboard  of  a  Grave 
in  Paraguay 

A    TROTH,  and  a  grief,  and  a  blessing, 
nisguised  them  and  came  this  way,— 
And  one  was  a  promise,  and  one  was  a  doubt. 
.'\nd  one  was  a  rainy  day. 

And  they  met  betimes  with  this  maiden,- 
And  the  promise  it  spake  and  lied, 

And  the  doubt  it  gibbered  and  hugged  itself. 
And  the  rainy  day— she  died. 
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Indiana 


^~\  UR  Land— our  Home !— the  common  home  indeed 

^^     Of  soil-born  children  and  adopted  ones— 
The  stately  daughters  and  the  stalwart  sons 

Of  Industry :— All  greeting  and  godspeed! 

O  home  to  proudly  live  for,  and,  if  need 
Be,  proudly  die  for,  with  the  roar  of  guns 
Blent  with  our  latest  prayer.— So  died  men  once. 

Lo,  Peace!    .    .    .    As  we  look  on  the  land  they  freed- 
Its  harvests  all  in  ocean-overflow 

Poured  round  autumnal  coasts  in  billowy  gold- 
Its  corn  and  wine  and  balmed  fruits  and  flow'rs,— 
We  know  the  exaltation  that  they  know 
Who  now,  steadfast  inheritors,  behold 
The  Land  Elysian,  marvelling  "This  is  ours  I" 


34  Fame 

/^  MCE,  in  a  dream,  I  saw  a  man, 

^-^      With  haggard  face  and  tangled  hair. 
And  eyes  that  nursed  as  wild  a  care 

As  gaunt  Starvation  ever  can ; 

And  in  his  hand  he  held  a  wand 
Whose  magic  touch  gave  life  and  thought 
Unto  a  form  his  fancy  wrought 

And  robed  with  coloring  so  grand, 
It  seemed  the  reflex  of  some  child 
Of  Heaven,  fair  and  undefiled — 
A  face  of  purity  and  love — 
To  woo  him  into  worlds  above: 
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A  Kiciming  smile  lit  „p  his  |jps' 
As  his  hriaht  s,.ul  fr,„„  Us  cdipsc 
Went  (lashiiiR  into  r.-iradiso. 
Then  tanly  Fa,„,  .amo  thm„Rh  the  <loor 
An.l  found  a  piclurc-notliing  more. 

An-l  once  I  saw  a  man,  alone, 

111  abject  poverty,  with  hand 

Uplifted  o'er  a  hlock  of  stone 

That  took-  a  shape  at  his  command 
And  snnlcd  upon  him,  fair  an.l  good- 
A  perfect  work  of  womanhoo.l. 
Save  that  the  eyes  mishf  n.-ver  weep 
Nor  weary  hands  be  crossc.l  i„  sleep 
Nor  hair  that  fell  from  crown  to  wrist 
Re  brushe<l  away,  caressed  and  kissed. ' 
And  as  HI  awe  I  gazed  on  her, 
I  saw  the  sculptors  chisel  fall— 
I  saw  him  sink,  without  a  moan. 
Sink  lifeless  at  the  feet  of  stone 
And  lie  there  like  a  worshipper. 
Fame  crossed  the  threshold  of  the  hall. 
And  found  a  statue— that  was  all. 

And  once  I  saw  a  man  who  drew 
A  gloom  about  him  like  a  cloak, 

An,i  wandered  aimlessly.     The  few 
Who  spoke  of  him  a''all,  hut  spoke 

Disparagingly  of  a  mind 

The  Fates  had  faultily  designed: 
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Too  indolent  for  modern  times — 

Too  fanciful,  anil  full  of  whims— 
Tor,  talking  t<>  liiniscif  in  rhymes, 

And  scrawling  ncvcr-hcard-of  hymns, 
The  idle  life  to  which  he  duns 
Was  worthless  as  the  songs  he  suiig! 
I  saw  him,  in  my  vision,  tilled 
With  rapture  o'er  a  spray  of  hloom 
The  wind  threw  in  his  lonely  room; 
And  of  the  sweet  perfume  it  spilled 
lie  drank  lo  drnnkcmiess,  and  flnuK 
His  long  hair  hack,  and  laughed  and  sung 
And  clapperl  his  hands  as  children  do 
At  f.iiry  tales  Ihey  listen  to, 
While  from  his  flying  f|uill  there  dripped 
Such  music  on  his  manuscript 
That  he  who  listens  lo  the  words 
lay  close  his  eyes  and  dream  the  birds 
vre  twittering  on  every  hand 
A  language  he  can  understand. 
He  journeyed  on  through  life,  unknown, 
Without  one  friend  to  call  his  own ; 
He  tired.    Ko  kindly  hand  to  press 
The  cooling  t.nich  of  tenderness 
Upon  his  hurning  hrnvv,  nor  lift 
To  his  parched  lips  God's  freest  gift — 
Xo  sympathetic  sob  or  sigh 
Of  trembling  lips — no  sorrowing  eye 
Looked  out  through  tears  to  see  him  die. 
And  Fame  her  greenest  laurels  brought 
To  crown  a  head  that  heeded  not. 
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An>lll,isis  I.-ame!    A  lliiiiK,  iiidoo.!. 
That  only  comos  when  K.rst  ihu  ncf.1: 
The  wis'st  mindi  of  every  age 
The  book  of  life  from  page  to  pnRc 
Have  searched  i„  vain;  each  lesson  conned 
Wdl  pronnse  it  the  page  beyond— 
Until  the  last,  when  dusk  of  night 
Kills  over  it,  and  reason's  light 
Is  smothered  by  that  unknown  friend 
Who  signs  his  «om  de  plume,  The  End. 
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When  Bessie  Died 


If  from  your  c,,n  the  dlmflcd  hands  had  sliffrd 

.hid  «,-,r  n.,„,/rf  „„//,.  ,„  y„„,  ,„/„,  _,„,„.,, 
//  ///.•  ti'lnU-  f,;-l  into  the  umn-  had  Iriffcd-" 

AA/'HEN  Bessie  died- 

We  braided  the  brown  hair,  and  lied 
It  just  as  her  own  little  hands 
Had  fastened  back  the  silken  strands 
A  thousand  times-the  crimson  bit 
Of  ribbon  woven  into  it 
That  she  had  worn  with  childish  pride- 
Smoothed  down  the  dainty  bow-and  cried- 
VVhen  Bessie  died. 

When  Bessie  died— 
We  drew  the  nursery  blinds  aside, 
And,  as  the  morning  in  the  room  ' 
Burst  like  a  primrose  into  bloom, 
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Hit  pel  canary's  ra;/c  we  Ihiiik 

Where  sin-  tiiiKlit  liiar  liiiii  when  he  Ming- 

Aiul  jet  not  any  nule  he  irieil, 

TiiunKli  she  hiy  lisleniiiK  fuKKil  eyeil. 

When  Bessie  ihed — 

We  wrilheil  in  nrayer  unsatisfied: 

We  hensed  of  (Jod.  and  lie  did  smile 

In  silence  on  ns  all  ihe  while; 

Ami  we  did  see  Him,  thronnh  our  tears, 

EnfoldiuK  that  fair  form  of  hers, 

She  lauKhiuK  hack  aKaiiisi  His  love 

The  kisses  wc  had  nothing  of — 

And  death  to  us  He  still  denied, 

When  Bessie  died — 

When  Bessie  died. 
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The  Shoii'cr 


'yHE  'ir"!sc.-i^e,  iikc  the  awed  face  of  a  child, 

-*■       Gre\7  curiously  blurred;  a  hush  of  death 
Fell  on  the  fields,  and  in  the  darkened  wild 
The  lephyr  held  its  breath. 

No  wavering  glamour-work  of  light  and  shade 
Dappled  the  shivering  surface  of  iIr.  brook; 

The  frightened  ripples  in  their  amlniseade 
Of  willows  thrilled  and  shook. 


The  sullen  day  grew  darker,  and  anon 
Dim  flashes  of  pent  anger  lit  the  sky; 
48 


Tlin   LOCKERBIE   noOK 


With  rumbling  wh 
The  storm's  arti  , 


'  wrath  came  rollitig  on 


The  cloud  above  put  on  its  blackest  frown, 
And  then,  as  with  a  vcnKeful  cry  „f  |,;,in, 

The  lightning  snatched  it.  ripped  an,l  (lung  it  dnwn 
In  ravelled  shreds  of  rain: 

While  I,  transfigured  by  some  wondmns  art, 
Unwed  with  the  thirsty  lilies  to  the  sod, 

My  empty  soni  brimmed  over,  and  my  hJart 
Urencheil  with  the  love  of  God. 


37  The  Dead  Lover 

TIMI',  is  so  long  when  a  ni.m  is  dc.id ! 
Some  one  sews;  and  the  room  is  ma<le 
Very  clean ;  and  the  light  is  shed 
Soft  through  the  window-shade. 

Yesterday  I  ihnuglit:     "I  know 
Just  how  the  bells  will  soimd,  and  hnw 

The  friends  will  talk,  and  the  sern.on  go, 
And  the  hearse-horse  bow  and  bnw  !" 

This  is  to-day;  and  I  have  no  thing 
To  think  of— nothing  whatever  to  do 

nut  to  hear  the  throb  of  the  pulse  of  a  wing 
That  want.,  to  fly  back  to  you. 
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Art  and  Love 


TT  K  faced  his  canvas  (as  a  sccr  whose  ken 

Pierces  the  cnist  of  this  existence  through) 
And  smiled  heyond  on  that  his  genius  knew 
Krc  mated  with  his  being.    Con  lious  then 
Of  his  high  theme  alone,  he  smiled  again 
Straight  hack  upon  himself  in  many  a  hue 
And  tint,  and  light  and  shade,  which  slowly  grew 
Enfeatured  of  a  fair  girl's  face,  as  when 

First  time  she  smiles  for  love's  sake  with  no  fear. 
So  wrought  he,  witless  that  behind  him  h  -int 
A  woman,  with  old  features,  dim  and  sear, 
And  glamoured  eyes  that  felt  the  brimming  tear. 
And  with  a  voice,  like  some  sad  instrument. 
That  sighing  said,  "I'm  dead  there;  love  mc  here!" 
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The  King 


""p  HEY  rode  right  out  of  the  morning  sun- 

■*■  A  glimmering,  glittering  cavalcade 
Of  knights  and  ladies,  and  every  one 

In  princely  sheen  arrayed ; 
And  the  king  of  them  all,  O  he  rode  ahead, 
With  a  helmet  of  gold,  and  a  plujne  of  red 
That  spurted  about  in  the  breeze  and  bled 
In  the  bloom  of  the  everglade. 

And  they  rode  high  over  the  dewy  lawn, 
Wi'h  brave,  glad  banners  of  every  hue 

That  rolled  in  ripples,  as  they  rode  on 
In  splendor,  two  and  two; 
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And  tl,c  tinkling  links  of  the  golden  reins 
Of  the  steeds  they  rode  rang  sueh  refrains 
As  the  castanets  in  a  dream  of  Spain's 
Intensest  gold  and  blue. 

And  they  rode  and  rode;  an<I  the  steeds  they  neighed 

And  pratjced,  and  the  snn  on  their  glossy  hides 
Htekered  and  lightened  and  glaneed  and  played 

Like  the  moon  on  rippling  tides  • 
And  their  manes  were  silken,  and  th^ek  and  strong, 
And  thetr  tads  were  flossy,  and  fetlock-long 
And  jostled  in  time  to  the  teeming  throng 
And  their  knightly  song  besides. 

Clank  of  scabbard  and  jingle  of  spur 

And  the  fluttering  sash  of  the  queen  went  wild 
In  the  wn,d,  and  the  proud  king  glanced  at  her 

As  one  at  a  wilful  child,— 
And  as  knight  and  lady  away  they  flew 
And  the  banners  flapped,  and  the  falcon,  too 
And  the  lances  flashed  and  the  bugle  blew,     ' 
lie  kissed  his  hand  and  smiled.— 

And  then,  like  a  slanting  sunlit  shower, 

I  he  pageant  glittered  across  the  plain 
An,l  the  turf  spun  back,  and  the  wildweed  flower 

Was  only  a  crimson  stain. 
And  a  dreamer's  eyes  they  arc  downward  cast 
As  he  blends  these  words  with  the  wailing  blast- 
It  >s  the  King  of  the  Year  rides  past!" 
And  Autumn  is  here  again. 
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40  A  Voice  from  the  Farm 

T  T  is  my  dream  to  have  you  here  with  me, 
Out  of  the  heated  city's  dust  and  din- 
Here  where  the  colts  have  room  to  gambol  in, 
And  kine  to  graze,  in  clover  to  the  knee. 
I  want  to  see  your  wan  face  happily 
Lit  with  the  wholesome  smiles  that  have  not  been 
In  use  since  the  old  games  you  used  to  win 
When  we  pitched  horseshoes :    And  I  want  to  be 
At  utter  loaf  with  you  in  this  dim  land 
Of  grove  and  meadow,  while  the  crickets  make 
Our  own  talk  tedious,  and  the  bat  wields 
His  bulky  flight,  as  we  cease  converse  and 
In  a  dusk  like  velvet  smoothly  take 
Our  way  toward  home  across  the  dewy  fields. 
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The  Serenade 


T^  HE  midnight  is  not  more  bewildering 

To  her  drowsed  eyes,  than,  to  her  ears,  the  sound 

Of  dim,  sweet  singing  voices,  interwound 
With  purl  of  flute  and  subtle  twang  of  string, 
Strained  through  the  lattice,  where  the  roses  cling 

And,  with  their  fragrance,  waft  the  notrc  around 

Her  haunted  senses.    Thirsting  beyond  bound 
Of  her  slow-yielding  dreams,  the  lilt  and  swing 

Of  the  mysterious,  delirious  tune, 
She  drains  like  some  strange  opiate,  with  awed  eyes 

Upraised  against  her  casement,  where,  aswoon. 
The  stars  fail  from  her  sight,  and  up  the  skies 

Of  alien  azure  rolls  the  full  round  moon 

Like  some  vast  bubble  blown  of  summer  noon. 
St 
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yi-ARS  ,li,l  I  vninly  seek  the  rooJ  LorJ's  ^^rncc- 

D..I  kneel,  w.l,  Mee.l.hg  k„ees  an,I  rai„y  face 

Ami  momlMhe  ,l„st,  with  ashes  on  „„■  l,ea,|- 
U'a,  still  w.lh  knotted  scourge  the  flesh  I  flaye.'l 

AtKl  froth  oozed  with  the  pleadings  that  I  ,n,-,de 

And  yet  I  „raye<l  on  vainly,  vainly,  vainly! 
A  lime,  from  out  of  swoon  I  lifted  eye 

To  fi„u  a  wretched  outcast,  gr.ay  and  grin,, 
Bathing  my  brow,  with  tnany  a  piiving  sigh 

And  I  did  pray  Go.l's  grace  tnigh,  rest  on  him- 
lli<^^n,  lo!  a  senile  voice  fell  o„  mine  ears- 

•■llKHt  Shalt  not  sob  in  supplianee  hereafter- 
l.-.ke  up  thy  prayers  and  wring  then,  drv  of  tears 
And  hf,  ,l,e„,,  „hite  and  pure  with  l„ve  and  laughter  I" 
So  is  it  now  for  nil  men  else  1  ,,r.-iy; 
So  is  it  I  am  blest  and  glad  alway.'  ' 

43  Who  Bides  His  Time 

\/\/' ""  '''<'«  liis  time,  and  day  by  day 

I'aces  defeat  full  patiently, 
And  lifts  a  nn'rthful  roun.lel.iy. 

However  poor  his  fortunes  be,— 
He  will  not  fail  in  any  qualm 
Of  poverty— tlio  paltry  dime 
It  will  grow  golden  iti  his  palm, 
Who  bides  his  time. 
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Who  bides  Ills  time— he  tastes  the  sweet 

Of  honey  in  tiie  saltest  tear; 
And  though  he  fares  with  slowest  feet, 

Joy  runs  to  meet  him,  drawing  near: 
The  birds  are  heralds  of  his  cause; 

And,  like  a  never-ending  rhyme. 
The  roadsides  bloom  in  his  applause, 
Who  bides  his  time. 

Who  bides  his  time,  and  fevers  not 
In  the  hot  race  that  none  achieves. 

Shall  wear  eool-wrcathen  laurel,  wrought 
With  crimson  berries  in  the  leaves ; 

And  he  shall  reign  a  goodly  king, 
And  sway  his  hand  o'er  every  clime. 

With  peace  writ  on  His  signet-ring, 
Who  bides  his  time. 


44  The  Harper 

T    IKE  a  drift  of  faded  Idossoms 
■*— '  Caught  in  a  slanting  rain, 
His  fingers  glimpsed  down  the  strings  of  his  harp 
In  a  tremulous  refrain  : 

Patter  and  tinkle,  and  drip  and  drip! 

Ah !  but  the  chords  were  rainy  sweet  I 
And  I  closed  my  eyes  and  I  bit  my  lip, 

.As  he  played  there  in  the  street. 
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Palltr,  and  drip,  ami  tinkkl 
And  there  was  the  little  bed 

In  the  corner  of  the  Rarret, 
And  the  rafters  overhead! 

And  there  was  the  little  wimlow— 
Tinkle,  and  drip,  and  drip!— 

The  rain  above,  and  a  mother's  love. 
And  God's  companionship! 


'^-^  A  Song 

1^  HKRF.  is  ever  a  snnR  somewhere,  mv  dear; 

Tliere  is  ever  a  soniethinj!  sin^s  alway  • 
1  Lore's  the  sonp;  of  ,he  lark  when  the  skies  are  clear 
And  the  sons  of  the  thrnsh  when  the  skies  are  graj' 
I  he  snnshnie  showers  across  the  grain. 

And  the  bluebird  trills  in  the  orchard  tree- 
And  ni  and  ont,  wh,.n  the  eavc  drip  rain, 
1  he  swalbiws  are  twillerin;     .■aselcssly. 

There  is  ever  a  sonR  somewhere,  my  dear, 

lie  the  skies  above  or  dark  or  fair. 
There  is  ever  a  song  that  onr  hearts  may  hear- 
There  is  ever  a  sour  somewhere,  my  dear— 

1  liere  is  ever  a  song  somowliere  ! 

There  is  ever  a  song  somewhere,  m\  dear 
In  the  mi.lnight  black,  or  the  mid-day  blue- 

The  robin  pipes  when  the  sim  is  here, 
And  the  cricket  chirrups  the  whole'  night  through. 
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The  buds  may  lilnw,  and  the  fruit  may  grow. 
And  Ihc  anlumn  leaves  drop  crisp  and  sear; 

Hut  whether  the  sun,  or  the  rain,  or  the  snow', 
There  is  ever  a  song  somewhere,  my  dear. 

There  is  ever  a  song  somewhere,  my  dear. 

Be  the  skies  above  or  dark  or  fair, 
Tlicre  is  ever  a  song  that  our  liearts  may  hear- 
Tliere  is  ever  a  song  somewhere,  my  dear- 
There  is  ever  a  song  somewliere ! 


46 


A  Fruit-Piccc 


"T^  HE  afternoon  of  summer  folds 
•'■    Its  warm  arins  round  the  marigolds, 

And.  with  its  gleaming  fingcr.s,  pets 
The  watered  pinks  and  violets 

That  from  the  casement  vases  spill, 
Over  the  cottage  window-sill. 

Their  fragrance  down  the  garden  walks 
Where  droop  the  dry-mouthed  hollyhocks 

How  vividly  the  sunshine  scrawls 
The  grape-vine  shadows  on  the  walls ! 


How  like  a 


truant  swings  the  breeze 


In  high  boughs  of  the  apple-trees ! 
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The  slaid.r  ■'frce-slonc"  lifts  aloof, 
i-ull  languidly  above  thereof, 

^  '',"■■"''=."'  '""'^R-^.  »'an.pe,i  with  gold 
And  precioMs  minting.,  manifold. 

Iligh  .,p,  through  curled  green  leave.,,  a  near 
Hang.,  hot  with  ripeness  here  and  the;e' 

Bene.-Mh  the  sagging  Irellisings 
In  l"-sh,  lack-lustre  clusterings,' 

Great  torpid  grape,  all  fattened  through 
\V..h  n,oo„  and  sunshine,  shade  and  del, 

(-•"fil  Iheir  .,wollon  girths  express 
«ut  forms  of  limp  deliciousness- 

nrngo,.,!  to  an  in-lolence  divine 
U.lh  heaven's  own  sacramental  wine. 


^7         //  /  Knnv  What  Poets  Kno-v 

T  !■  I  knew  what  poets  know. 

Would  I  write  a  rhvme 
Of  the  buds  that  never  blow 

In  the  suninicr-tinie.' 
Would  I  sing  of  golden  sec.ls 
Springing  up  in  ironwccds? 
And  of  rain<lrops  lurne.l  to  snow, 
II  I  knew  what  poets  know.' 
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Did  I  know  what  poets  do, 

Would  I  sing  a  sons 
Sadder  llian  the  pi^'coii's  coo 

When  the  d.nys  arc  lonR? 
Where  1  found  a  heart  in  |)ain, 
1  would  make  it  ^lad  attain ; 
And  the  false  should  he  the  true, 
Did  I  know  what  poets  do. 

If  I  knew  what  poets  know, 

I  would  find  a  theme 
Sweeter  than  the  plaeid  How 

Of  the  fairest  dream  : 
I  would  sing  of  love  that  lives 
On  the  errors  it  forgives ; 
And  the  world  would  hotter  grow 
If  I  knew  what  poets  know. 


^S      Where  the  Children  Used  to  Play 

'  I  "HE  old  farm-home  is  Mother's  yet  and  mine, 
-*■       And  tilled  it  is  with  plenty  and  to  spare, — 
But  we  are  lonely  here  in  life's  decline, 
Though  fortune  smiles  around  us  everywhere : 
We  look  across  the  gold 
Of  the  harvests,  as  of  old — 
T'       -irn,  the  fragrant  clover,  and  the  hay; 
But  most  we  turn  our  gaze, 
.\s  with  eyes  of  other  days. 
To  the  orchard  where  the  children  used  to  play. 
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O  from  our  life's  full  mcsun- 

■  tiid  rich  hoard  of  -.iwhlty  Ire,,,,,,,;- 

"'■"fl'-'t  turn  our  wa,rynvs,„,.,y 
.luJ  luiud  ill  htiiiil  T^v  :,.,„„/,.r 

Oowi,  flu-  olil  falh  wiiidiii,,  vomirr 

To  the  orchard  ,chcrc  ,l,c  chiUlici  used  ,.,  i^l.y, 

Onr. sloping  pns.nrc-la.uls  nro  MM  will,  honls- 

Mic  bnrn  .-Mul  granary-l,i,„  arc  LiilRing  o'er- 
1  lie  srove  s  a  paradise  of  ^my,\„^  |,ir,|s_ 
Il.e  woo,lIan,l  l.rook  leap.  Ia«gl,i„,  by  ,l,c  ,I„or; 
1  ct  lonely,  lonely  still, 
Let  us  prosper  ,is  we  will, 
Otir  ol.l  hearts  seen,  so  empty  evervway- 
VVc  can  only  iI,roi,Kli  a  mi^t 
Sec  the  faces  we  have  kissefl 
I"  llie  orchard  wflere  tl,e  children  used  to  play. 

O  from  our  life's  full  measure 
And  rich  hoard  of  7vorldly  treasure 

"''•  "ft<-ii  turn  our -a-eary  eves  a,eay 
'hid  hand  in  hand  we  wander 
Down  the  old  path  windiiu,  yonder 

To  the  orchard  where  the  children  used  to  f^lay. 
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49 


ran 


THIS  Pan  is  but  an  iilli   Rrxl,  I  giir»s, 
Since  all  the  fair  niicNumnicr  of  my  dreams 

He  Initcrs  listlessly  by  woody  streams, 
Soaking  the  lusli  glooms  up  with  laziness ; 
Or  drowsing  wliil    the  maiden-winds  caress 

Him  prankislily,  and  powder  him  v.iili  gleams 

Of  sifted  sunshine.    And  he  ever  seems 
Drugged  with  a  joy  iinnttcrahle — unless 

His  low  pipes  whistle  hints  of  it  far  out 
A:rns5  the  ripples  to  tlie  dragon-fly 

That,  like  a  wind-born  blsssipui  blown  about, 
Drop>  (piiveringly  down,  as  though  to  die — 

Thi  n  lifts  and  wavers  on,  as  if  in  doubt     ' 

Whether  to  fan  his  wings  or  fly  without. 


Kissing  the  Rod 
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OHE.ART  of  mine,  we  shouldn't 
Worry  so! 
What  we've  missed  of  calm  wc  couldn't 

1  lave,  yon  know  ! 
What  we've  met  of  stormy  pain. 
And  of  sorrow's  driving  rain, 
We  can  better  meet  again, 
If  it  blow! 
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Wc  lirivp  trriil  in  il.at  <lark  li..iir 

Wc  li.nf  known, 
Wlu'ii  „nr  trars  Ml  willi  tlu-  slmwcr 

All' alone!— 
Were  not  shine  and  slin.low  Mi,,. 
As  llic  Rraeious  Master  meant'— 
Let  Hs  teni|K-r  onr  coTileiit 

Willi  His  own. 

Tor,  wc  know,  not  every  morrow 

Can  lie  sad; 
So,  foruellinK  all  the  sorrow 

We  liave  had, 
Let  lis  fold  aw.ny  onr  fears. 
And  pnt  hy  onr  fooli.sh  tears. 
And  ihrouKli  .-dl  the  eomiiiK  years 
Just  be  glad. 


The  Legend  Glorified 

"  T    ^)F.^:^f  that  God  is  not  disqnieted"— 

Tliis  in  a  mighty  poet's  rhymes  I  read ; 
And  blazoned  so  foi    .er  doth  nbidc 
Within  my  soul  the  legend  glorified. 


Though  awful  tempests  thunder  overhead. 
I  deem  that  God  is  not  di.quieted,— 
The  faith  that  trembles  somewhat  yet  is  sure 
Thrru.gh  storm  ..ml  darkness  of  a  way  seeure. 
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nir.ik  wiiilirs,  wliiii  111  ■  tiiiki'd  spirit  li.ar< 

Thr  l.iv.ik  of  luMiis.  iliroiiKh  MiiiKiiiK  hir.  i  ,.f  icars, 

I  'Kiiil  tliat  (mhI  Is  nr,i  <li.f|iiirl((l; 

AkmIiim  -ill  -iri's,.-,  am  r  doiliocl  aii,l  f,,!, 

Xay,  iviii  will)  llxi.l  cy.s  ami  lirnkii,  lu-.aili, 
My  f.rl  ilip  (l,,wn  iiiio  ih,.  ii,|i-s  ,,f  rlfaih, 
Ni>r  any  fri.iiil  I,,-  Kfi,  ii,,r  prayn-  In-  saiil, 

I    (KtIII    lliat    (;..(!    is    lint    ilisiplllll.l. 


.5-*  H'oil  for  llii' Moniiitfj 

AX/'Air  for  the  morninii:— It  will  romp,  iniKcl. 

•   As  siiri-ly  as  tlu-  nielli  liaili  niv.ii  luvd. 
'111.'  yraniiiiK  lyis,  al  last,  uill  strain  tin  ir  si^lit 
No  iiion-  iiiianswi'rul  liy  the  inornini;  liylii ; 
N'o  lori.L..T  will  tlii'y  vainly  strive,  tlirom.!,  t.ars, 
'i'o  pii-rc-r  iIr.  il.irkiKss  of  t|,y  donlits  anil  fv.ars, 
I'.nt.  Iiaili.  ,1  in  |,;,|,|,y  ,\^.^^  ,„„|  ,,|j,^  „f  ,\.^^y,,^ 
Will  sniiK-  uilli  lapluif  oVr  th,'  ilark-ii.-.s  ilrawn. 

Wait  for  the  niornin(f.  O  thou  smitten  chil.l, 
Scoriicsl,  s.-oiUKeil  anil  perscciilecl  and  reviled— 
Alhirsl  and  famisliins;,  "one  pilyinx  thee. 
Crowned  with  the  twisted  thorns  of  aKony— 
N'o  faintest  Kleam  of  snnlitrhl  through  the  dense 
Inrmity  of  gloom  to  lead  thee  thence.— 
Wait  for  the  morning:— Tf  will  come,  indeed, 
As  surely  as  the  night  hath  given  need. 
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J  Hells  JdlKjU-d 

I    '•"■'  '""■-'•fi'od  in  a  iicsl  >  f  (Iroani, 

\,„,  .J/'^''"""  «'"""^  '"""'  'l'-"l"-"s  Blo.,„,. 
\"'l    '"■ '^'■•"•»  an  lie  cascm.m  k,,k  |„„„  „!,,„, 

y^  "-"■  liKl-t  IhrouKl,  ,l,c  l.annicl  ro.,„, 
\\"'ro  ,   ij,.  low-coilcl  i„  ,irc.„ns. 

■'  '''■  ""'"    .-i"'!^  "n.c  oVr  ,„y  ,l„.,K-,lrow„c,|  fnco 
I  .     •''■^•y  flnml  that  p|,H  an.l  ll.nv, 

'  '^  ''■'■  my  tlin.,-,t  ,-„„|  ,|„.  ,|,r|,  r,,i  „„j 
'""H':.lia<lcof  ,„J.,|„sk-<Irown,..lf.-,ce 


Tllc■rc•s  a  silken  sirnnd  of  s,.,„,. 

Slipping,, Ml  ,,f  a  skein  .  :  ..„; 
'■'•■rily  ;,-,  a  ,-:,l|  mnvrMni.: 

I''n'iM  a  fairy  huv.\e,  ii  :  ,  „  .,;, 
Ill  a  silk-on  strand  of  soi   ,  1 


sound 


Tlic>-c's  il,c  tinkling  drip  of  a  r.u,     .  ,    ,. 

TlK-re-s  a  «nr«lin«  ,I„,o,  „„.,  ,  „|.„i„;|,;„, 
niowiMK  linl)I)Ies  of  tnne  afar 

O'er  the  misty  heights  of  the  hill,  of  ,„or„ 
io  the  drip  of  a  faint  guitar. 

And  I  dream  that  I  neither  sleep  nor  wake- 
Careless  am  r  if  I  wake  or  sleep, 

For  my  soul  (loats  out  on  the  waves  that  break 
In  crests  of  song  on  the  shoreless  deep 

Where  I  neither  sleep  nor  wafec. 
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5-/  .In  Old  Szi'cctlicart  of  Mine 

\   \  nUl  sweetheart  of  mine!— Is  this  her  presence  here 
■^   '     with  me, 

Or  hut  a  vain  creation  of  a  lover's  memory? 
A  fair,  ilhisive  vision  that  would  vanish  into  air 
Dari'l    I   even   touch   the   silence   with   the   whisper   of   a 
prayer? 

X.iy,  lot  me  then  helicve  in  all  the  blended  false  and  true— 
1  lie  semblance  of  the  old  love  and  the  substance  of  the 

new, — 
Till-  llicit  of  changeless  sunny  days— the  non'  of  shower  and 

shir.e^ 
ill!!  Love  forever  smiling— as  that  old  sweetheart  of  mine. 

1  iiis  over-restful  sense  of  Iwiiu;  though  shouts  ring  in  the 

nail.— 
The  easy-chair- the  old  bookshelves  and  prints  alont;  tlir 

wrdi ; 
The  rare  llabamu  in  their  box,  or  gaunt  churcluvarden- 

stem 
That  'iften  wags,  above  the  jar,  derisively  at  thcni. 

As  one  wim  cnns  at  evening  o"er  an  album,  all  alone, 
Aiirl  nnises  .in  the  faces  of  the  friends  that  he  has  known. 
So  I  turn  ilu-  leaves  of  l''ancy,  till,  in  shadowy  design. 
I  lind  Ihi-  smiling  features  of  an  old  sweetheart  of  mine. 

The  lnniplii;bt  seems  to  glinuner  with  a  flicker  of  surpri- 
As  I  turn  it  lo« — to  rest  me  of  the  dazzle  in  my  eyes, 
.■\nd  light  my  pipe  in  silence,  save  a  sigh  that  seems  to  y, 
Us  fate  with  my  tobacco  and  to  vanish  with  the  smoke. 
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•Tl.  .-,  fr„  rc,ro.pec„-on.-for  .he  lovin,  ,„on«l„.,  tha, 

'".o  l,c,-ns  nre  like  perf.,„.e  fro„,  ,he  ,,,o„o„,  of  ,|,e  I.-ar,  • 
Ami  ...  <lrenn,  ,ho  old  dren„,s  over  i,  a  ,.„„,,  ,,    ;  1'" ' 

ne    o,c,  s  of  my  children  and  the  mother  as  sh.  sings- 
■    no  .«.m,e  of  conscience  ,o  deny  me  anv  the    e       ' 
"  '"■"  ^  ■'-  '>-'  "St  her  anchor  in  the  harbor  of  a  dreain- 

'"  fact,  to  spcnk-  in  earnest.  I  helieve  it  ad.ls  a  charm 
;    s|-e  the, ood  a, rifle  with  a  little  dnst  of,,,. Z- 

•     Mmd  an  extra  flavor  in  Memory's  melW  win 
' ''":tr"''^''"-"'^  •''-'-- -that  old  .wJLart  of 


O  CJiihJhood-days  enchanted  !   O  ,he  ma.ic  of  the  S„ri„«  -^ 
U..ha,Uree„hoi,«,..oh,o. i  white,  and  : l^-rd. 

^2™;'>""-ir.totossand,„n,r,madelifeaJiihi,ee 

'""  :r;:.';;';:;,:" " '"'"'' "-"  --^^ '™-  ""^  "- 

To  smil.  hehind  my  .,esson."  at  that  oM  sweetheart  ol 
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A  face  of  lily-beauty,  with  a  form  <)f  airy  grace, 

Floats  nut  of  !Hy  tobacco  as  the  Ccnii  from  the  vase: 
Anil  I  thrill  beneath  the  glances  of  a  pair  of  azure  eyes 
As  glowing  as  the  Buniiiier  and  an  tender  as  the  skies. 

T  can  sec  the  ])ink  siinbonnct  and  the  little  checkeretl  dress 
She   wore   when   I'irst   I  kissed   her  and   she  answereil   the 

caress 
With  the  written  declaration  that,  "as  surely  as  the  vine 
Grew  'round   the   slump,"  she  loved  nie — that   old  sweet- 
heart of  mine. 


Aiv'iin  I  made  hi  •  presents,  in  a  really  helpless  way, — 
The  big  "Rhode  Island  Grceninn" — I  was  hungry,  too,  iliat 

day !- — 
Hut  I  follow  her  from  Spelling,  with  her  hand  behind  her- 

so — 
And  I  slip  the  apple  in  it — -ind  the  Teacher  doesn't  know  ' 

I    give    my    treasures   to    her — all, — my    pencil — blu''-aii  : 

red  ;— 
And,  if  little  girls  played  marbles,  miili'  should  all  be  Iw., 

instead! 
I'.ut  slic  gave  me  her  photofiraph,  and  printed  "I'.ver  Thin. 
Across  the  back — in  bine-anii-red — that  old  sweeilieart 

mine ! 

And  again  T  feel  the  pressure  of  her  slender  little  hand. 
.As  wo  used  to  talk  together  of  the  future  we  hail  platiiiei 
When  1  should  lie  ,i  poi'l,  and  with  n(. tiling  else  to  do 
But  write  the  tender  verses  that  she  set  the  nuisic  to   . 
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Wlicn  we  shnul,!  live  iohciIut  in  a  cozy  little  cot 

Hid  in  a  mst  of  roses,  with  a  fairy  i{ar<Jen-spot, 

Where  the  vines  were  ever  fruiteil,  and  the  weather  ever 

fine. 

And  the  hirds  were  ever  singing  for  that  old  sweetheart  of 
mine. 

When  I  shonld  he  her  lover  forever  and  a  day. 
And  she  my   faithfnl   sweetheart   till  the  golden   hair  was 
Ki-.-iy  ; 

And  we  sh.ndd  he  so  happy  that  when  cither's  lips  were 

dnmh 
They  would  not  smile  in  Heaven  til!  the  other's  kiss  had 

come. 

l!m,  ah  !  my  dream  is  hroken  hy  a  step  upon  the  stair, 
And  the  door  is  softly  opened,  and-my  wife  is  standing 

there : 
N'et  with  e.-wrness  anil  rapture  all  my  visions  I  resign,— 
'lo  greet  the  livimi  presence  of  that  old  sweetheart  of  mine. 


55  A  Lcavc-Takinq 

C  nr  will  not  smile; 
^  She  will  P'lt  stir: 
I  marvel  while 
I  look  on  her. 
The  lips  are  chilly 

Anil  will  not  spe^k; 
The  ghost  of  a  lily 
In  either  cheek. 
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Her  hair — ah  mf ! — 

Her  hair — her  hair! 
How  helplessly 

My  hands  go  there ! 
But  my  caresses 
Meet  not  liers, 

0  golden  tresses 

That  thread  my  tears ! 

I  kiss  the  eyes 

On  either  lid, 
Where  her  love  lies 

Forever  hi<l. 

1  cease  my  weeping 
And  smile  and  say : 

I  shall  be  sleeping 
Thus,  some  day ! 


5<5  KiiccUng  With  Ilcrr'ick 

T  \  KAR   Lord,  lo  Thee  my  knee  is  hent.- 

■*■  -^         fine  nif  conient  — 

1-idI  pli-.i^un  li  with  wh:it  comes  to  me, 

Whate'er  it  tie: 
\n  iiumble  ro-.f — a  imaal  board. 

And  sim|ile  hoard  ; 
The  wintry  fagCit  piled  beside 

The  chimney  wide. 
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While  ll.c  cmvrcathinR  flames  iip-sprout 

And  twine  about 
Tlic  l.rann  rl„Ks  ,i,.-,t  gnard  my  hearth 

And  hoiischnlfl  worth  : 
'I'iiige  with  llic  embers'  ruddy  rIow 

The  rafters  low; 
And  let  ihe  sparks  snap  with  delifiht, 

As  linsers  might 
That  mark  deft  measures  of  some  tunc 

'I  he  children  croon  : 
Then,  with  good  friends,  the  rarest  few 

Thou  holdest  true, 
Ranged  roun.l  about  th.  blaze,  to  share 

My  comfort  there, 

Give  me  to  claim  the  service  meet 

That  makes  each  seat 
A  place  of  honor,  and  each  guest 
Loved  as  the  rest. 


Babyhood 


P^MGH-nORabyhood!   Tell  n,e  where  you  linger! 

Let  s  toddle  ho„,e  again,  for  we  have  gone  astray: 
'^^c    IMS  eager  hand  of  mine  and  lead  me  by  the  ftnger 
I'ack  to  the  lotus-la.tds  of  the  far-away! 

Turn  back  the  leaves  of  life.-Don't  read  the  story- 
Lcl  s  l,nd  the  /./,■/,,n^^  an<l  fancy  all  the  re.t  • 

l\e  ea  ,  fdl  the  written  pages  will,  a  brighter  glory 
l'.n.   Old  Tinte,  the  story-teller,  at  his  very  best 
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Turn  to  the  lirnok  wlicrc  tlio  honeysuckle  lipping 
OVr  iis  vast'  of  pcrfiimo  spills  it  nn  the  hrcozc, 

And  llio  lice  and  lutmniinR-bird  in  ecstasy  are  sippinij 
From  the  fairy-llagons  of  the  bloominB  locust-trees. 

Turn  lo  the  lane — where  we  used  to  "Icelcr-toltcr," 
Printing  little  foot-palms  in  the  mellow  mold— 

LauRhinp;  at  the  lazy  cattle  wadiuR  in  the  water 
Where  the  ripples  dimple  round  the  Imttercupg  of  gold 

Where  the  dusky  turtle  lies  liasking  on  the  gravel 
Of  the  sunny  san<l-l>ar  in  the  miildlc  tide, 

And  the  ghostly  dragon-fly  pauses  in  his  travel 
To  rest  like  a  blossom  whcc  the  water-lily  ditd. 

Meigh-ho!    RabyhoodI   Tell  rr- where  you  linger! 

I.il's  todrllr  liiiinc  again,  for  we  have  gone  astray; 
Take  this  eager  liand  of  mine  and  lead  nie  by  the  linger 

back  lo  the  lotus-lands  of  the  far-away! 


5-? 


/;;  a  Po.\ 


1    SAW  them  last  night  in  a  box  at  the  plav^ 

•*■        Old  age  and  young  youth  side  by  side. — 

Vou  might  know  by  the  glasses  that  pointed  that  way 

That  they  were — a  groom  and  a  bride: 
And  ynu  mifhl  have  known,  too.  by  the  face  of  the  groom. 

And  the  tilt  of  bis  head,  and  the  grim 
I.ilile  smile  of  his  lip,  he  was  prord  to  presume 

That  we  merr  were  all  envying  him. 
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Well   she  vvns  M,perl,-an  Elaine  in  ll,.  fnrc- 

A  Graliva  m  fignrc  and  nnrn, 
With  the  ann  an.l  .he  wrist  nf  a  Parian  "flrace  " 

•And  the  high-lifted  hrow  of  a  qniTn- 
Hut  I  thonght.  in  the  splendor  of  wealth  and  of  pride 

And  her  beauty's  oslensil.le  pri.e 

'  ^Itonld  hardly  be  glad  if  she  sat  I,;  „,y  side 
With  that  far-away  look  in  her  eyes. 
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'priE  maple  strews  the  enihers  of  iis  l,,,„s 

Oer  the  laggard  swallows  nes.Icl  •„e,„h  Ih,-  eaves- 
.  m   the  n,oody  erieket  falters  in  his  crv -,!..,l,v  U.<     ' 
And  the    id  of  night  is  falling  o'er  the  ^Kv-l'.al.v  , ,.,,-- 
The  iKl  of  mght  is  falling  o'er  the  sky  I         '     '    ' 

The  rose  is  lying  pallid,  an.l  the  eiip 
"f  the  frosted  calia-lily  foMcd  np- 
And  the^hree^es  throngh  the  ganl^,  sol,  and    .i^h-Hahy. 

U'er  "le^sleeping  hloon,s  of  Snnnner  where  they  lie-P,al,y- 

0-er  (he  sleeping  Lloon.s  of  S„„,„,er  where  .hey  I|,! 

V.'t.  Hnhy-O  n.y  Raby.  for  yonr  .-ike 
'  '"^  lieart  of  mine  is  ever  wide  awake 

A"|l  ...y  love  n.ay  never  droop  a  dr.-wM-  evo-Habv  bve-- 
'■II  y.H.r  own  are  we,  above  me  when   I  die  -   Pab.l.'ve ''-^ 
T  til  your  own  are  wet  above  me  when  Id,,.  '    ' 
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<^n  To  My  Good  Master 

T  M  KAN'CV,  always,  at  tliy  ilcsk,  thrown  wiilc, 

-*■      Thy  most  bctroasiircd  books  ranncd  ncigliborly- 

Tlie  rarest  rliyiius  of  every  laii<l  ami  sea 
And  curious  tongue— tliinu  old  (ace  glorilied,— 
Thou  haltcst  thy  glib  quill,  and,  laughing-eyed, 

Givest  hale  welcome  even  unto  nic. 

Profaning  thus  thine  attic's  sanctii\, 
Briefly  to  visit,  yet  to  still  abide 
Enthralled  there  of  thy  sorcery  of  wit 

And  thy  songs'  most  exceeding  dear  conceits. 

O  lips,  cleft  to  the  ripe  core  of  all  sweets, 

With  puenis,  like  nectar,  issuing  tlierefrom, 

Thy  geiille  utterances  do  overcome 
My  listening  heart  and  all  the  love  of  it ! 


6l 


Dear  Hands 


'  I  'HE  touches  of  her  hands  arc  like  the  fall 
-*■         Of  vilvet  snowllakes;  like  the  touch  of  down 
The  peach  just  brushes  'gainst  the  garden  'vall ; 
The  flossy  fondlings  of  the  thistle-wisp 

Cauglit  in  tlie  crinkle  of  a  leaf  of  brown 
The  blighting  frost  bath  turned  from  green  to  crisp. 

Soft  as  llie  falling  of  the  dusk  at  night, 
Til?  touches  of  her  hands,  and  the  delight — 

The  touches  of  her  hands! 
The  touches  of  her  bands  arc  like  the  dew 
That  falls  so  softly  down  no  one  e'er  knew 
The  touch  thereof  sa\i    lovers  like  lo  one 
Astray  in  lights  where  ranged  Endymion. 


TFrr  LOCKFRBin  nooK- 

O  rarely  soft,  ,|,e  ,o,u|,e.,  „f  her  l.nn.ls 
■\s  'Irr.wsy  „„l„rs  i„  ..„,|,a,„,,,  |,„„, 

().  pulse  of  ,lyinKf„y:  or  fairy  siKl,,. 
r-,„  b.,^ee„  ,he  ,ni.l„u.I„  an.l  ,|,e  dawn. 
VV  l..n  Io„«  .,„r„,  and  .cars  an.l  fears  arc  I-one- 
Slccp,  .n,oo.h,ng  down  the  lids  of  weary  eyes 


^-  Three  Dead  Friends 

y^I.WAYS  suddenly  .l,ey  are  Rnne- 

I  I'e  friends  we  trusted  an,l  held  securo- 
MiUdenly  wc  are  gazing  on, 

N'^t  a  smilhy  face,  but  the  ,narl,le-pure 
"cad  mask  of  a  faee  that  nevermore 
1  "  a  snnle  of  ours  will  make  reply- 
I  he  lips  elose-locked  as  the  evelid,  are  - 
'-".-swift  as  the  Hash  of  the  molten  ore 

A  meteor  pours  thr„,h  a  midnight  skv 
'-.•■'vmg  it  Wind  of  a  single  star.        " 

■I.'l"s,0  Death,  Remorseless  Might! 
W  liat  is  this  old,  unescapahle  ire 

^.;"wreakonus?_fro„,thel,irth„flig|,t 

l''ll>c'Wnrldl.eeharredtoacoreof  flre> 
He  do  no  evil  thing  to  you— 

We  seek  to  evade  you-that  is  all- 

That  is  your  will-you  will  not  be  known 

Of  ">en.    What,  then,  would  you  have  us  do>_ 

Crmge,  and  wait  till  your  vengeance  fall 

And  your  graves  be  fed,  and  the  trumpet  blown? 
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You  (Icsiro  no  friends;  bill  ui — ()  wc 

Niiil  llieiii  so,  as  v/v  falur  hero, 
l'nnil)liiiK  tliniimli  each  new  vacancy. 

As  each  i.<  stricken  ihat  we  hold  dear. 
One  you  tlrurk  but  a  year  ago; 

And  one  not  a  month  ago ;  and  one — 
(Ciod's  vast  pity!)— and  one  Hcs  now 
Where  the  widow  wails,  in  her  nameless  woe. 

And  the  suldiers  pace,  with  the  sword  and  Riin, 
Where  ihc  coniiado  sleeps,  with  the  lannled  hrow. 

Ami  what  did  the  first '—that  wayward  soul, 

Clollieil  of  sorrow,  yet  nude  of  sin. 
And  with  all  luarts  liowcd  in  the  slraiiKe  ccmtrol 

Of  the  heavenly  voice  of  hie  violin. 
Why,  it  was  music  the  way  he  sluod. 

So  grand  was  the  poise  of  the  head  and  so 
Full  was  the  fmure  of  majenly!— 
One  heard  with  the  eyes,  as  it  deaf  nm"  would. 

Ami  with  all  sense  brimmud  to  the  ovcrllow 
With  tears  of  aiiRuish  and  ecstasy. 


And  what  did  the  Kirl,  with  the  srcRt  warm  linht 

Of  genius  sunning  her  eyes  of  bUie, 
With  her  heart  so  pure,  and  her  soul  so  white — 

What,  O  Death,  did  s!ie  do  to  you  ? 
Through  field  and  wood  as  a  chihl  she  strayed, 
.•\s  Nature,  the  dear  sweet  mother,  led ; 
While  from  her  canvas,  mirrored  back, 
Glimmered  the  stream  through  the  cvergln'le 
Where  ihc  grape-vine  trailed  from  the  trees  to  wil 
Its  likeness  of  cmeraU.  blu«,  Rn4  black. 
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And  what  rli.l  ho.  who,  the  last  of  these 

I'acfil  yoii,  with  never  a  fear,  O  Death? 
I)i<l  you  hate  him  that  he  lovc.l  the  hrtrie. 

And  the  iiinrninR  dcw%  and  the  rose's  hreath? 
I 'ill  yon  hate  him  that  he  answered  not 

Vc.nr  hate  attain— Imt  tnrned,  instead. 
His  only  hate  on  his  country's  wrongs? 
Well— yon  possess  him,  dead !— hut  what 

Of  the  Rood  he  wroHRht?— With  laureled  head 
He  hides  with  us  in  his  deeds  and  sours. 

Laureled,  first,  that  he  hravely  fouRht, 

And  fr.r«ed  a  way  to  our  flaRs  release; 
Laureled,  next,  for  the  harp  he  tauRht 

To  waWe  Rlad  sohrs  in  the  days  of  peace— 
Sours  of  the  woodland  harms  he  held 

As  close  in  his  love  as  they  held  their  bloom 
In  their  inmost  bosoms  of  leaf  .and  vine— 
Sours  that  echoed  and  pulsed  and  welled 

ThrouRli  the  town's  pent  streets. and  the  sickehild's  room. 
Pure  as  a  shower  in  soft  sunshine. 

Claim  them.  Death;  yet  their  fame  endures. 

What  friend  next  will  you  rend  from  Ui 
In  that  cold,  pitiless  way  of  yours. 

And  leave  us  a  grief  more  dolorous? 
Speak  to  us  I— tell  us,  O  Dreadful  Power!— 

Are  we  to  have  not  a  lone  friend  left?— 
Since,  frozen,  sodden,  or  green  the  sod, 
In  every  second  of  every  hour, 

Sdini?  Olio,  Death,  you  have  thus  bereft. 
Half  Inaudibly  shrieks  to  God. 
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<^3  III  the  South 

T"*IIERE  is  a  princess  in  tlic  South 
••■    About  whose  beauty  rumors  hum 
Like  honey-beer,  about  the  mouth 
Of  roses  oewdrops  falter  from; 
And  O  her  hair  is  like  the  fine 
Clear  amber  of  a  jostled  wine 
In  tropic  revels ;  and  her  eyes 
Are  blue  as  rifts  of  Paradise. 

Such  beauty  as  may  none  before 
Kneel  daringly,  to  kiss  the  tips 
Of  fingers  such  as  knights  of  yore 
Had  died  to  lift  against  their  lips: 
Such  eyes  as  might  the  eyes  of  gold 
Of  all  the  stars  of  night  behold 
With  glittering  envy,  and  so  glare 
In  dazzling  splendor  of  despair. 

So,  were  I  but  a  minstrel,  deft 

At  weaving,  with  the  trembling  strings 
Of  my  glad  harp,  the  warp  and  weft 
Of  rondels  such  as  rapture  sings,— 
I'd  loop  my  lyre  across  my  breast, 
Nor  stay  me  till  my  knee  found  rest 
In  midnight  banks  of  bud  and  flower 
Beneath  my  lady's  lattice-bower. 

And  there,  drenched  with  the  teary  dews, 
I'd  woo  her  with  such  wondrous  art 

As  well  might  stanch  the  songs  that  ooze 

Out  of  the  mock-bird's  breaking  heart  • 
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^"  'ifc'hl,  so  tender,  and  sn  Mvcct 
Sl.ouM  be  the  words  1  „„„ld  ropc.t 
lor  ca.cmcnt,  on  n,y  sra.lnal  sig!„  ' 
\V  ould  blossom  as  a  lily  might. 

'^^  The  Lost  Path 

j\1.0SE  tI,oy  walkcd-thcir  finders  knit  together 

■:\"'l^«-'^-"nK  listlessly  as  might  a  swing 
^\-re,„  Dan  Cpid  dangled  in  the  weather 
Of  some  sun-flooded  afternoon  of  Spring. 

Within  the  clover-fields  the  tickled  cricket 
Lattghed  bghtly  as  they  loitered  down  the  lane 

Am   from  the  covert  of  the  hazel-thicket 
Tie  sqtnrrel  peeped  and  laughed  at  them  again. 

The  bumblebee  that  tipped  the  lily-yases 
Alo,,g  the  roadside  in  the  shadows  dim. 

Uent  followmg  the  blossoms  of  their  faces 
As  tl,o>  their  sweets  must  needs  be  shared  with  him. 

'■•^;<woe,,  the  pasture  bars  the  wondering  cattle 
Stared  w,st f„Il3,  and  fro.n  their  ntellow  bells 

•  ''-.k  out  a  welcotning  whose  dreamy  rattle 
i-ell  swooningly  away  i„  faint  farewells. 

Ami  Iho- at  last  the  gloom  of  night  fell  o'er  them 
• 'ml  foled  all  the  landscape  from  their  eyes 

They  only  knew  the  dusky  path  before  then, 
Was  leading  safely  on  to  Paradise. 
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d5  In  Bohemia 

TT  A!  MV  1)1£AR!   I'm  I.,uk  n«.iin- 
■•■  -*■    Venilcir  of  lioluiiii.'i's  wares! 
Lortly !     How  it  pants  a  iiKui 
Climbing  up  those  awful  stairs! 
Well,  I've  made  tlie  dealer  say 
Your  sketch  titiglil  sell,  anyway  ! 
And  I've  made  a  publisher 
Hear  my  poem,  Kate,  my  dear ! 

In  Bohemia,  Kate,  my  dear — 

Lodgers  in  a  musty  flat 
On  the  top  floor — living  here 
Neighborless,  and  used  to  that,— 
Like  a  nest  beneath  the  eaves. 
So  our  little  home  receives 
Only  guests  of  chirping  cheer, 
We'll  be  happy,  Kate,  my  dear ! 

Under  your  north-light  there,  you 

At  your  easel,  wHh  a  stain 
On  your  nose  of  Prussian  blue. 
Paint  your  bits  of  shine  and  rain; 
With  my  feet  thrown  up  at  will 
At  my  littered  window-sill, 
I  write  rhymes  that  ring  as  clear 
As  your  laughter,  Kate,  my  dear ! 

Puff  my  pipe,  and  stroke  my  hair — 
Bite  my  pencil-tip  and  gaze 

At  you,  mutely  mooning  there 
O'er  your  "Aprils"  and  your  "Mays !"- 
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I^qiial  inspiration  in 

DinipK.s  of  your  clKrk  ami  chin 

And  ilic  Kolilcn  alinosphcrc 

"f  your  painliuKS,  Kale,  my  dear! 

Trying!   Yes,  at  times  it  is,— 

lo  (link  happy  rliymos,  ami  fling 
On  ti.e  canvas  scenes  of  l)!iss, 
^"•'I'.'n  we  are  half  famishing!— 

When  your  "jeisey"  rips  in  spots, 
And  your  hat's  "forget-me-nots- 
Have  grown  tousled,  old  and  sere- 
It  "•  trying,  Kate,  my  dear! 

rSut— as  sure— ,9o„,,.  picture  sells, 
And— s.jnielinies— the  poetry.— 
Bless  us!     How  the  parrot  yells 
His  acclaims  at  you  and  me! 
How  we  revel  then  in  scenes 
Of  high  bannneting  !— sardines- 
Salads— olives— and  a  sheer 
Pint  of  sherr.v,  Kate,  my  dear ! 

Even  now  I  cross  jonr  palm 

Willi  this  great  round  world  of  gold'— 
"Talking  wild?"    Perh.ips  I  am— 
Then.  Ihis  little  five-year-old!— 
Call  it  anything  you  will. 
So  it  lifts  your  face  until 
I  may  kiss  away  that  tear 
Ere  it  drowns  me,  Kate,  my  dear! 
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<5'J  ./  H'oni-Ont  Pencil 

"VyKLLADAY! 
*  *    Here  I  lay 

Vuu  at  rest— all  worn  away, 
O  my  pencil,  to  the  tip 
Of  our  olj  coiiipaiiii)iisliip! 

Memory 

Siglis  to  see 

What  you  arc,  and  nscd  to  he. 
Looking  backward  to  the  time 
When  you  wrote  your  earliest  rliyr 

When  I  sat 

Filing  at 

Yuur  first  point,  and  dreaming  that* 

Vour  initial  song  should  be 

Worthy  of  posterity. 

With  regret 

I  forget 

If  the  song  be  living  yet. 

Yet  remember,  vaguely  now. 

It  was  honest,  anyhow. 

You  have  brought 

Me  a  thought — 

Truer  yet  was  never  taught.— 
That  the  silent  song  is  best, 
And  the  unsung  worthiest. 
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So  if  f, 

When  I  ,lic, 

Way  ns  iincnmplai„i„giy 

I^r„p  aside  as  now  yo„  ,I„, 
"  nte  of  „,e,  as  lof  you:- 

Here  lies  one 
Wlio  IjcRun 

-ifi^^a-sinKinK,  lu-nnlof  none- 
■\iHl  lie  died,  salis/led 

\Vi>l.  I,is  dead  songs  by  hi.  side. 


('7  ^^''^^'^-c  Shall  ]Vc  Land? 

">i'l<cicslu,nu'e  l„„d  you   surd-     V    ■  , 

^'•I-  listlessly  we  float 
Out  seaward  in  the  boat 
I  hat  bcarelh  Love. 
Our  sails  of  purest  snow 
Bend  to  the  blue  below 
And  to  the  blue  above. 
Where  shall  we  land? 

W'e  drift  upon  a  tide 
Shoreless  on  every  side, 
Save  where  the  eye 
Of  Fancy  sweeps  far  lands 
Sl.elvcd  slopingly  with  sands 
Of  sold  and  porphyry. 
W'hcre  shall  we  land' 
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The  fairy  isles  we  see, 
Loom  up  so  mistily — 

So  v.igucly  fnlr, 
\Vc  do  not  care  to  break 
I'resh  bubbles  In  our  wake 

To  bend  our  eourse  fur  ilurc. 
Where  shall  we  land? 

The  warm  winds  of  the  deep 
Have  lulled  our  sails  to  sleep. 

And  so  we  glide 
Careless  of  wave  or  wind, 
Or  change  of  any  kind, 

Or  turn  of  any  tide. 

Where  shall  we  land  ? 

We  droop  our  dreamy  eyes 
Where  our  retlcetion  lies 

Steeped  in  the  sea. 
And,  in  an  endless  lit 
Of  languor,  smile  on  it 

And  its  sweet  mimicry. 
Where  shall  we  land? 


"Where  shall  we  land?"  God's  grace! 
I  know  not  any  place 

So  fair  as  this — 
Swung  here  between  the  blue 
Of  sea  and  sky,  with  you 

To  ask  me,  with  a  kiss, 

"Where  shall  we  land?" 
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Tlic  Rain 


'^^IIKrni'n.'tlic  nii,,- ,he  rain> 

.    I.  «uslKd  fr„m  ,l,c  skies  and  s,rcan,cd 

'-■0  awful, ears  ;.-.„,l„,e  sick  n,an,lK,„s,. 

'low  piiifiil  it  seemed! 
And  l,e  turned  liis  face  away 

And  stared  at  the  wall  asaiii 

I'-J-pesni^I-.lead  and  InshJart  worn  out. 
O  the  ram!  tile  rain  .'the  rain! 


The  rain!  the  rain!  Ihc  rain' 

And  the  broad  stream  brimmed  (he  shores; 
And  ever  the  river  crept  over  the  reeds 

And  the  roots  of  the  sycamores- 
A  corpse  swirled  by  in  a  drift 

Where  the  boat  had  snapt  its  chain- 
And  a  hoarse-voiced  n.other  shrieked  and  raved 

O  the  rain!  the  rain!  the  rain! 


Ill 

The  rain !  the  rain !  the  rain  !- 
Pouring,  with  nc^cr  a  pause 

Oyer  the  fields  and  tlie  green  byways- 
low  beautiful  it  was! 

And  the  new-ma<le  man  and  wife 

Stood  at  the  windnw-panc 
Like  two  glad  children  Iccpt  from  .school.. 

O  the  ram!  the  rain!  the  rain! 
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6p  The  Drum 

OTHF  drum! 
There  is  some 

Intonation  in  thy  grnm 
Monotony  of  utterance  that  stril<es  the  spirit  i'Mi"b, 
As  wc  hear, 

Througli  the  clear 

And  unclouded  atmosphere, 
Thy  palpitating  syllables  roll  in  upon  the  ear! 

There's  a  part 

Of  tlie  art 

Of  thy  inusic-thrnhliinR  hea-t 
That  tin-'. Is  a  something  in  us  that  awalcens  with  a  start, 
And  in  rhyme 

With  the  chime 

And  exactitude  nf  time. 
Goes  marching  on  lO  glory  to  thy  melo  !y  'ublime. 

And  the  guest 

Of  the  breast 

Tliat  thy  rolling  robs  of  rest 
Is  a  patriotic  spirit  as  a  Continental  dressed; 
And  he  looms 

From  the  glooms 

Of  a  century  of  tombs, 
And  the   blood  he   spilled  at   Lexington  in   living  beamy 
blooms. 

And  his  eyes 

Wear  the  guise 

Of  a  purpose  pure  and  wise, 
As  the  love  of  them  is  lifted  to  a  something  in  the  skies 
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That  is  IiriKlit 

Kill  and  wliitt", 

Willi  a  liliir  of  starrj'  liijlii, 
As  it  laiiKlis  ill  silken  ripplis  to  the  briivcs  day  and  niylu. 

'I'liiTc  are  deep 

Hi.  dies  creep 

O'er  the  pulses  as  thoy  lenp. 
As  thy  tnniiilt,   fainter  growing,  on  the  silenec  falls  asleep, 
U'liile  the  prayer 

Ki'^iiiK  there 

Wills  the  sea  and  earth  and  air 
As  a  lieiitaKe  to  Treedoin's  sons  and  danyhters  everywhere. 

Then,  with  snnnd 

As  profonnd 

.\s  tile  thiinderinpfs  resound, 
Come  thy  wild  leverherations  in  a  ihroe  that  shakes  the 

fjronnd, 
.\nd  a  cry 

I'hing  on  hiidi, 

Like  the  flap:  it  fjntters  hy. 
Wings  raptnrously  upward  till  it  iieslks  in  the  sky. 

0  the  drum ! 

There  is  some 

Inli.nition  in  thy  gruni 
Monntony  of  utteranet   that  strikes  the  spirit  di-mb, 
As  we  hear. 

Through  the  clear 

And  unclouded  atmosphere, 
Tliy  palpitating  syllables  roll  in  upon  the  car ! 
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•^0  Has  She  I'onjotU-ii.' 

1 

HAS  slic  forunllcii?    On  lliis  very  M.iy 
Wf  wiTo  to  imt'l  lien-,  willi  llic  Mnls  ami  lui" 
As  nil  lliat  Sabliatli,  uiuUinL-aili  llic  irtis 
\Vc  slraycil  anions  tlic  ti>iiilis,  ami  slriiip..!  away 
Tlic  villus  frciiii  these  ulil  yraiiitc,  coK!  ami  Kray — 
And  yet,  iiuUeil,  nut  grim  enmiyli  were  lliey 
To  stay  our  kisses,  smiles,  ami  eestasies, 
Or  closer  voice-lost  vows  and  rliapsodies. 
JIas  she  forgotten— that  the  May  has  won 
Its  promise? — that  the  bird-songs  froin  tlw  tree 
Are  sprayed  above  tllc  grasses  as  llie  vmi 
Mi).'ht  jar  the  dazzling  dew  down  ^lluwerill^dy? 
Has  she  forgotten  life— lovi — <'very  nni   - 
lias  she  forgotten  me— forgilleii  me? 


Low,  low  down  in  the  violets  I  press 
My  lips  anil  whisper  to  iter.  Does  she  liear, 
And  yet  hold  silence,  tliongh  1  call  her  di  ar. 
Just  as  of  old,  save  for  the  tearfulness 
Of  the  clenched  eyes,  and  the  soul's  vast  distress? 
Has  she  forgotten  lints  the  i>lil  caress 
That  made  our  breath  a  tiuickeiied  atiii.i^phere 
That  failed  nigh  unto  swooninir  with  the  sheer 
Delight?    Mine  arms  clutch  now  this  earthen  heap 
Sodden  with  tears  that  flow  on  reasch  ssly 
As  autumn  rains  the  long,  long,  long  nights  weep 
Tn  memory  of  da  s  that  used  to  be, — 
Has  she  forgotten  these?    And,  in  her  sleep, 
Has  she  forgotten  me — forgotten  me? 
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III 


?^"  "'«'"•  ■''«'""^'">VPilN.w.„i,I,s|„„,,,, 
' ''•"  ^'i>'  li.-.s  rise.,,  fr,„„  1,,,  r.v.ri., 

'f  ''■'""  "''■  *=-'^-^'  ''^■■-  'Mm-  lips  .-M,,!  s,„„ 
Of  IHT  «l.-„l  „,„„„,,  f„„  ,,,i„,,,  ,,„,  ,^.„,,^,^,^, 

:;,"'■"  ",'""■ '■""•f'"«^'f"l  if  is  ,!„„o         " 

:''-'';''''.'""™f"'-'-uvn-li,,K.wfu.„.ai,'„o 

''>  il;iy  IS  ciiir.-,!"    .  \,,    ,,  , 

SI,..  I,-     f  ■     •     ■     -^11,  Hravcii!  can    t  he 


7/ 


Monn-Dro~n<iii'<{ 


\\>m.,p:,lc  as  ,1,0  lovers  that  .ver  swear  In.;, 

l'iirple.amlR„I,|a„,liv„ry! 

The  half-awake  „i«h,insal..'s  .Iream  in  ,hc  yews- 
Can,e  ,,p    „,  ,He  water.  an,I  down  fron,  the  wonder 
Of  shadowy  foliage,  drowsed  wi,h  .he  dewsl 
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I'nstcady  ilu-  firefly's  taper— unsteady 
TI,o  pi.iso  of  the  stars,  ami  tlicir  liglit  ill  llie  tide, 

As  it  striiggUd  and  writhed  in  caress  of  the  eddy, 
As  love  in  the  billowy  breast  of  a  bride. 

'Ihe  far-away  lilt  of  the  waltz  rippled  to  us, 

\n(l  through  us  the  exquisite  thrill  of  the  air: 
Like  the  scent  of  bruised  bloo.n  was  her  breath,  and  its  dew 
was 
Not  hoiievcr  sweet  than  her  warm  '.isscs  were. 
We  stood  there  enchante.l.-And  O  the  <lelight  of 

Tlie  sight  of  the  stars  and  the  moon  and  the  sea, 
And  the  innnite  skies  of  that  opulent  night  of 
Purple  and  gold  and  ivory ! 


•J 2  At  Noon— Ami  iliduir/ht 

FAR  in  the  night,  and  yet  no  rest  for  him !    The  pillow 
iieNt  his  own 
The  wife's  sweet  face  in  slumber  pressed-yet  he  awake  - 

alone !  alouc ! 
In  vain  he  courted  sleep  ;-one  thought  would  ever  in  h.s 

heart  arise, — 
The  harsh  words  that  at  noon  had  brought  the  teardrops 
to  her  eyes. 

Slowly  on  lifted  arm  he  raised  and  listened.    All  was  still 

as  death; 
He  touched  her  forehead  as  he  gazed,  and  listened   yet, 

with  bated  breath : 
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Still  silently,  as  though  he  prayed,  his  lips  moved  lightly  as 
she  slept — 

For  God  was  with  him,  and  he  laid  his  face  with  hers  and 
wept. 


IFhcn  My  Dreams  Come  True 


■U^' "•-'>'  "".V  dreams  come  true-when  my  dreams  come 
*  *  true— 

Shall  I  lean  from  out  my  casement,  in  the  starlight  an<l  the 
(lew, 

To  listen-smile  and  listen  to  the  tinkle  of  the  strings 
Of  the  sweet  guitar  my.lover's  lingers  fon.lle,  as  he  sings? 
An.l  MS  the  nude  moon  slowly,  slowly  shoulders  int.,  view 
Shall   1   vanish   from   his  vision-when   my  dreams   con.c 
true? 

When  my  dreams  come  true-shall  the  simple  gown  I  wear 
He  changed  to  softest  satin,  and  my  maiden-braided  hair 
Be  raveled  into  flossy  mists  of  rarest,  fairest  gold, 
To  be  minted  into  kisses,  more  than  any  heart  can  hoUP- 
Or  "the  summer  of  my  tresses"  shall  my  lover  liken  to 
"Ihe  fervor  of  his  passion"-when  my  dreams  come  true? 


Wheti  my  dreams  come  truc-I  shall  bide  among  the 

sh-^aves 
Of  happy  harvest  meadows;  and  the  grasses  and  the  leaves 
Shall  lift  and  lean  between  me  and  the  splendor  of  the  sun 
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Till  the  noon  swoons  into  twilight,  and  the  gkaners'  work 

is  done^ 
Save  that  yet  an  arm  shall  hind  me,  even  as  the  reapers  do 
The  meanest  sheaf  of  harvest-when  n.y  dreams  come  true. 

When  mv  dreams  come  true!  when  my  dreams  come  true! 
True  love,  in  all  simplicity,  is  fresh  and  pure  as  dew  ;- 
The  blossom  in  the  blackest  mold  is  kindlier  to  tue  eye 
Than  any  lily  horn  of  pride  that  looms  against  the  sky : 
And  so  it  is  I  know  my  heart  will  gladly  welcome  you. 
My  lowliest  of  lovers,  when  my  dreams  come  true. 


75 


74 


The  Bat 


1'  HOU  dread,  uncanny  thing. 
With  fuzzy  breast  and  leathern  wing, 
In  mad,  zigzagging  flight, 
Notching  the  dusk,  and  bufTeting 
The  black  cheeks  of  the  night, 
With  grim  delight  1 


What  witch's  hand  unhasps 
Thy  keen  claw-cornered  wings 
From  under  the  barn  roof,  and  flings 
Thee  forth,  with  chattering  gasps, 

To  scud  the  air, 
And  nip  the  ladybug,  and  tear 
Her  children's  hearts  out  unaware? 
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The  glow-worms  glimmer,  and  the  bright, 
Sad  pulsings  of  the  firefly's  light, 

Are  banqiut-liglits  to  thee. 
O  less  than  bird,  and  worse  than  beast. 
Thou  Devil's  self,  or  brat,  at  least. 

Grate  not  thy  teeth  at  me ! 


75  In  the  Dark 

r\  IN  the  depths  of  midnight 

What  faneies  haunt  the  brain ! 
When  even  the  sigh  of  the  sleeper 
Sounds  like  a  sob  of  pain. 

A  sense  of  awe  and  of  wonder 

I  may  never  well  define,— 
For  the  thoughts  that  come  in  the  shadows 

Never  come  in  the  shine. 


The  old  clock  down  in  the  parlor 
Like  a  sleepless  mourner  grieves, 

And  the  seconds  drip  in  the  silence 
As  the  rain  drips  from  the  eaves. 

And  I  think  of  the  hands  that  signal 
The  hours  there  in  the  gloom. 

And  wonder  what  angel  watchers 
Wait  in  the  darkened  room. 
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And  I  think  of  the  smiling  faces 
That  used  to  watch  and  wait, 

Till  the  click  of  the  clock  was  answered 
By  the  click  of  the  ope  ling  gate.— 

They  are  not  there  now  in  the  evening- 
Morning  or  noon — not  there; 

Yet  I  knovf  that  they  keep  their  vigil. 
And  wait  for  me  Somewhere. 


7(J  At  Broad  Ripple 

AH,  LUXURY!    Bcynnd  the  hoat 
And  dust  of  town,  with  danplinR  for 
Astride  the  rock  below  the  dam, 
In  the  cool  shadows  where  the  calm 
Rests  oil  the  stream  again,  and  all 
Is  silent  save  the  waterfall,— 
I  bait  my  hook  and  cast  my  line, 
And  feel  the  best  of  life  is  mine. 

No  high  ambition  may  I  claim— 
I  angle  not  for  lordly  game 
Of  trout,  or  bass,  or  wary  bream— 
A  black  perch  reaches  the  extreme 
Of  my  desires;  and  "goggle-eyes" 
Are  not  a  thing  that  I  despise ; 
A  sunfish,  or  a  "chub."  or  "cat"— 
A  "silverside" — yea,  even  that! 
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In  eloquent  tranquillity 
The  waters  lisp  and  talk  to  me 
Sometimes,  far  out.  the  surface  breaks 
As  some  proud  bass  an  instant  shakes 
Ills  glittering  armor  in  the  sun, 
And  rompi.iK  ripples,  one  by  one. 
Come  dallying  across  the  space  ' 
Where  undulates  niy  smiling  face. 

The  river's  story  flowing  by. 
Forever  sweet  to  ear  and  eye. 
Forever  tenderly  begun— 
I'orevcr  new  and  never  done. 
Thus  lulled  and  sheltered  in  a  shade 
Where  never  feverish  cares  invade 
I  bait  my  hook  and  cast  my  line 
And  feel  the  best  of  life  is  mine 
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77 


The  Days  Gone  By 


OTIIE  days  gone  by!   O  the  days  gone  by! 
The  apples  in  the  orchard,  and  the  pathway  tlirough 
the  rye ; 
The  chirrnp  of  the  robin,  and  the  whistle  of  the  quail 
As  he  piped  across  the  meadows  sweet  as  any  niKhtingale; 
Wh.;n  the  Ijloom  was  on  the  clover,  and  the  blue  was  in  i1k 

sky, 
And  my  happy  heart  brimmed  over,  in  the  days  gone  by. 

In  the  days  gone  by,  when  my  naked  feet  were  tripped 
By  the  honeysuckle  tangles  where  the  water-lilies  dipped, 
And  the   ripples  of  the   river  lipped  the  moss   along  the 

brink 

Where  the  placid-eyed  and  lazy-footed  cattle  came  to  drink, 
And  the  tilting  snipe  stood  fearless  of  the  truant's  way 

ward  cry 
And  the  splashing  of  the  swimmer,  in  the  days  gone  by. 

O  the  days  gone  by !    O  the  days  gone  by ! 
The  music  of  the  laughing  lip,  the  lustre  of  the  eye ; 
The  childish  faith  in  fairies,  and  Aladdin's  magic  riiig- 
The  simple,  soul-reposing,  glad  belief  in  everything,— 
When  life  was  like  a  story  holding  neither  sob  nor  sigh, 
In  the  golden  olden  glory  of  the  days  gone  by. 
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/'^  Jack-tn-riic-Box 

ICraiidfallicr,  musing] 

jNcIiildi.h  dnjs!    O  memory, 

'^■""''■■fngsnc-'   oiirionsllm^sfomel- 
LaiiRlKs  to  the  Iip-(cnr.s  to  (he  eye 
In  lookitiK  on  llie  Rift.,  ,l,nt  lie 
Like  broken  pl,iyl!,;„g,,  scattered  o'er 
ini.T'inntion's  nursery  floor ' 
nid  (hose  oW  hands  onco  diek  the  key 
That  let  "Jack's"  box-lid  upward  fly, 
And  that  blear.eye,I,  fur-whiskered  elf 
I-eap,  as  though  frightene,!  at  hi„,sclf 
And  quiveringly  Jean  and  stare 
At  me,  his  jailer,  laughing  there? 

A  child  then!    Now- I  only  know 
llicy  call  me  very  old;  and  so 
They  will  not  let  me  have  my  way- 
But  uselessly  I  sit  all  day 
Here  by  the  chimney-jamb,  and  poke 
flic  lazy  r,re,  and  smoke  and  smoke 
And  watcl,  .he  wreati.s  swoop  up  the  flue 
And  chuckle-ay,  I  often  do- 
Seeing  again,  all  vividly, 
Jack-in-the-box  leap,  as  in  glee 
To  see  how  much  ho  looks  like  me ! 

•    •    •    They  talk.    T  can't  hear  what  they  say- 
But  I  am  Kind,  clean  through  and  through 
S'ometm.es,  in  fancying  that  they 

A  ■..saying.  "Sweet,  that  fancy  strays 
In  age  back  to  our  childish  days  I" 
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/p  The  Funny  Little  Fi'llo:^' 

'•"pWAS  a  Funny  Little  Kellow 

•*■      Of  the  very  purest  type, 
For  he  hail  a  heart  as  mellow 

As  an  apple  overripe; 
And  the  brightest  little  twinkle 

When  a  funny  thing  occurred. 
And  the  lightest  little  tinkle 

Of  a  laugh  you  ever  heard! 

His  smile  was  like  the  glitter 

Of  the  sun  in  tropic  lands, 
And  his  talk  a  sweeter  twitter 

Than  the  swallow  understands; 
Hear  him  sing — and  tell  a  story — 

Snap  a  joke — ignite  a  pun, — 
'Twas  a  capture — rapture — glory, 

And  explosion — all  in  one ! 

Though  he  hadn't  any  money — 

That  condiment  which  tends 
To  make  a  fellow  "honey" 

For  the  palate  of  his  friends; — 
Sweet  simples  he  compounded — 

Sovereign  antidotes  for  sin 
Or  taint, — a  faith  unbounded 

That  his  friends  were  genuine. 

He  wasn't  honored,  maybe — 

I'^or  his  songs  of  praise  were  slim,- 

Yet  I  never  knew  a  baby 

That  wouldn't  crow  for  him ; 
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I  luvi-r  knew  a  mother 

But  urRcl  a  kindly  claim 

Upon  him  as  a  brother, 

At  the  mention  of  his  name. 

The  sick  have  ceased  their  siphinir, 

And  have  even  foimd  the  grace 
Of  a  smile  when  they  were  dying 

As  they  looked  upon  his  face; 
And  I've  seen  his  eyes  of  laughter 

Melt  in  tc,  rs  that  only  ran 
As  though,  swift-dancing  after. 

Came  the  Funny  Little  Man. 

He  laughed  away  the  sorrow 

And  he  laughed  away  the  gloom 
We  are  all  so  prone  to  borrow 

From  th..  darkness  of  the  tomb; 
And  he  laughed  across  the  ocean 

Of  a  happy  life,  and  passed. 
With  a  laugh  of  glad  emotion. 

Into  Paradise  at  last. 

And  I  think  the  Angels  knew  liini. 

And  had  gathered  to  await 
His  coming,  and  run  to  him 

Through  the  widely  opened  Gate, 
With  their  faces  gleaming  sunny 

For  his  laughter-loving  sake, 
And  thinking,  "What  a  funny 

Little  Angel  he  will  make !" 


97 


8o 


THE  LOCKERBIE   KOOK 
Uncle  Sidney's  I'im'S 


IllOI-D  that  the  true  age  of  wisdnm  is  when 
We  arc  hoys  anil  (!'>■''.  ""''  ""'  women  and  mcn,- 
Whcn  as  erechiloiis  children  we  knn^i-  things  hecaiisc 
We  fci/ii'tv  thcin— however  averse  to  the  lawi. 
It  is  fiiilli,  then,  not  science  and  reason.  I  say, 
'I'liat  is  Rcnuine  wisdom.— And  wonld  that  to-day 
We,  as  then,  were  as  wise  and  ineffahly  hlest 
As  to  live,  love  and  die,  and  trust  God  for  the  rest! 

So  I  simply  <leny  the  old  notion,  yon  know, 
That  the  wiser  we  Ret  as  the  older  we  grow!— 
For  111  youlh  all  wc  know  we  arc  ccrlain  oi.—Nozv 
The  Rrealer  our  knowledge,  the  more  we  allow 
For  sceptical  margin.— And  hence  I  regret 
That  the  world  isn't  flat,  .ind  the  snn  doesn't  set, 
And  we  may  not  go  crcepi.  •  np  home,  when  we  die. 
Through  the  moon,  like  a  round  yellow  hole  in  the  sky. 
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The  Pixy  People 


IT  was  just  a  very 
Merry  fairy  dream!— 
All  the  woods  were  airy 

With  the  gloom  and  gleam  j 
Crickets  in  the  clover 

Clattered  clear  and  strong, 
And  the  bees  droned  over 
Their  old  hoiicy-song! 
SB 
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Jn  the  mossy  passes 

Saiuy  srassliiippcri 
Lcap<'(l  alxMit  I  he  grasses 

And  ihe  ihistle-hurs; 
And  the  whispurtd  chuckle 

Of  the  kaiydid 
Shook  the  huneysiickl. 

Blos'ionis  where  hi  hid. 

Through  the  breezy  mazes 

Of  the  lazy  June, 
Drowsy  wilh  the  hazes 

Of  the  dreamy  noon, 
Little  Pixy  people 

Winged  ahove  th.;  walk. 
Pouring  from  the  sleeple' 
Of  a  mullein-stnllc. 

One— a  gallant  fellow— 

Evidently  King,— 
Wore  n  plume  of  yellow 

In  a  jewelled  ring 
On  n  pansy  bonnet, 

CoUl  and  white  and  blue. 
With  the  dew  still  on  It, 

And  the  fragrance,  too. 

One— a  dainty  lady,— 

Evidently  Queen- 
Wore  a  gown  of  shady 

Moonshine  and  green 
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Willi  a  I;icc  of  KluaiiiinR 

Sl.irliKht  that  sent 
All  llic  ilow<lri)|)s  (Ircnniing 

Kvcrywlicrc  she  went. 

One  wore  a  waistcoat 

Of  rose-leaves,  out  and  in; 

n<l  one  wore  a  faceil-coat 

Of  tiKer-lily-skin; 
And  c-e  wore  a  m-t  coat 

Of  palest  Kal'ilnale ; 
And  one  a  tiny  strret-coal, 

And  one  a  swallow-tail. 

And  He!  sang  the  King  of  them. 

And  Hey!  sang  the  Queen; 
And  rf^und  and  round  the  ring  of  them 

Went  (lancing  o'er  the  green  ; 
And  111    !  sang  the  Queen  of  thetn, 

And  111!  sang  the  King— 
And  all  iliat  I  had  seen  of  them 

— Waii't  anything! 

It  was  just  a  very 

Merr     fairy  dream  !— 
All  the  woods  were  airy 

With  the  gloom  and  gleam; 
Crickets  in  the  clover 

Clattered  clear  and  strong. 
And  the  bees  droned  over 

Their  old  honey-song  I 


100 


8j 


Till-.    I.(K  Kl  R|;||.;    |i,„,K 

'I'lh-  I'raycr  l'crj\rt 
T)l:.\K   I.or.|;  |>i,„|   i.or,|- 
(Jr.-ui.ius  I.,,r(l!   r  pray 
Thou  will  |„„|i  oil  all  I  !,,„., 

Tfiiilirly  i(].(la)  ! 
Wwil  ilu.ir  luarls  „f  wcarliu'- 

Scaltcr  every  care 
Down  a  wake  ,.f  aiiKel  winj., 

Winiiowiiit;  llio  air. 
Bring  um,,  i|,(,  sorrowliiK 
All  release  fr.iin  pain; 
Let  llic  lips  of  lauKluer 

Overflow  anain ; 
And  Willi  all  the  needy 

O  divide,  J  pray, 
Tin's  vast  treasure  of  ,nnient 
■lat  is  mine  lu.ila\  ! 


'illlcr  /■(Ulcii\ 


w 


'■IXTr-;R  witlinnt 

And  waniilli  within; 
The  winds  ni.ay  sliont 

And  the  storm  hegin  ; 
The  snows  may  paek 

At  the  window-pane. 
And  the  skie-:  prow  hla<  k. 

And  the  sun  remain 
Hidden  awav 

The  livelong  day 

But  here-in  here  is  tlie  warmth  of  May! 
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Swoop  yniir  spilcfiillest 
Up  the  ihic, 
Wild  Winds— do ! 
Wliat  in  tlic  world  do  I  care  for  your 
O  duliglnfullcst 
Weather  of  all, 
Howl  and  squall. 
And  shake  the  trees  till  the  last  leaves  fall ! 

Ill 

The  joy  one  feels, 

In  an  easy-ehair. 
Cocking  his  heels 

In  the  (lancinK  air 
That  wreathes  the  Hm  of  a  roaring  stove 
Whose  heat  loves  better  than  hearts  can  .  , 
Will  not  permit 
The  coldest  day 
To  drive  away 
The  fire  in  his  blood,  and  the  bliss  of  it ! 


Then  blow.  Winds,  blow ! 

And  rave  and  shriek. 
And  snarl  and  snow. 

Till  your  breath  grows  weak- 
While  here  in  my  room 

I'm  as  snugly  shut 
As  a  glad  little  worm 

III  the  heart  of  a  nut! 
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'?/  A  ChildS  Homc—Lonrj  Acjo 

pVEN  ,,  ,h,  pas-flames  flicker  to  a,„!  fro 

1  he  OW  Man's  wnvcri„«  fancies  leap  and  glow  - 
Asocrthcv.sion.  like  a  mirasc  falls 
The  old  los  cabin  with  its  dingy  walls 
And  crippled  chi,T,ney  will,  its  crn.ch -like  prop 
Beneath  a  sagging  shoulder  at  the  top- 
The  coonskin  battened  fast  on  either  side- 
Ihe  w.sps  of  leaf-tobacco-"cut-and-dried"- 
The  Kllow  strands  of  quartered  apples,  hung 
I"  r,ch  festoons  that  tangle  in  antong 
1  he  morning-glory  vines  that  clamber  o'er 
■I  he  little  clapboard  roof  above  the  door- 
n.c  old  well-sweep  that  drops  a  courtesy 
lo  every  thirsting  soul  so  graciously 
I  he  stranger,  as  he  drains  the  dripping  gourd, 
Intuitively  murmurs,  "Thank  the  Lordi" 
Again  through  mists  of  memory  arise 
The  simple  scenes  of  home  before  the  eye,-- 
ihe  happy  mother,  humming,  with  her  wheel 
The  dear  old  melodies  that  used  to  steal        ' 
So  drowsily  upon  the  summer  air 
The  house-dog  hid  his  bone,  forgot  his  care 
And  nestled  at  her  feet,  to  dream,  perchance 
Some  cooling  dream  of  winter-time  romance- 
The  square  of  sunshine  through  the  open  door 
That  notched  its  edge  across  the  puncheon  floor 
And  made  a  golden  coverlet  whereon 
The  god  of  slumber  had  a  picture  drawn 
Of  Babyhood,  in  all  the  loveliness 
Of  dimpled  cheek  and  limb  an<l  linscy  dress: 
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Tlic  linugli-rillcd  fireplace,  ami  the  mantel  wide, 
lis  firc-scorclu'il  ankU-s  strctdiod  "n  citlicr  si'lc. 
Where,  perched  upon  its  shoulders  'ncath  the  joist, 
The  old  clock  hiccoughed,  harsh  and  Intsky-voiccd, 
And  snarled  the  premonition,  dire  and  dread, 
When  it  should  hammer  Time  upon  the  head : 
Tomatoes,  red  and  yellow,  in  a  row, 
preserved  not  then  for  diet,  but  for  show, — 
Tike  rare  and  prcciius  jewels  in  the  rour;^ 
Whose  worth  was  not  appraised  at  half  enough ; 
The  jars  of  jelly,  with  their  dusty  tops; 
The  bunch  of  pennyroyal;  the  cordial  drops; 
The  llask  of  camphor,  and  the  vial  of  squills, 
The  box  of  buttons,  garden-seeds,  and  pills; 
And,  ending  all  the  mantel's  bric-a-brac. 
The  old,  time-honored  "Family  Almanack." 
And  memory,  with  a  mother's  touch  of  love, 
Climbs  with  us  to  the  dusky  loft  above, 
Where  drowsily  we  trail  our  fingers  in 
The  mealy  treasures  of  the  harvest  bin; 
And,  feeling  with  our  hands  the  open  track, 
W'e  pat  the  b.'ig  of  barley  on  the  back; 
And,  groping  onward  througli  the  mellow  gloom. 
We  catch  the  hidden  apple's  f.aint  perfume. 
And,  mingling  with  it,  fragrant  hints  of  pear 
And  musky  melon  ripening  somewhere. 
Again  we  stretch  our  limbs  upon  the  bed 
Where  first  our  simple  childish  pra\'ers  were  said ; 
And  while,  without,  the  gallant  cricket  trills 
A  challenge  to  the  solemn  whippoorwiUs, 


And; 


The 
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And   nn„g  on  ,),e  chon,s  will,  hi.  glee 
The  ka,y,li.l  who.s  all  ,I,e  |,ar„,o„v      ' 
^o  feallKr-e<fe  of  i„col,erom  so,,',, 
\Ve  drop  asleep,  and  peaeefully  along 

Jo  the  dm.  Iiarbor  of  another  day. 


'?5 


7"//['  Bo\'s 


^"'""hrted- '-""^  '"""'  °^  '"^-  ^'"•"''-d  en- 

As  when  we  raced  over  '  '    ""  '""■  ^°  ^^^"'^''' 

I'ink  pastures  of  clover 
And  mocked  the  qnairs  whir  and  the  b„,nblehee-s  drone' 

An       neu.r  ,o  see  them  romp  hack  to  their  places 
Where  over  the  meadow,  ' 

r,  '"  sunshine  and  shadow 

n.e  meadow-larks  trill,  and  the  humhl'ehees  drone? 

«;|-e  are  they?    Ah  1  dim  in  the  dust  lies  the  clover ■ 
e  vv,  „      i„,  ^.^„  ^^^  ^  ^^^^^^^^^^  doer, 

Ad  the  dove-s-I  have  wept  at  it  over  and  over- 

I  want  the  glad  lustre  na  over,- 

Of  youth,  and  the  cluster 

Effaces  asleep  where  the  bumblebees  dronel 
los 


<96 


THE  LOCKERBIE   BOOK 
The  Land  of  Used-To-Bc 


AND  vvlicrc's  the  Land  of  Use<l-to-l)C,  does  little  baby 
wonder  ? 
Oh,  we  will  clap  a  magic  saddle  over  "Poppic's"  knee 
And  ride  away  around  the  world,  and  in  and  out  and  und.r 
The  whole  of  all  the  golden  sunny  Sunnner-time  and  see. 

Leisurely  and  lazy -like  we'll  jostle  on  our  journey, 
And  let  the  pony  bathe  his  hooves  and  cool  them  in  tlu' 
dew. 

As  he  sidles  down  the  shady  way,  and  laj.'s  along  the  fer.iy 
And  green,  grassy  edges  of  the  lane  we  travel  through. 

And  then  we'll  canter  on  to  catch  the  bubble  of  the  thistle 
As  it  biunps  among  the  butterflies  and  glimmers  do«n 
the  sun. 

To  leave  us  laughing,  all  content  to  hear  the  robin  whisil> 
Or  guess  what  Katydid  is  saying  little  Katy's  done. 

And  pausing  here  a  minute,  where  we  hear  the  squirrel 
chuckle 
As  he  darts  from  out  the  underbrush  and  scampers  up 

the  tree. 
We  will  gather  buds  and  locust-blossoms,  leaves  and  bony- 
suckle. 
To   wreathe  around   our   foreheads,    riding   into   Usol 
to-be ; — 

For  hero's  the  very  rim  of  it  that  we  ro  swinging  iver- 
Don't  you  hear  the  Fairy  bugles,  and  the  tinkle  oi  'l" 
bells. 
And  see  the  baby-bumblebees  that  tumble  in  the  clover 
And  dangle  from  the  tilted  pinks  and  tipsy  pimpt..icli: 
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Ami  don't  yo„  see  ,l,e  „,erry  face,  of  ,he  .laffodillie, 
And    the    jolly    John„y-j„„,p.„p,,    „„j    ,h,    i,u„„ci,ps 

Ami  ,,,,  low,  lolling  ripples  ring  .ro„n,l  the  water-lilies '- 
All  Kree.„,«  „s  with  laughter,  to  the  Lnn.l  of  Used-to-l,e  I 

And  here  among  the  blossoms  of  the  Wooming  vines  and 
grasses, 

Will,  a  h,-,.e  forever  hanging  i„  the  sky  forever  l,l„e 
And  w„h  a  hree.e  from  over  seas  to  kiss  ns  as  i,  passes 

vVe  w,ll  ron,p  arou-d  forever  as  the  airy  Hitin.s  do!  ' 

I--"r  all  the  elves  of  ,„r,h  an,l  air  are  scanning  here  to- 
KellkT— 

The^  prankish    Pnek,    King   Qheron,   and   Queen    Titania 

And    ,,e..,r    old    Mo.her    Goose    1,.  .self,    as    sunny    as    the 
Weather, 

Con,,  s  daneing  down  the  dewy  walks  to  „,I,o„,e  „,e  and 
you  I 


<V7 


Mabel 


gUEFT  hide   face,   so   full  of  slumber  nnw- 

Sweet  hps  unlifted  now  with  any  kiss- 
Sweet  din,pled  cheek  and  ehin,  an,I  snowy  brow,- 
What  qnielude  is  this? 

O  speak!    Have  you  forgotten,  vderthy 

How  Bla.lly  you  came  running  to  the  gate 
T  u  meet  us  in  (he  old  fannliar  way. 
So  joyous— so  elate— 
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So  filled  with  wildest  glee,  yet  so  serene 

With  innocence  of  song  and  childish  chat, 
With  all  the  <lear  caresses  in  lictwccn— 
Have  you  forgotten  that? 

Have  you  forgotten,  knowing  gentler  charms, 
The  boisterous  love  of  one  you  ran  to  greet 
When  you  last  met,  who  caught  you  in  his  arms 
And  kissed  you,  in  the  street? 

Not  very  many  days  have  passed  since  then. 

And  yet  helween  that  kiss  and  him  there  lies 
No  pathway  of  return— unless  again. 
In  streets  of  Paradise, 

Your  eager  feet  come  twinkling  down  the  gold 

Of  some  bright  thoroughfare  ethereal, 
To  meet  and  greet  him  there  just  as  of  old.— 
Till  then,  farewell— farewell. 


88  Baby's  Dyimj 

BABY'S  dying, 
Do  not  stir — 
Let  her  spirit  lightly  float 
Through  the  sighing 
Lips  of  her — 

Still  the  murmur  in  the  throat ; 
Let  the  moan  of  grief  be  curbed— 
Baby  must  not  be  disturbed! 
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lialiy's  (lyiiiR, 
Do  not  slir — 

Lot  her  pure  life  liKlilly  swim 
Through  tlic  sighing 
Lii>s  of  her- 
oin from  us  and  tip  to  Him— 
Let  her  leave  us  will]  thai  smile- 
Kiss  and  miss  her  after  while. 


Sp 
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C  UPIXELY  we  lie  in  the  grove's  sha<ly  greenery. 
Gazing,  all  dreamy-eyed,  up  through  the  trces^l. 
And  as  to  the  sight  is  the  heavenly  scenery, 
So  to  the  hearing  the  sigh  of  the  breeze.  ' 

We  eateh  hut  vague  rifts  of  the  blue  through  the  wavering 
Roughs  of  the  maples:  and,  lil<e  undellned. 

The  whispers  and  lisps  of  the  leaves,  faint  ami  .jnaveriug 
iMeanmgless  falter  and  fall  on  the  mind. 

The  vine,  with  its  beauty  of  blossom,  goes  rioting 

Up  by  the  casement,  as  sweet  to  the  eje 
As  the  trill  of  the  robin  is  restful  and  quieting 

Heard  in  a  drowse  with  the  dawn  in  the  sky. 

And  yet  we  yearn  on  to  learn  more  of  the  mvstery— 

We  see  and  we  hear,  but  for'n-er  remain 
Mute,  blind  and  deaf  to  the  ultimate  history 

Bom  of  a  rose  or  a  patter  of  rain, 
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T  TE  called  her  in  from  mc  and  shut  tlic  ilnnr. 

-^  -^And  she  so  lnved  the  sunshitie  and  tlic  sky! — 

She  loved  thcni  even  hettcr  yet  than  I 

That  ne'er  knew  dearth  of  Ihcm — my  mother  dead. 

Nature  had  nursed  me  in  her  lap  instead: 

And  I  had  grown  a  dark  and  eerie  ihild 

That  rarely  smiled, 

Save  when,  shut  all  alone  in  grasses  hifih. 

Looking  straight  np  in  God's  great  lonesome  sky 

And  coaxing  Mother  to  smile  back  on  me. 

'Twas  lying  thus,  this  fair  girl  snd<lcnly 

Came  on  me,  nestled  in  the  fuUls  hcsidc 

A  pleasant-sccniing  home,  with  doorway  wide — 

The  sunshine  heating  in  upon  the  floor 

Like  golden  rain. — 

0  sweet,  sweet  face  aljove  mc,  turn  again 
And  leave  me!  I  had  cried,  but  that  an  ache 
Within  my  throat  so  grippeil  it  I  could  make 
No  sound  hut  a  thick  sohl)ing.    Cowering  so, 

1  felt  her  light  hand  laid 

Upon  my  hair — a  touch  that  ne'er  before 
Had  tamed  me  thus,  all  soothed  and  unafraid — 
It  seemed  llic  touch  the  children  used  to  know 
When  Christ  was  here,  so  dear  it  was — so  dear, — 
At  once  I  loved  her  as  the  leaves  love  dew 
In  midmost  summer  when  the  days  arc  new. 
Rarely  .an  hour  I  knew  her,  yet  a  curl 
Of  silken  sunshine  did  she  clip  for  me 
Out  of  the  bright  May-morning  of  her  hair. 
And  bound  and  gave  it  to  me  laughingly, 
no 
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And  cnught  my  hands  nnd  called  „,c  ■■/./«/,  ,„>/" 

'  ■■<!  I  stood  .1..,,,.,  ,,„,  ,,„„„,  f„^ 
Of  my  great  liappin,-,. 

Sl'c  plucked  ■„..l,v„K.«ow,,  nor  saw  lunv„u.an 

n.e  ra„„ent-drew  ,nc  with  lu-r  cvcyvvher 

^-.hc,.dl,erfacei„t,.f,sof,ra.cUr..     ; 
••"l'l>crda,n,yl,a,„|s„,„,p,,„^„,,,,.,^^^.^.__ 

H-  angers  at  ,1,0  l,losso,„.,_erooned,. ,,IM 

r      he     ,„  strange,  «lad  whispers,  as  we  walked,- 

Her  baby-s,ster-come  back,  for  a  kiss 
C.ean^fr.,,n   the   Good-World  ..-smiled   and   k.^^^^ 

Closed  her  sof,  eyes  and  kissed  then,  o'er  again 
And  so  d.d  she  beguile  „,e_so  wo  played.^ 

S. e  was. hp,a,.ling, Shine-,,  ,,,,,3rk  Sbade- 
And  we  d,.l  nnnglo  like  to  these,  and  thus 
together,  made 

Tbe  perfect  summer,  pure  and  glorious. 
•So  blen,  we,  till  a  harsh  voice  broke  upon 

0,,r  „.-,pp,„oss.--.Sho,  sLartled  ,-,s  a  f.nwn 

Cned,  "Oh,  'tis  Fa,herr_.all,he  blossoms  gone 

"m  out  her  chocks  as  those  from  out  her  grasp- 
Harsher  to  voice  came:-She  could  onlv  gasp     ' 

A<^ng,.o,,y,"Goodd,ye..-goodd.ye!good-b:er 
,,.'"' .'"'  ^  '*'>°'^  •-''""e.  with  that  harsh  cry 
K'"B.ng  a  new  and  unknown  sense  of  shame 
I  hrough  soul  and  frame, 
And.  with  wet  eyes,  repeating  o'er  and  o'er,- 
He  called  her  in  from  me  and  Shu,  the  door!" 
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Ho  callcil  her  in  from  me  and  sinil  tin  door! 

Ami  I  went  wandiriiiK  almif  aKain  - 

So  limely— O  so  very  lomdy  .!icn, 

I  tliouulit  no  little  sallow  si; :.  alone 

In  all  a  world  of  twilinl't.  e'er  liad  known 

Stall  litter  loneliness.    Hut  that  i  wore 

Above  my  heart  that  gleaminK  tress  of  hair 

To  lighten  up  the  ninlit  of  my  (lespair, 

1  think  I  niiKht  have  groped  into  my  grave 

Nor  cared  to  wave 

The  ferns  above  it  with  a  breath  of  prayer. 

Ami  how  I  hunuered  for  the  sweet,  sweet  face 

That  bent  above  me  in  my  hiding-place 

That  day  ainiil  the  grasses  there  beside 

Her  pleasant  home!— "Her  pleasant  home!"  I  sighed, 

Remembering ;— then  shut  my  teeth  and  feigned 

The  harsh  voice  calling  hu-,— then  clinched  my  nails 

So  deeply  in  my  palmr   the  sharp  wounds  pained, 

And  tossed  my  face  toward  heaven,  as  one  who  pales 
In  splendid  martyrdom,  with  soul  serene. 
As  near  to  God  as  high  the  guillotine. 
And  I  had  cmU-d  her?    Not  that— O  no! 
But  I  had  longed  for  some  sweet  haven  so!— 
Wherein  the  tempest-beaten  heart  might  ride 
Sometimes  at  peaceful  anchor,  and  abide 
Where  those  that  loved  me  touched  me  with  their  bands, 
And  looked  upon  me  with  glad  eyes,  .-nid  slipped 
Smooth  fingers  o'er  my  brow,  and  lulled  the  strands 
Of  my  wild  tresses,  as  they  backward  tipped 
My  yearning  face  and  kissed  it  satisfied. 
Then  bitterly  I  murmured  as  before,— 
"He  called  her  in  from  me  and  shut  the  door!" 
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He  called  licr  in  from  mc  and  shut  the  door  I 
After  long  strugglinK  with  n,y  pri.lc  and  pain- 
A  weary  while  it  seemed,  in  which  the  more 
I  held  myself  from  her,  the  greater  fain 
W.is  I  lo  look  upon  her  face  again,— 
Al  lasi-at  last-half  conscious  where  my  feet 
Were  farms,  I  stood  waist-deep  in  the  sweet 
f^ricii  grasses  there  where  she 

'  irst  came  to  me. 

The  very  hlossoms  she  had  plucked  that  day 
And,  at  her  father's  voice,  lia.l  cast  away, 
Around  mc  l.iy, 

Slill  l.right  an.l  (.looming  in  these  eyes  of  „,ine- 
An<l  as  I  gathered  each  one  eagerly, 
'  pre.sed  it  to  my  lip,  and  ,lrank  tl',,.  „.ine 
ll'T  kisses  left  there  for  the  honey-bee 
II"-",  after  1  had  laid  them  with  the  tress 
"f  her  hright  hair  with  lingering  tenderness 
f.  t.,rnn-,g,  crept  on  to  the  hedge  that  bound 
Her  pleasant-seeming  home-but  all  around 
Was  never  sign  of  her  .'-The  windows  all 
Were  blinded ;  and  I  beard  no  rippling  fall 
Of  her  glad  laugh,  nor  any  harsh  voice  call  ■— 
Hut,  elulching  to  the  tangled  grasses,  caught 
\  sound  as  though  a  strong  ma.,  bowe.l  his  head 
And  sobbed  alone-unloved-uncomforted!- 
And  then  straightway  before 
My  tearless  eyes,  all  vividly,  was  wrough. 
A  vision  that  is  with  me  evermore  :— 
A  lillle  girl  that  lies  asleep,  nor  hears 
N.'or  heeds  not  any  voice  nor  fall  of  tears.— 
\nd  I  sit  singing  o'er  and  o'er  and  u'cr,- 
"God  called  her  in  from  him  and  shut  the  door!" 
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9' 


Mother  Gixt.w 


Dl' AR  Mnllirr  Cion*!'!  iivi!<t  im'thirly  .in<l  i\i-ir 
Of  ;iM  n>iii.l  mnlhiTs  wli..  li.Hf  laps  wherein 
Wo  iliililroii  nestle  safest  frum  nil  »iii,— 
I  cndille  to  thy  tMisom,  with  no  fi'ar 
To  tlure  ccmtets  th^t  thonRh  thy  e.ip  he  queer. 

And  thy  eurls  (;iniKly,  ntul  thy  eheeks  thin, 
And  though  the  winkeied  mule  np""  ''ly  d''" 
'I  iekles  thy  very  no^e-tip,— still  to  hear 

I  he  jelly  jinRles  of  mine  infaney 
Crooned  hy  thee,  makes  mine  eager  arms,  as  now, 

To  twine  ahont  thy  neek  fidl  tenderly, 
Drawinu  the  dear  old  faee  down,  that  thy  lirow 
May  dip  into  my  pnro'it  kiss,  and  he 
Criiwned  ever  with  the  liahy-love  of  me, 

p_'  The  .{ll-Goldcn 

1 

THROUGH  every  happy  line  1  sing 
I  feel  the  tonie  of  the  Sprintf. 
'I  he  day  is  like  an  old-time  face 
That  t!l<'ani3  aeross  some  grassy  plaee— 
An  idd  time  faei — an  oUl-linie  elnwn 
Who  rises  from  llie  ^ravc  to  come 
And  Inrc  me  hack  along  the  ways 
Of  time's  all-golilen  yeslerdays. 
Sweet  day  I  to  thns  remind  ine  of 
The  trnant  hoy  1  used  to  love — 
To  set,  once  more,  his  linscr-tips 
Against  the  hlossom  of  his  lips. 
And  pipe  for  mc  ihe  signal  kjiown 
By  none  but  him  and  nic  alone  1 
114 


THE  LocKi-Rnfr:  nooK 


,^: ''  '"■•^^'^"""'«  '-»■  <l>o.i«l..,  afar 
Ware  rc,.l»  ami  ruM„i„«  „,„„,  „ 

'.'     ''"'f-''~wr.'d  weeds  a„.|  wisps  .,f  ,r,s, 

^i"K  on  aii.l  i,„  inci.ssaiitly 
A«ai.,sM,,e  «.„,„,,„,,,  ,,,,,^^ 

■  V    '.".""■'^  ""-""-'"•«'"  .l"laro 
^'"■•wl,Ue"»„akc.fc.cclcr"l,[.s.o„,e,,.,,er.! 

Ill 

i  catch  n,y  l,r.atl..  as  d,il,lr..„  ,|„ 
I"  wnocllnn,,  s„.i„,,s  wl,o„  lif,  J,  „,„ 

^"'••'."'"^  •''-".  wan,,  a,, vine 
Ami  „ngK.s  wl,|,  .,  ta„s  .livine. 
»fy  .S""l  soar,  „p  ,|,e  a(,nospl,cre 

An<.„«salou.,  whore  G.,.,  can  hear. 
And  all  ,„y  beins  leans  i„(e„t 

TomarkHi,,n,im,ffwn„dcn„e„t 

O  pracions  d,-ea,„.  and  Kracion.s  tUno. 

And  «racu,„s  ,ho„,e,  a„d  sracion,  rhyme- 

We„h„ds  of  Spring  he^into  blow 

I"Wo.sson,.,,hatwensed,nknow 

And  l.,re  n,  back  along  the  way, 

Oft,me'sa!!.goIden}x-3tefday5! 
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pj    Loncjfcllozi.''s  Love  for  the  Children 

AWAKE,  he  loved  their  voices, 
■    And  wove  them  "  ito  his  rhyme ; 
And  the  music  of  their  laughter 
Was  with  him  all  the  time. 

Though  he  knew  the  tongues  of  nations, 
And  their  meanings  all  were  dear, 

The  prattle  and  lisp  of  a  little  child 
Was  the  sweetest  for  him  to  hear. 


Q4  The  Littlc-Rid-At^ph'  Tree 

THE  1   'tlc-rcd-apple  Tree! — 
O  tlie  Littlc-rc<l-applc  Tree! 
When  I  was  the  little-est  bit  of  a  boy 

And  you  were  a  boy  with  me ! 
The  bluebird's  flisht  from  the  topmost  boughs 

And  the  boys  up  there— so  high 
That  we  rocked  over  the  roof  of  the  house 
And  whooped  as  the  winds  went  by ! 

Hey!    The  Little-rcd-apple  Tree! 

With  the  garden-beds  below, 
And  tile  old  grape-arbor  so  welcomely 

Hiding  the  rake  and  hoe ! 
Hiding,  too,  as  the  sun  dripped  through 

In  spatters  of  wasted  gold, 
Frank  and  Amy  away  from  you 

And  me  in  the  days  of  old ! 
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Tlic  I.illlo-n;il-applo  Troc '-- 

T"  ll.e  ..,1,0  of  ,1,,  Kar,K.„-,po,, 

into  tlic  nciKhlmr-.s  lot  •— 
So  <Io  I  think  of  yot,  alwav, 

lirother  of  ,„i„e,  as  the 'tree- 
G.vnR  the  ripest  weahh  of  yo,,,-  I'ovc 

' "  ""=  "-url'I  as  u-dl  as  me. 

11"!   The  Littlc-recl-apple  Tree! 

Sweet  as  its  juiciest  fruit 
Spnnge.1  on  the  palate  spicily 

Au,l  rolled  o'er  tl,e  tougu'e  ,o  hoot, 
Js  the  memory  still  and  the  joy 

Of  the  Littlc-red-apple  Tree, 

When  I  was  the  little-est  hit  of  a  hoy 

And  you  were  a  hoy  with  me! 


95  The  Way  the  Baby  Slept 

"pIITS  is  the  way  the  hnhy  slept- 

A  mist  of  tresses  haekward  thrown 
By  quavenns:  sighs  where  kisses  crept 

V\..h  yearnings  she  had  never  known- 
The  h.tle  hands  were  closely  kept 

Ahout  a  lily  newly  hbwn- 
And  God  was  with  her.   And  we  wept 
And  this  is  the  way  the  baby  slept 


n? 
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McFcctcrs'  Fourth 


T  T  was  needless  lo  say  'twas  a  glorimis  day, 

-*•    And  to  boast  of  it  all  in  that  sprca(l-eap;lc  way 

'I  li.it  nnr  Forefathers  hail  since  the  hour  of  the  liinh 

Of  this  most  patriotic  republic  on  earth! 

I'.iit  'twas  justice,  of  course,  to  admit  lliat  the  si.L'Iil 

Of  the  old  Stars-and-Stripcs  was  a  tliiim  of  <leliglii 

In  the  eyes  of  a  fellow,  however  he  tried 

T<j  look  on  the  day  with  a  dignil'ied  pride 

That  meant  not  to  brook  any  turbulent  glee 

Or  riolnus  llourish  of  loud  jubiire! 

So  argued  JIcFeeters,  all  grim  and  severe, 

Who  the  long  night  before,  wilh  a  feeling  of  fear, 

Had  slumbered  but  fitfully,  hearing  the  swish 

Of  the  sky-rocket  over  his  roof,  wilh  the  wish 

That  the  boy-fiend  who  fired  it  were  fast  lo  the  end 

Of  the  stick  to  for  ever  and  <  eer  .iM-end! 

Or  to  hopelessly  ask  why  llie  b..y  wilh  the  liorn 

And  its  horrible  haviiC  had  ever  I>een  b.  .rn! 

Or  to  wish,  in  bis  wakefulness,  staring  aghast, 

That  this  I'ourth  of  July  were  as  dead  as  the  last! 

So,  yesterday  morning,  McFeeters  arose. 
With  a  fire  in  his  eyes,  and  a  cold  in  his  nose, 
And  a  guttural  voice  in  appropriate  kev 
With  a  temper  as  gruff  as  a  temper  could  be. 
He  growled  at  the  servant  he  met  on  the  stair. 
Because  he  was  whistling  a  national  air. 
And  he  growled  at  the  maid  on  the  balcony,  who 
Stood  enrapt  wilh  the  tune  of  "The  Red-White-aiid-RliK' 
That  a  band  was  discoursing  like  mad  in  the  street, 
Wilh  drumsticks  that  banged,  and  with  cymbals  that  Ikmi. 
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And  lie  groivlc!  at  /  :.,  „.|f 

'^"'1  .•.p„ln„.sivcly  ni„„,,,     "'""  •''''  '""•™"'''  '"'^  vost, 

•'^"-e  c„a„«e  fo  t  L I";'  tT""'  ''"  ""- 

^"''^'■^'''-"■wi,,,;^^:;::;™--- -- 

'"••1  frnmc  on  iIk.  ,„,     ,    ,    ,  "  "    '"■■• '"  Mne 

•''-IK.n,e;foi      :;:'-'^;-'"res,„.,w 
■\"<^-.  passionate  Uinirr"''"'^"'"^'''"- 

-::::.--;--■■'•■-'- ^:r^^ 
'•';;^--.^-oM.:;^;:i::-;;;v- 

-" '"  It  needless  to  sn,r  '(  ■  ■ 

•\"'no  I,„ast  of        n     ''"•'■'■■' «'""""-^  <'.-'y 

■'■'^-n-Fore"  ;^'::''"^■^''"■^'^^•^«'^->' 
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krace  and  beaiitv  nnnr  ^^    ■  i 
^■•''■-•3thewayt,,ebab;ir'*'^-- 
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cf8  A  Slccf'"'J  f!i'i"iiy 


A 


?.'  alien  wind  that  blew  and  Wow 
Over  the  fields  where  the  ripe  grain  grew, 


Sending  ripples  of  shine  and  shade 

That  crept  and  crouched  at  Ikt  feet  and  played. 

The  sea-like  summer  washed  the  moss 
Till  the  sundrenched  lilies  hung  like  floss, 

Draping  tlic  throne  rf  green  and  gold 
That  lulled  her  there  like  a  queen  of  old. 


Was  it  the  hum  of  a  bumblebee, 
Or  the  long-hushed  bugle  eerily 

Winding  a  call  to  the  daring  Prince 
Lost  in  the  wootl  long  ages  since? — 

A  dim  old  wood,  with  a  palace  rare 
Hidden  away  in  its  depths  somewhere! 

Was  it  the  Princess,  tranced  in  sleep, 
Awaiting  her  lover's  touch  to  leap 

Into  the  arins  that  bent  above? — 

To  thaw  his  heart  with  the  breath  of  love — 


And  cloy  his  lips, 
With  the  dead-ripe 


through  her  waking  tears, 
of  a  hundred  years! 
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^1  alien  Hind  tint  ki 

i=r,iss>  place. 

What  to  her  iv-ic  ,1     i- 

ncruas  i|,p  far-off  «.!„> 

»"cre  the  reapers  Ind?— 
feo    >ct,  pausing,  ga^cd? 
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P^-vcccdiug  AH 

-"^'ove„nar::;^::;:r^^°--'.- 

The  loveliness  of  Vomi,! 
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100    When  Early  March  Seems  Middle 
May 

WIll'.X  country  roads  bcniii  lo  tli^iw 
In  mottled  spots  of  diiHip  and  dnst, 
And  fences  by  the  margin  draw 
Along  the  frosty  crust 
Their  graphic  silhouettes,  I  say, 
The  Spring  is  coming  round  this  way. 
When  morniiiB-tinic  is  lirighl  \vilh  sun 

And  keen  with  wind,  and  hotl:  confuse 
The  dancing,  glancing  eyes  of  one 
With  tears  tliat  ooze  and  ooze— 
And  nose-tips  weep  as  well  as  llu  y. 
The  Spring  is  coming  round  this  way. 
When  suddenly  some  shadow -bird 
Goes  wavering  beneath  the  ija/e. 
And  through  the  hedge  the  moan  is  bean! 
Of  kine  that  fain  wadd  graze 
In  grasses  new,  I  smile  and  say, 
The  Spring  is  coming  round  this  way. 
When  knotted  horse-tails  are  untied. 

And  teamsters  whistle  here  and  there, 
And  clumsy  mitts  are  laid  aside 
And  choppers'  hands  are  bare, 
And  chips  arc  thick  where  children  play. 
The  Spring  is  coming  round  this  way. 
When  through  the  twigs  the  fanner  tramps. 

And  troughs  are  chutiked  beneath  the  trees. 
And  fragrant  hints  of  sugar-cairps 
Astray  in  every  bree7.e,— 
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When  cnrly  March  seo.ns  ini,l,|lo  >ray 
ilic  Spnng  is  coming  ro„„,|  ,1,1,  ^^„y' 

When  conghs  arc  chnnged  ,„  ,a,„,,„,  ,,„,,  „.,„„ 

t'lii-fnnvnsmdt  into  smiles  i.fgloc 
An,l  all  our  blootl  thaws  out  again     ' 
'"  streams  of  ecstasy, 
And  poets  wreak  their  ^'oun.Ielny 
ll'c  Spring  is  coming  round  this' way. 


lOT 


A  Sudden  Slio-wrr 


gARRTOOTKD  boys  send  up  the  street 
Or  scurry  under  sheltering  sheds; 
And  schooNgirl  faces,  pale  and  sweet, 
(.le.un  from  the  shawls  about  their  heads. 

Hoors  bang;  and  mother-voices  call 
I' rom  alien  homes ;  and  rusty  gates 

Are  slammed;  and  high  above  it  al!. 
I  he  thunder  grim  reverberates. 

And  then,  al,rupt,-the  rain!  the  rain '- 

The  earth  lies  gasping:  and  the  eves 
Kclnnd  the  streaming  win.low-pane' 
Smile  at  the  trouble  of  the  skies 


The  highway  smokes;  sharp  echoes  ring- 

'  lie  cattle  bawl  and  cow-bells  clank  • 
And  into  town  conies  galloping 
The  farmer's  horse,  with  steaming  flank. 
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The  swallow  dips  beneath  the  eaves 
And  flirts  his  plumes  and  folds  his  wings; 

And  under  the  Catawba  leaves 
The  caterpillar  curls  and  clings. 

The  bumblebee  is  pelted  down 

The  wet  stem  of  the  hollyhock; 
And  sullenly,  in  spattered  brown, 

The  cricket  leaps  the  garden-walk. 

Within,  the  baby  claps  his  hands 

And  crows  with  rapture  strange  and  vague; 
Without,  beneath  the  rose-bush  btands 

A  dripping  rooster  on  one  leg. 


10^ 


The  Song  of  Yesterday 


BUT  yesterday 
I  looked  away   . 
O'er  happy  lands,  where  sunshine  lay 
In  golden  blots. 
Inlaid  with  spots 
Of  shade  and  wild  forget-me-nots. 


My  head  was  fair 
With  flaxen  hair. 

And  fragrant  breezes,  faint  and  rare. 
And,  warm  with  drouth 
From  out  the  south, 
Blew  all  my  curls  across  my  mouth. 
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And,  cool  ami  swett, 
^'y  naked  ffct 

round  dewy  pathways  througl,  , he  wheat- 
And  out  again  "ewiuat. 

Where,  down  the  lane 

The  dust  was  di.nplcd'with  the  rain. 


But  yesterday!— 
Adreain,  astrav, 

Ov'Vr"''"f-^ '•'evening,  g„y. 
<■'  IT  .lales  and  hi/|s 

Of  da/Todills 

And  lorn  sweel-fl„li„g  whippoorwilU. 

1  knew  nor  cares 

Nor  tears  nor  prayers— 

A  mortal  god,  crowned  unawares 

With  sunset— and 

A  sceptre-wand 

Of  apple-blossoms  in  n,y  hand ! 

The  dewy  blue 

Of  twilight  grew 

To  purple,  with  a  star  or  two 

Whose  lisping  rays 

Failed  in  the  bla,Te 

Of  suddc,  fireflies  through  the  haze. 
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III 

Tint  yi-li-nl.iy 

I  lionril  llic  lay 

Of  MimiikT  liiiiK,  \vli>  11  T.  as  lliey 

Willi  liii'.Kl  aii'l  wiiiK. 

All  (|iiivi'riiif,' 

With  lifi-  am!  Ii'\f,  cuulil  i'iil>'  ^iii^ 

^Ty  lu'ati  was  leant 

Where,  with  it.  hlent 

A  iiiaiilen's,  uVr  her  iiislnmieiit; 

While  all  the  iiiKhl. 

From  vale  to  !iei^;ht, 

Was  tilled  uilli  echoes  ■  '  .lelinht. 

And  all  niir  dreams 

Were  lit  with  1,'leanis 

Of  that  lust  land  nf  reedy  streams, 

Altin^  whose  hrini 

F'orever  swim 

Pail's  lilies,  laiiyhing  np  at  him. 


IV 

But  yesterday !   .   .   . 

O  liloonis  of  ^^ay, 

And  snninicr  r(»ses — where  away? 

O  stars  above ; 

And  lips  of  Inve. 

And  all  the  Iioncvcd  sweets  thereof! 
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O  '  .1  .-iMil  lass, 

Aiifl  orchard  pass, 

AiKl  Iiriiriil  Ian,.  '■,,,,1   1  •  •    , 
<Jt:'™rii  amlKi„„„,_  '>'■''■ 

Ai.d  w...„llan,|  bl,„„„ 

'^"'"■'■^■^■'^■•'^^''"••^"fan,..rf,„„e!_ 

N"  ni„re  for  me 
Or  mine  s/iall  be 

Tl.yrap,„rc,s_savcin,nc„K,ry- 
Ao  niori.— „o  innrc- 

■'■'"  "'■•"ii«li  the  Uonr 

"'  ^''^'O-  «'^'a„,  .he  days  of  yore. 


/n:; 


^^'"lU-for  Koz'cmhcr 


W".":"  ^'^•^-■'  8""'  l-iRJ..  with  hh,.s,  hVhf 

.     ""  '"fL  a  lover's  beat  — 
So  ragns.he  rapture  of  the  y;,ar. 

I'i'lth  all  her '•>■,,,         ,, 

"cr  -.^ossums  blooming. 
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\\h\W  l.ir.U  in  ..aiurocl  tliuhi  arc  hlnwn 

Aloft  and  1">.I  in  Im-ky  niiM, 
Anil  truant  boys  send  himw  alone 

•\'i  ath  skif<  "f  Kold  and  aimlliyst ; 
Wliili-  IwiliKlit  falU,  and  cilio  calls 

Across  the  lianntcd  atmosphere, 
Willi  low,  sweet  laiiRlis  at  intervals,— 

So  rv'mns  the  rapture  of  the  year. 

Then  ho!  and  hey!  and  whoof-hoorayt 
Though  winti-r  clouds  /».■  looming, 

Koncmher  a  ,\'ovcmhi-r  day 

Is  merrier  than  mildest  May 
With  all  her  blossoms  bloomine- 
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On  the  Sunny  Side 

HI  and  whoop-hooray,  boys! 
Sing  a  song  of  cheer  I 
Here's  a  lioliilay,  boys, 
Lastins  half  a  year! 
Round  the  world,  and  half  is 

Shad.iw  we  have  tried; 
Now  we're  where  the  laugh  is,- 
On  the  sunny  side! 


Pigeons  coo  and  mutter. 
Strutting  high  aloof 

Where  the  sunbeams  flutter 
Through  the  stable  roof. 
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Hiar  tlic  chickens  cheep,  hoys. 

And  the  hen  with  pride 
ChickiiiR  theiii  to  sleep,  boys. 
On  the  siiniiy  side! 

Jlcnr  the  clacking  jtuinca; 

Hear  the  cattle  moo; 
Hear  the  horses  whinny, 

Looking  out  at  you ! 
On  the  hitching-block,  hoys, 

(irandly  satisfied. 
Sec  the  old  peacock,  boys, 
On  the  sunny  side! 

Robins  in  the  ptach  tree; 

Bhiebir<ls  in  the  pear; 
Blossoms  over  each  tree 

In  the  orchard  there! 
All  the  world's  in  jcjy,  boys, 

Cilad  and  glorified 
As  a  romping    o  •   1 11^,, 

On  the  suii"     ■  1,|,. . 

Where's  a  heart  as  mellow— 

Where's  a  soul  as  free- 
Where  is  any  fellow 

We  would  rather  be? 
Just  ourselves  or  none,  boys, 

World  around  and  wide. 
Laughing  in  the  sun,  boys, 

On  the  sunny  side! 


J29 
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His  Christmas  Sled 


I   WATCH  him,  with  his  Christmas  sler 
He  hitches  on  behind 
A  passing  sleigh,  with  glad  hooray, 

And  whistles  down  the  wind; 
He  hears  the  horses  champ  their  bits. 

And  bells  that  jingle-jingle— 
You  Woolly  Cap !  you  Scarlet  Mitts ! 
You  miniature  "Kriss  Kringle !" 

I  almost  catch  your  secret  joy— 

Your  chucklings  of  delight. 
The  while  you  whiz  where  glory  is 

Eternally  in  sight  I 
With  you  I  catch  my  breath,  as  swift 

Your  jaunty  sled  goes  gliding 
O'er  glassy  track  and  shallow  drift. 

As  I  behind  were  riding ! 


He  winks  at  twinklings  of  the  frost. 

And  on  his  airy  race. 
Its  tingles  beat  to  redder  heat 

The  rapture  of  his  face  :— 
The  colder,  keener  is  the  air. 

The  less  he  cares  a  feather. 
But,  there !  he's  gone !  and  I  qaze  on 

The  wintriest  of  weather ! 
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Ah,  Boy !  still  sp,      ing  o'er  the  track 

Where  none  retiinis  again, 
To  sigh  for  you,  or  cry  for  you, 

Or  (lie  for  you  were  vain.— 
And  so,  speed  on !  the  while  I  pray 

All  nipping  frosts  forsake  you— 
Ride  still  ahead  of  grief,  but  may 

All  glad  things  overtake  you ! 


io6  The  Rider  of  the  Knee 

TT-  XIGHTLY  Rider  of  the  Knee 
■'■  *■  Of  Proud-prancing  Unclery! 
Gaily  mount,  and  wave  the  sign 
Of  that  mastery  of  thine. 

Pat  thy  steed  and  turn  him  free, 
Knightly  Rider  of  the  Knee ! 
Sit  thy  charger  as  a  throne- 
Lash  him  with  thy  laugh  alone : 

Sting  him  only  wit'i  the  spur 
Of  such  wit  as  may  occur, 
Knightl>  Rider  of  the  Knee, 
In  thy  shriek  of  ecstasy. 

Would,  as  now,  we  might  endure, 
1  wain  as  one — thou  miniature 
Ruler,  at  the  rein  of  me— 
Knightly  Rider  of  the  Knee! 
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107  Diisk-Song — The  Beetle 

THE  shrilling  locust  slowly  sheathes 
Ills  dagger-voice,  and  creeps  away 
Beneath  the  brooding  leaves  where  breathes 

The  zephyr  of  the  dying  day : 
One  naked  star  has  waded  through 
The  purple  shallows  of  the  night, 
And  faltering  as  falls  the  dew 
It  drips  its  misty  light. 

O'er  garden  blooms, 

On  tides  of  musk, 
The  beetle  booms  adozeii  the  glooms 

And  bumps  along  th.e  dusk. 

The  katydid  is  rasping  at 

The  silence  from  the  tangled  broom : 
On  drunken  wings  the  flitting  bat 

Goes  staggering  athwart  the  gloom; 
The  toadstool  bulges  through  the  weeds, 

And  lavishly  to  left  and  rialit 
The  fireflies,  like  golden  seeds. 

Are  sown  about  ihe  night. 

O'er  shiiuhrous  blooms, 

On  floods  of  musk. 
The  beetle  booms  adozvii  the  glooms 

And  bumps  along  the  dusk. 

The  primrose  flares  its  baby-hands 
Wide  open,  as  the  empty  moon. 

Slow  lifted  from  the  underlands. 
Drifts  up  the  azure-arched  lagoon ; 
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The  shadows  on  the  garden  walk 
Arc  frayed  with  rifts  of  silver  light; 

And,  trickling  down  the  poppy-stalk, 
The  dewdrop  streaks  the  night. 

O'er  folded  blooms. 

On  sxeirls  of  musk, 
The  beetle  booms  adown  the  glooms 

And  bumfs  along  the  dusk. 


io8 


Billy  Could  Ride 


g  ILLY  was  born  for  a  horse's  back  !_ 

That's  what  Grandfather  used  to  say- 
He'd  seen  him  in  dresses,  a-many  a  day 
On  a  two-year-old,  in  the  old  barn-lot,' 
Prancing  around,  with  the  bridle  sbck 
And  his  two  little  sunburnt  legs  outsh.t 
So  straight  from  the  saddle-scat  you'd  swear 
A  spirit-lcvel  had  plumbed  him  llicre' 
And  all  the  neighbors  that  passed  the  place 
Would  just  haul  up  in  the  roa<l  an<l  stare 
To  see  the  little  chap's  father  boost 
The  boy  up  there  on  his  favorite  roost, 
To  canter  off,  with  a  laughing  face.-' 
Put  him  up  there,  he  was  satisfied- 
And  O  the  way  that  Billy  could  ride! 
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At  celebration  or  barbecue— 

And  Hilly,  a  boy  of  fifteen  years— 

Couldn't  lie  cut  his  didoes  there?— 

vVhat  else  would  you  expect  him  to, 

On  his  little  mettlesome  chestnut  marc, 

With  her  slender  neck,  and  her  pointed  cars. 

And  the  four  little  devilish  hooves  of  hers? 

The  "delegation"  moved  too  slow 

For  the  time  that  Billy  wanted  to  go ! 

And  to  see   u  n  dashing  out  oi  the  line 

At  the  ed^e     t  the  road  and  down  the  side 

Of  the  long  procession,  all  laws  defied, 

And  the  fife  and  drums,  was  a  sight  divine 

To  the  girls,  in  their  wliitc-and-spangled  priile 

Wearily  waving  their  scarfs  about 

In  the  great  "Big  Wagon,"  all  gilt  without 

And  jolt  within,  as  they  lumbered  on 

Into  the  town  where  Billy  had  gone 

An  hour  ahead,  like  a  knightly  guide— 

O  but  the  way  that  Billy  could  ride  1 


"Billy  can  ride  1    Oh,  Billy  can  ride ! 
But  what  on  earth  can  he  do  beside?" 
That's  what  the  farmers  used  to  say, 
As  time  went  by  a  year  at  a  stride, 
And  Billy  was  twenty  if  he  was  a  day  I 
And  many  a  wise  old  fath'    .  foot 
Was  put  right  down  where  it  should  be  out, 
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While  many  a  dutiful  daushtcr  sighed 
n  va.n  for  one  more  glorious  ride 

\V»l.lhe  gallant  Rilly.  who  none  the  less 
Snnle<l  at  the  r\-l  „,a„-s  selfishness 
And  k.ssed  his  daughter,  and  rode  away- 
louehed  his  horse  in  the  flank-and  .-,>/i/_ 
Jalk  ahout  horses  and  horsemanship  i_ 
I- oiks  stared  after  him  just  wild-eyed 
Oumh!  the  way  that  Billy  con,,!  ride!  '    '   ' 

109     Honey  Dripping  From  the  Comb 

f^OW  slight  a  thing  may  set  one's  fancy  drifting 

Upon  the  dead  sea  of  the  Past  !-A  view- 
Sometnncs  an  odor-or  a  rooster  lifting 
A  far-off  "Ooh!  ooh-ooh!" 

And  suddenly  we  find  ourselves  astray 

I"  sotne  wood's-pasture  of  the  Long  Ago- 
Or  idly  dream  again  upon  a  day 
Of  rest  we  used  to  know. 

I  I'it  an  apple  hut  a  moment  since— 

A  wilted  apple  that  the  worm  had  snurned.- 
^■Hndden  m  the  taste  were  happy  hints 
Of  good  old  days  returned.- 

And  so  my  heart,  like  some  u.rapturcd  I^,, 
^  1 'nkles  a  tune  so  tender  and  complete, 
-od  s  blessing  must  be  r  ning  on  the  fruit- 
So  bitter,  yet  so  sweet  1 
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110        Time  of  Clearer  Twitterings 


TIME  of  crisp  and  tawny  leaves, 
And  of  tarnished  harvest  sheaves, 
And  of  dusty  grasses— weeds- 
Thistles,  with  their  tufted  seeds 
Voyaging  the  Autumn  breeze 
Like  as  fairy  argosies : 
Time  of  quicker  flash  of  wings, 
And  of  clearer  twitterings 
In  the  grove  or  deeper  shade 
Of  the  tangled  everglade,— 
Where  the  spotted  water-snake 
Coils  him  in  the  sunniest  brake ; 
And  the  bittern,  as  in  fright. 
Darts,  in  sudden,  slanting  flight. 
Southward,  while  the  startled  crane 
Films  his  eyes  in  dreams  again. 


Down  along  the  dwindled  creek 
We  go  loitering.    We  speak 
Only  with  old  questionings 
Of  the  dear  remembered  things 
Of  the  days  of  long  ago, 
When  the*  stream  seemed  thus  and  so 
In  our  boyish  eyes : — The  bank 
Greener  then,  through  rank  on  rank 
Of  the  mottled  sycamores, 
Touching  tops  across  the  shores : 
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Here,  the  hazel  thicket  slood- 
There,  the  ahnost  pathless  woo.l 
Where  the  shellhark  hickory-tree 
Kaine<l  its  wealth  on  you  and  me. 
Autumn !  as  you  loved  us  then. 
Take  us  to  your  heart  again  I   ' 


Season  halest  of  the  year 
How  the  zestful  atmosphere 
Nettles  blood  and  brain  and  smites 
Into  life  the  old  delights 
We  have  wasted  in  our  youth, 
And  our  graver  years,  forsooth! 
How  again  the  boyish  heart 
Leaps  to  sec  the  chipmunk  start 
From  the  brush  and  sleek  the  sun's 
Very  beauty,  as  he  runs  I 
How  again  a  subtle  hint 
Of  crushed  pennyroyal  or  mint 
Sends  us  on  our  knees,  as  when 
We  were  truant  boys  of  ten- 
Brown  marauders  of  the  wood. 
Merrier  than  Robin  Hood ! 


W 

Ah !  will  any  minstrel  say. 
In  his  sweetest  roundelay. 
What  is  sweeter,  after  all. 
Than  black  haws,  in  early  Fall  ?_ 
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Fruit  so  sweet  the  frrisl  first  sat, 
Dainty-todtliid,  anil  niUilol  at ! 
And  will  any  pnct  sing 
Of  a  lusher,  richer  thinij; 
Than  a  ripe  May-ap|)Ie,     illed 
Like  a  pitlpy  lump  of  gold 
Under  thumb  and  finger-tips, 
And  poured  molten  through  the  lips 
Go,  ye  bards  of  classic  themes. 
Pipe  your  songs  by  classic  streams! 
I  would  twang  the  redbird's  wings 
In  the  thicket  while  he  sings! 


Ill 


Curlv  Ixodes 


CURLY  Lorks!  Curly  Locks!  wilt  tlwu  be  miiief 
Thou  shall  not  zvash   the  dishes,  uor  yet  feed  /' 
s'ti'ine, — 
But  sit  OH  a  cushion  and  sew  a  fine  sCaiil, 
And  feast  upon  strawberries,  sugar  and  cream. 


Curly  Locks!  Curly  Locks!  wilt  thou  be  mine? 
The  throb  of  my  heart  is  in  evety  line. 
And  the  pulse  of  a  passion  as  airy  and  glad 
In  its  musical  beat  as  the  little  Prince  had! 

Thou  shalt  not  wash  the  dishes,  nor  yet  feed  the  swim 
O  I'll  dapple  thy  hands  with  these  kisses  of  mine 
Till  the  pink  of  the  nail  of  each  finger  shall  be 
As  a  little  pet  bluMh  in  full  blossom  for  tne. 
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""tsi<  on  a  a,sl,i„n  :„„,,,,,  n,,^ 

•\"d  thou  sl.alt  l,;ne  fal.ric  as  f-.i,-  ,,        ' 

""ascnK-eofs.lver,wi,l,j,^,,,,,„ 
■       l.fc.aw,,,n,i,lo,n,,l,,,.,kwi,,  •' 


113 


Pansics 


pAiVSIES!    Pansics!    Knw  T  I,„ 

As  delicate  in  fancies 
As  your  beauty  is  to  me ! 

■'■'•nt.  sin.,  eve         1  '""  "'••"  '"^"^  >■""  ^°. 

--"  thenars  that  „,ay  „„,,,.,,„  ,„,„,• 

My  fancy  Shan  bdiu),!  yon 

I*"-'!''-  as  in  tile  long  ago. 
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Tlh'  nrooh-Soiiii 


V 


TITLE  brook !   Little  hnuik  ! 

Yoii  have  si'ch  a  happy  look— 
Such  a  very  merry  niaiiiier,  as  you  swerve  ami  curve  and 
crook — 
And  your  ripples,  one  and  one, 
Reach  each  other's  hands  and  run 
Like  laughing  little  children  in  the  sun! 


Little  brook,  sing  to  me : 
Sing  about  a  bumblebee 
That  tumbled  from  a  lily-bell  and  grumbled  mumblingly. 
Because  he  wet  the  fdm 
Of  his  wings,  and  had  to  swim. 

While  the  water-bugs  raced  round  and  laughed  at 
him ! 


Little  brook — sing  a  song 
Of  a  leaf  that  sailed  along 
Down  the  golden-braided  centre  of  your  current  swift  and 
strong. 
And  a  dragon-fly  that  lit 
On  the  tilting  rim  of  it, 
And  rode  away  and  wasn't  scared  a  bit. 

And  sing — how  oft  in  glee 
Came  a  truant  boy  like  me, 
Who  loved  to  lean  and  listen  to  your  lilting  melody, 
Till  the  gurgle  and  refrain 
Of  your  music  in  his  brain 
Wrought  a  happiness  as  keen  to  him  as  pain. 
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J.iltlcl,ro,,k_-|,,„^|,  ,„„|  i^.^p. 


lie  sink  in  softest 


"n  nni  1,1  ilu.  .Iri-auKT  weep- 
^'"B  l.in,  all   ,1,..  s.,„f;s  .,f  M,n,„,or  ,i|| 

■\"'l  llicn  >i„^,  s,,fi  and  |„w 
■I'lirniiKh  l,is  dreams  nf  1o„r  aR,,- 
•Si"S  Lack  lohinMhcn.  the  «sal,okn„w  ! 


^^■1  A  Nonsense  Rhyme 


R' 


•IXGLKTV-JIXG! 

And  what  will  we  sing? 
.^"me  Imie  crinkcty-crankcty  thnig 
That   rhymes  and  chimes, 
An<I  skips,  sometimes, 
As  thot„p     ,o„nd  „p  ,,i„,  3  ki„^.  .^  ^^^  ^^^._^^ 

'•.itnkcty-krung! 
And  chiinkety-phnig ! 
.'^ing  the  song  that  the  bullfrog  sung,- 
A  song  of  the  soul 
Of  a  mad  ladpoie 
That  met  his  fate  in  a  leaky  bowl  ■ 

;;;;  "'^O  for  the  nrst  false  wi,g,e  he  made 
"1.1  i-ea  of  pale  pmk  lemonade! 
And  ii-s  O  for  the  thirst 

Within  him  pent. 
And  the  hojKs  that  burst 
As  his  reason  went— 

""-  his  strong  arn,  failed  and  his  strength  was  .pen,. 
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SitiR.  (1  sitiR 
Of  till-  ihinK'^  lli.it  diiit!. 
And  the  claws  tlirit  diilih  .-iikI  the  f;itii4S  lli;it  stiii),'— 
Till  till'  tailpnli's  tntiguc 
Anil  Ills  tail  tiplUmii 
Qiiavcrtd  ami  f.iiliil  wiili  a  soiin  iinsuiiR! 

O  the  dank  clcspair  in  the  rank  nu'ra-'. 
Where  the  crawl;  h  crouch  in  the  ciIiikIiik  kt' 
And  the  lung  limp  rune  of  the  loon  wails  on 
For  the  mad,  sad  soul 
Of  a  bad  tadpole 

rorevtr  lust  and  gone! 


III. 
All. 


Jinglety;  ■■-•! 
And  now  we'll  sec 
What  the  last  of  the  lay  shall  lie, 

As  ihr  dismal  lip  of  the  liine,  O  friends, 
Swoons  away  and  the  long  tale  ends. 
And  it's  O  aii<l  alack ! 

For  the  tangled  legs 
And  the  sringlcd  back 

Of  the  green  grig's  eggs. 
And  ihc  unstrung  strain 
Of  the  strange  refrain 
That  Ihc  winds  wind  up  like  a  strand  of  rain 

Anil  it's  O, 
Also, 
For  the  cars  wreathed  low, 
Like  a  la-rel-wrcath  on  the  lifted  brow 
Of  the  frog  that  chants  of  the  why  and  how, 


IV 


Trir  i.ocKt-Rnir  rook 


An,l  ,1„.  „lur..f„ro  too.  an.I  il...  il„„  a„.|  ,o 
"fill.,  wail  iu-w,„yc.ii„avi,u„f„fv,u,.< 

""   I"'Hmik  links  of  ,-,,|.„„.,„„|,|,i„^,, 

''"""■'•••■I'".  iM'lina  l,„.,|„„k„nw„. 

Slull  l...„,  as  Ik.  Ii.ars.  an,|  I ,  a,„l  |,„o 

l-'l«-  ll>f  »R.tcl,...l  uraiil,  uf  a  \VI,uo,„j.-I)oo! 


"3    The  Dream  of  the  Little  Pmieess 

"I'WAS  a  curious  drwun,  rod,!  sooih  I  - 
The  dream  of  IIto  l.iiile  Princess  • 
II  seemed  a  dream,  yet  a  triiili, 
Long  years  agn  in  her  yonlli.— 
It  Ciiiii,'  as  a  dream— no  less 
It  was  110/  a  dream,  she  says. 

^'^lie  1    siMRiMK  and  sayiuK  tilings 

•Mns.cal  as  the  wile 
Of  the  cirie  fiiiaverings 
'ihat  drip  from  the  Krieved  strings 
Of  her  lute.-We  weep  or  snnle 
r^ven  as  she,  meanwhile.) 

In  a  day,  long  dead  and  gone, 

When  her  castle  turrets  threw 

Their  long,  sharp  shadows  on 

The  sward  like  lances,— wan 
And  lone,  she  strayed  into 
Strange  grounds  where  lilies  grew. 
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There,  late  in  the  afternoon. 

As  she  sate  in  tlie  terrace  shade, 

Rav'HnR  a  half  spnn  tune 

I'roni  a  lute  like  a  wee  new-moon, — 
High  off  was  a  hngle  played. 
And  a  sound  as  of  steeds  that  neighed. 

And  the  lute  fell  from  her  hands. 

As  her  eyes  raised,  half  in  douht, 
To  the  arch  of  the  azure  lands 
Where  lu!  with  the  (lutteriiig  stranils 
Of  a  rainbow  reined  about 
His  wrist,  rode  a  horseman  out. 

And  The  Little  Princess  was  stirred 
Xo  less  at  his  steeds  than  him ; — 

A  jet-black  span  of  them  gird 

In  advance,  he  bestrode  the  third; 

And  the  troop  of  them  seemed  to  swim 
The  skies  as  the  Seraphim. 

Wingless  they  were,  yet  so 

Upborne  in  their  wondrous  flight- 
As  their  master  bade  thein  go, 
They  dwindled  on  high  ;  or  lo ! 

They  curved  from  their  heavenmost  height 
,\nd  swooped  to  her  level  sight. 

And  the  eyes  of  The  Little  Princess 
Grow  O  so  bright  as  tiie  chants 

Of  the  horseman's  courtliness, — 

Saluting  her  low— Ah,  yes ! 

And  lifting  a  voice  that  haunts 
Her  own  song's  weird  romance. 
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For  (she  sings)  at  last  he  swept 
As  near  to  her  as  the  tips 

Of  the  lilies,  that  whitely  slept. 

As  he  leaned  o'er  one  and  wept 
And  touched  it  with  his  lips- 
Sweeter  than  honey-drips! 

And  she  keeps  the  lily  yet 

As  the  horseman  hade  (she  says) 
As  he  launched,  with  a  wild  curvet, 
His  steeds  toward  the  far  sunset, 
Till  gulfed  in  its  gorgeousncss 
And  lost  to  The  Little  Princess: 

But  O,  my  maslcr  sn'cct! 

He  is  coming  again.'  (slir  sings) 
My  Prince  of  the  Coursers  fleet, 

II  itli  his  bugle's  eclioings. 

And  the  breath  of  his  voice  for  the  icings 
Of  the  sandals  of  his  feet! 


n6  The  Way  the  Baby  Woke 

And  this  is  the  w.iy  the  bahy  woke: 
As  when  in  deepest  drops  of  dew 
The  shine  and  shadows  sink  and  s.>ak, 

The  sweet  eyes  glimmered  through  and  through; 
And  eddyings  and  dimples  broke 

About  the  lips,  and  no  one  knew 
Or  could  divine  the  words  they  spoke— 
And  this  is  the  way  the  baby  woke. 
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The  Ciirus-Diiy  Parade 


0\  I !  tlic  Circus-Day  Parade !     How  the  busies  pliycil 
anil  played ! 
And  li"W  the  glossy  horses  tossed  their  flossy  niancs  and 

iiciRlicd, 
As  the  raltle  and  the  rhyme  of  the  tenor-drummer's  time 
Filled  all  the  hungry  hearts  of  us  with  melody  sublime! 

Ilow  the  grand  band-wagon  shone  with  a  splendor  all  il^ 

own, 
And  glittered   with   a  glory  that   our   dreams   had   ncv.r 

known ! 
And  how  the  boys  behind,  hi^h  and  Inw  of  every  kind. 
Marched  in  unconscious  capture,  with  a  rapture  undcllncii! 

How  the  horsemen,  two  and  two,  with   their  plumes   nf 

white  and  blue 
And  crimson,  gold  and  purple,  nodding  by  .it  me  and  ynu. 
Waved  the  banners  that  they  bore,  as  the  knights  in  days   .f 

yore. 
Till  our  glad  eyes  gleamed  and  glistened  like  the  spangl. . 

that  they  wore ! 
How  the  graceless-graceful  stride  of  the  elephant  was  cy.-I, 
And  the  capers  of  the  little  horse  that  cantered  at  his  si^K  ' 
How  the  shambling  camels,  tame  to  the  plaudits  of  llidi 

fame, 
With  listless  eyes  came  silent,  masticating  as  they  came. 

How  the  cages  jolted  past,  with  each  wagon  battened  fa-t. 
And  the  mystery  within  it  only  hinted  of  at  last 
From  the  little  grated  square  in  the  rear,  and  nosing  tli.n 
The  snout  of  some  strange  animal  that  sniffed  the  oui.r 

airl 
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-1.1. ne^G^us-Da,  Parade,    Ho.  .„e  bn«,es  p,a,ed  and 
'''''::;;;!;;«'''^^^''°""'°-^''-  flossy  .ancs  and 

nilcd'an' t  i'"'  ""  :'■■""  "'  ""  '---clru,nn,er-s  ,i„,e 
."cd  all  the  hungry  hearts  of  us  with  tnclody  sublime! 


//,? 


Utf/r  Girly-Girl 
J    ITTf.K  Girly  Girl,  of  you 

-'       Still  forever  I  am  dreaming,- 
Uughmg  eyes  of  limpid  blue— 

Tresses  glimmering  and  gleaming 
J-ikc  glad  waters  running  over 
SI.elving  shallows,  rinmie.I  with  elover 
1  rembling  where  the  cd.lies  whirl 
Gurgling,  "Little  Girly-Girl!" 

fnr  your  name  it  came  to  me 

I)'.wn  .he  hrink  of  brooks  that  hrouglu  it 
0"t  of  Paradise-and  we- 

Love  and  I-we,  leaning,  eaught  it 
I'ron.  the  ripples  ron,ping  nigh  us 
And  the  bubbles  l.i.mping  l,y  us 

Over  shoals  of  pH,l,|i.,|  pearl 

Lilting,  "Litlie  Girly-Girl  I"  ' 
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That  was  long  and  long  ago. 

But  in  memory  the  tender 
Winds  of  summer  weather  blow, 

And  the  roses  burst  in  splendor; 
And  the  meadow's  grassy  billows 
Break  in  blossoms  round  the  will'iws 

Where  the  currents  curve  and  curl, 

Calling,  "Little  Girly-Girl !" 


lip 


The  Boy-Frinid 

CLARPINCF.  my  boy-friend,  linb-   .uid   Mi'-ii 
O  he  is  as  jolly  ,is  he  is  yonnj.;; 
And  all  of  the  lauRhs  of  the  lyre  belong 
To  the  boy  all  unsung : 

So  I  want  to  sing  somclbing  in  bis  behalf — 
To  clang  some  chords,  for  I  be  good  it  is 

To  know  he  is  near,  and  to  have  the  laugh 
Of  that  wholesome  voice  of  his. 

I  want  to  tell  him  in  gcr.tlcr  ways 

Than  prose  may  do,  that  the  arms  of  rhymn 
Warm  and  tender  with  tuneful  praise. 

Are  abot**  'lim  all  the  time. 


I  want  him  to  know  that  the  quietest  nights 
We  have  passed  together  are  yet  with  me, 

Roisiiiing  over  the  old  delights 
That  were  born  of  his  company. 
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I  w.int  l,i„,  to  knoH-  I„nv  my  soi.l  esteems 
1  he   fairy  stories  of  Andersen 

An.l  the  Rl.-ul  translations  of  all  the  then,es 
Of  the  hearts  of  boyish  men. 

Want  him  to  know  that  my  fancy  flow. 
With  the  lilt  of  a  dear  old-fashioned  tune 

ThronKh  "Levvis  Carroll's"  poendy  prose 
A»cl  the  tale  of  "The  Rold  Dragoon." ' 

O  this  is  the  Prince  that  I  woid,l  sing- 
W.inid  drape  and  garnish  in  velvet  line 

Smce  courtlier  far  than  any  king 
Is  this  brave  boy-friend  of  mine. 


120 


The  Old,  Old  Wish 


J^AST  night,  in  some  lost  moo.l  of  meditation 

/■''<•  "-I'lle  n.y  dreatny  vision  ranged  the  far 
Lnfathomable  arches  of  creation, 

I  saw  a  falling  star : 

And  .as  tyy  eyes  swept  round  the  path  it  embered 

With  the  swift-dying  glory  of  its  glow, 
With  sudden  intuition  7  remembered, 
A  wish  of  long  ago 

A  wish  that,  were  it  made-so  ran  the  fancy 

Of  credulous  young  lover  and  of  lass— 
As  fell  a  star,  by  some  strange  necromancy, 
Would  surely  come  to  pass. 
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And,  of  itself,  tlie  wisli,  itilcrakd 

A  thousaml  times  in  vdtilli,  flaslnil  oVr  my  liraiii. 
And,  like  llie  star,  as  snim  olililerated, 
Dropped  into  ni>!lit  again. 

For  my  old  heart  had  wished  for  the  imending 

Devotion  of  a  little  maid  of  nine — 
And  that  the  girl-heart,  with  the  woman's  blending. 
Might  he  forever  mine. 

And  so  it  Was,  with  eyelids  raised,  and  weighty 

With  ripest  clnsterings  of  sorrow's  dew, 
I  cried  aloud  through  heaven :   "O  little  Katie ! 
When  will  my  wish  come  true?" 


UI 


A  Mothcr-Song 


MOTHER,  O  mother !  forever  T  cry  for  you. 
Sing  the  old  song  I  tnay  never  forget ; 
Even  in  slumber  I  murmur  and  sigh  for  you.— 
Mother,  O  Mother, 

Sing  low,  "Little  brother. 
Sleep,  for  thy  mother  bends  over  thee  yet  I" 

Mother,  O  mothe.  !  the  years  are  so  lonely, 

Filled  but  with  weariness,  doubt  and  regret ! 
Can't  yoit  come  back  to  me— for  tn-night  only. 
Mother,  my  mother, 

.^nd  sing,  "Little  brother, 
Sleep,  for  thy  mother  bends  over  thee  yet !" 
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Mother,  O  mother!  of  oMIhad  never 
One  wish  denied  me.  nor  trouble  to  fref 

Now-nn>st  I  cry  out  all  vainly  forever-  ' 
Mother,  sweet  mother, 

O  sinp,  ••I.iiik.  l.roiher 

Sleep,  for  thy  mother  bends  over'ihee  yet  !" 

Mother,  O  mother!  must  longing  and  sorrow 
I-cave  me  m  darkness,  with  eves  ever  wet 

And  never  the  hope  of  a  meeting  to-morrow' 
Answer  me,  mother, 

And  sing,  "Little  brother, 
i>lcep.  for  thy  mother  bends  over  thee  yet  !" 


T2J 


IJ'iffi  the  Current 

J)  ARRST  mood  of  all  the  vear! 
Aimless,  idle,  and  content— 
Sky  and  wave  atid  atmosphere 
Wholly  indolent. 

I-ittle  dauRhter,  loose  the  band 

From  your  tresses-let  them  pour 
i>hadow-Iike  o'er  arm  and  hand 
Idling  at  the  oar. 

Low  and  clear,  and  pure  and  deep. 

Ripples  of  the  river  sing- 
Water-lilies,  half  asleep. 

Drowsed  with  listening: 
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Tremulous  reflex  of  skies- 
Skies  above  ami  skies  below, — 
Paradise  and  Paradise 
Blending  even  so ! 

Blossoms  with  their  leaves  unrolled 

I-aughingly,  as  they  were  lips 
Cleft  with  ruddy  beaten  gold 
Tongues  of  poUen-tips. 

Rush  and  reed,  and  thorn  and  vine, 

Clumped  with  grasses  lithe  and  tall- 
With  a  web  of  suninier-shinc 
Woven  round  it  all. 

Back  and  forth,  and  to  and  fro- 
Flashing  scale  and  wing  as  one.— 
Dragon-flies  that  come  and  go. 
Shuttled  by  the  sun. 

Fairy  lilts  and  lullabies. 

Fine  as  fantasy  conceives, — 
Echoes  wrought  of  cricket-cries 
Sifted  through  the  leaves. 

O'er  ihe  rose,  with  drowsy  buzz, 

Hangs  the  bee,  and  stays  his  kiss. 
Even  as  my  fancy  does, 
Gypsy,  over  this. 
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L«  us  both  be  children-share 

Youth's  glad  voyage  night  and  day 
Drift  adown  it,  half  aware, 
Anywhere  we  may.— 

Drift  and  curve  and  deviate. 

Veer  and  eddy,  float  and  flow 
Waver,  swerve  and  undulate. 
As  the  bubbles  go. 


The  Hunter  Boy 

fJtl.XTERBoyof  Hn.elwood- 
K'-iPP-cr  than  Robin  Hood' 

Dance  acm„  the  preen,  nnd  stand 
-Suddenly,  with  lifted  hand 
Shading  eager  eyes,  and  he 
Thus  content  to  capture  me'- 
Cease  thy  quest  for  wil.ler  prey 
Than  my  willing  heart  to-day  I 

Hunter  Roy!  with  belt  and  how 

Ride  with  me,  or  let  me  go, 

An  thou  wdt,  in  wake  of  thee. 

■vesting  for  my  nn'ne  infancy! 

"■■''"  "i-vglacl  face  in  the  sun, 
-    '  thy  laughter  overrun 
Thy  ripe  lips,  until  mine  own 
Answer,  ringing,  tone  for  tone- 
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O  my  Hunter!  till  the  cup 
Of  thy  silver  biif'e  up. 
Anil  like  wine  pmir  out  for  m« 
All.  its  limpiil  melody  I 
Pout  tliy  liappy  lip'*  ;'""'  '''«'■': 
Music's  kisses  everywhere— 
Whiflf  o'er  foreet,  lielil  and  town, 
Tufts  of  tunc  like  thistle-down! 
O  to  go,  as  pnre  I  could, 
Hunter  Boy  of  Ilazelwood! 


The  ll'liitltcnncays 
(Set  Sail,  October  15,  lOrio) 


T]1F,  Whitheraways!— That's  what  I'll  have  to  cill 
You— sailing  off,  with  never  a  word  at  all 
Of  parting!— saitinR  'way  across  the  sea, 
With  never  one  good-bye  to  we— to  Me! 

Sailing  away  from  me,  with  no  farewell  !— 
Ah,  Parker  Hitt  and  sister  Muriel— 
And  Rodney,  too,  and  little  Laurance— all 
Sailing  away— just  as  the  leaves,  thi3  Fall ! 

Well,  then,  /  too  shall  sail  on  cheerily 
As  now  you  all  go  sailing  o'er  the  sea: 
I've  other  little  friends  with  me  on  shore- 
Though  they  but  make  me  yearn  for  yo»  the  more  I 
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And  so,  someHinf,  iltar  tittle  friend,  alar, 
When  this  hint  v.irr  ,l,all  rrach  ynu.  and'yoii  arc 
All  just  a  little  homesick,  ynu  mu«t  be 
As  brave  as  I  am  now,  and  think  of  met 

Or,  liaply,  if  yntir  eyes,  as  mine,  tironp  low, 
And  woiilil  be  bnmorcd  with  a  tear  or  so,— 
(".  to  your  I'ar.-nts.  Children  I-  lot  tlu-m  do 
The  cryi„g-\v,in  be  easier  for  them  to  I 


r^5    The  Orchard  Lands  of  Long  Ago 

'T'HR  orchard  lands  of  LonR  AroI 
()  drowsy  winds,  awake,  and  blow 
The  snowy  blossoms  hack  to  me. 
Ami  all  the  luids  that  used  to  be! 
Wow  back  along  the  grassy  ways 
Of  trnnnt  feet,  and  lift  the  haze 
Of  happy  summer  from  the  trees 
That  trail  their  tresses  in  the  seas 
Of  grain  that  float  and  overflow 
The  orchard  lands  of  Long  Ago ! 

lilow  back  the  melody  that  slips 
In  lazy  laughter  from  the  lips 
That  marvel  much  if  any  kiss 
Is  sweeter  than  the  apple's  is. 
Rlow  back  the  twitter  of  the  birds— 
The  lisp,  the  litter,  and  the  words 
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Of  merriment  that  found  the  »hine 
Of  summer-time  a  glorious  wine 
That  drenched  the  leaves  that  loved  it  »o, 
In  orchard  lands  of  Long  Ago  1 

O  memory!  ali:;ht  and  sing 
Where  rosy-beliied  pippins  cling, 
And  golden  russets  glint  and  gleam, 
As,  in  the  old  Arabian  dream, 
The  fruits  of  that  enchanted  tree 
The  glad  Aladilin  robheil  for  me ! 
And,  drowsy  winds,  awake  and  fan 
My  blood  as  when  it  overran 
A  heart  ripe  as  the  apples  grow 
In  orchard  lands  of  Long  Ago! 


126  A  Passing  Hail 

LET  us  rest  ourselves  a  bit ! 
Worry?— wave  your  hand  to  it- 
Kiss  your  finger-tips,  and  smile 
It  farewell  a  little  while. 

Weary  of  the  weary  way 
We  have  come  from  Yesterday, 
Let  us  fret  us  not,  instead. 
Of  the  weary  way  ahead. 

Let  us  pause  and  catch  our  breath 
On  the  hither  si<le  of  death, 
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While  »c  sec  the  tender  slioou 
Of  the  grasses— iioi  i||,.  roots,— 

While  we  yet  look  ,Iown-no|  up- 
To  «e,-lf  ,,„t  the  Iniiicrcup 
Ami  the  (Inisy  where  they  wave 
O'er  the  green  home  of  the  grave. 

lot  us  launch  us  smoothly  on 
The  soft  hiijows  of  the  lawn. 
And  drift  out  across  tlio  main 
Of  our  childish  dreams  again : 

Voyage  off,  beneath  the  frees, 
O'er  the  fiehl's  enchanted  seas, 
Where  the  lilies  are  our  sails,' 
And  our  sea-gulls,  nightingales : 

Where  no  wilder  storm  shall  beat 
'I  han  the  wind  that  waves  the  wheat. 
And  no  tempest-burst  above 
The  old  laughs  we  used  to  love : 

Lose  all  troubles-gain  release. 
Languor,  and  exceeding  peace. 
Cruising  i<||y  o'er  the  vast. 
Calm  nn'd-occan  of  the  Past. 

Let  us  rest  ourselves  a  bit ! 
Worry?- Wave  your  hand  to  it- 
Kiss  your  finger-tips,  and  smile 
It  farewell  a  little  while. 
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Em'ov 


MAXY  pleasures  of  Youth  have  been  buoyantly  sunR- 
Anil,  borne  on  the  winds  of  delight,  may  they  be.a 
With  their  palpitant  wings  at  the  hearts  of  the  Yoiins.;, 

And  in  bosoms  of  Age  find  as  warm  a  retreat  !  — 
Yet  sweetest  of  all  of  the  musical  throng. 

Though  least  of  the  numbers  that  upward  aspire, 
Is  the  one  rising  now  into  wavering  song, 
As  I  sit  in  the  silence  and  gaze  in  the  lire. 

•Tis  a  Winter  long  dead  that  beleaguers  my  door 

And  muffles  his  steps  in  the  snows  of  the  past : 
And  I  see,  in  the  embers  I'ln  dreaming  before. 

Lost  faces  of  love  as  they  looked  cm  me  last  ;— 
The  round,  laughing  eyes  of  the  desk-mate  of  old 

(ileaui  out  for  a  moment  with  truant  desire- 
Then  fade  and  are  lost  in  a  City  of  f.old. 

As  I  sit  in  the  silence  and  gaze  in  the  fire. 

And  then  comes  the  face,  peering  back  in  my  own. 

Of  a  shy  little  girl,  with  her  lids  drooping  low, 
As  she  faltering  tells,  in  a  far-away  tone, 

The  ghost  of  a  story  of  long,  long  ago.— 
Then  her  dewy  bine  eyes  they  are  lifted  again ; 

But  I  see  their  glad  light  slowly  fail  and  expire. 
As  I  reach  and  cry  to  her  in  vain,  all  in  vain!— 

As  I  sit  in  the  silence  and  gaze  in  the  fire. 

Then  the  face  of  a  Mother  looks  back,  through  the  mist 
Of  the  tears  that  are  welling;  and.  lucent  with  light. 

I  see  the  dear  smile  of  the  lips  I  have  kissed 
As  she  knelt  bv  my  cradle  at  morning  and  night ; 
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\n;l  my  arm,,  nrc  o,„helcl.  wi,h  a  ycarn-ng  ,00  wil.I 
'or  any  b,„  Go,l  i„  His  love  to  inspire. 

•Vs  I  sit  in  the  silence  am»  gn^.c  in  the  fire. 

'^P.ithns  of  rapture!  O  gWiWs  pain  r 
Jh  luart  is  a  blossom  of  joy  overrun 
W  uh  a  shower  of  tears,  as  a  lily  with  rain 

1     '  i..ht  of  the  frost  may  ,leseen,J  on  the  tre^ 
■  n<t  .he  leaf  an.l  the  ftower  may  faJt  and  expire 
I-    over  an,l  ever  love  blossoms  for  me 
As  I  s,t  m  the  silenee  and  gaze  in  the  fire. 


I* 


GREEN  FIELDS  AND  RUNNING 
BROOKS 


138 


A  Country  Pathway 


1C0ME  upon  it  suddenly,  alone— 
A  little  pathway  winding  in  the  weeds 
That  fringe  the  roadside ;  and  with  dreams  my  own, 
I  wander  as  it  leads. 


md  shine, 


Full  wistfully  along  the  slender  way, 
Thrnush  summer  tan  of  freekled  shade  ; 

I  take  the  path  that  leads  me  as  it  may- 
Its  every  choice  is  mine. 

A  chipmunk,  or  a  sudden-whirring  qnail. 
Is  startled  hy  my  step  as  on  I  fare— 

A  garter-snake  across  the  dnsty  trail 
Glances  and— is  not  there. 


Above  tlie  arching  jimson-weeds  flare  twos 
And  twos  of  salldu-yellow  butterflies, 

Likv  bl'ioms  of  lorn  primroses  blowing  loose 
When  autumn  winds  arise. 

The  rrail  dips— dwmdles— hrnadcns  then,  and  lifi^ 
Itself  a'tridc  a  cross-road  dubiously, 

And,  from  the  fennel  marge  beyond  it,  drifts 
Still  onward,  beckoning  me. 
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And  thouRli  it  need.-  ninst  lure  me  mile  on  mile 
Out  of  the  public  highway,  slill  I  go, 

-My  thoughts,  far  in  advance  in  Indian-file, 
Allure  mc  even  so. 


Why,  I  am  as  a  long-lost  hoy  that  went 
At  dusk  to  bring  the  cattle  to  the  bars. 

And  was  not  found  again,  though  Heaven  lent 
His  mother  all  the  stars 

With  which  to  seek  him  through  that  awful  night. 

O  years  of  nights  as  vain !— Stars  never  rise 
But  well  might  miss  their  glitter  in  the  light 

Of  tears  in  mother-eyes! 


So— on.  with  quickened  hrcith'    I  follow  still— 
My  avant-courier  must  be  obeyed  ! 

'rhu<-  .ini  I  led,  and  thus  the  path,  at  will. 
Invites  me  to  invade 


A  meadow's  precincts,  where  my  daring  guide 
Clambers  the  steps  of  an  old-fashioned  stile. 

And  stumbles  down  again,  the  other  side. 
To  gambol  there  awhile 

In  pranks  of  hide-and-seek,  as  on  ahead 
I  see  it  running,  while  the  clover-stalks 

Shake  rosy  fists  at  me,  as  though  they  said— 
"You  dog  our  country-walks 


i6l 


THE   LOCKERBIE   HOOK 

"And  mutilate  us  with  your  walkinRStii-k  !— 

We  will  not  suffer  tamely  what  you  do, 
And  warn  you  at  your  peril,— for  we'll  sic 
Our  bumblebees  on  you !" 

But  I  smile  bpck,  in  airy  nonchalance,— 
The  more  determined  on  my  wayward  quest, 

As  some  briyht  memory  a  moment  dawns 
A  morning  in  my  breast — 


Sending  a  thrill  that  hurries  me  along 

In  faulty  similes  of  childish  skips. 
Enthused  with  lithe  contortions  of  a  song 

Peril irming  un  my  lips. 

In  wild  mcandcrings  o'er  pasture  wealth- 
Erratic  wanderings  through  dead'ning  lands, 

Where  sly  old  brambles,  plucking  me  by  stealth, 
Put  berries  in  my  hands: 


Or  the  path  climbs  a  boulder— wades  a  slough- 
Or.  rollicking  through  buttercups  and  Hags, 

Goes  gaily  dancing  o'er  a  deep  bayou 
On  old  tree-trunks  and  snags: 

Or,  at  the  creek,  leads  o'er  a  linipiil  pool 
Upon  a  bridge  the  stream  itself  has  made, 
With  some  Spring-freshet  for  the  mighty  tool 
That  its  foundation  laid. 
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r  pause  a  moment  I.ere  to  l,o„,I  a„<l  muse 
W„h  .Ircamy  eyes,  on  my  reflection,  where 

A  boat-b.cke<I  b.,g  drifts  on  a  helpless  cruise 
Or  wildly  oars  the  air, 

As   dimly  seen,  the  pir.ite  of  the  l.rook- 

[h,  p,ke,  whose  jann.y  hnik  denotes  his  speed- 
^SwniKS  p,voti„„  al,„nt,  with  wary  look 
Of  low  and  cunning  greed. 

Till,  filled  with  other  though,,  I  turn  again 

lo  where  the  pathway  enters  in  a  realm 
Of  lordly  woodland,  u.t.ler  sovereign  reign 
Of  towering  oak  and  elm. 

A  puritanic  quiet  here  reviles 

The  almost  whispered  wnrhle  from  the  hedge 

Am. akes  a  locusfs  rasping  voice  and  files 
I  lie  silence  to  an  edge. 

In  -icl,  a   .nli„„i,,  my  somber  w.ay 
Sirays  lik-.-  a  misanthrope  uithi,,  a  gloom 

Of  h,s  own  shadows- -till  ,he  perfect  day 
bursts  into  sudden  bloom. 

And  crowns  a  long,  declining  stretch  of  space 
\   here  King  Corns  armi.s  lie  with  flags  un'furled 

An     wlu.re  the  valley's  din,  in  Nature's  face 
iJiniples  a  smiling  «orld. 
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And  lo!  through  mists  that  may  not  lie  dispelled, 
I  sec  an  old  farm  homestca<l,  as  in  dreams, 

Where,  like  a  gem  in  costly  setting  held. 
The  old  log  cabin  gleams. 


O  darling  Pathway !  lead  me  bravely  on 
Adown  your  valley-way,  and  rnii  before 

Among  the  roses  crowding  up  the  lawn 
And  thronging  at  the  door, — 


And  carry  up  the  echo  there  that  shall 
Arouse  the  drowsy  dog,  that  he  may  bay 

The  household  out  to  greet  the  prodigal 
That  wanders  home  to-day. 


I2g  Judith 

/^  HKR  eyes  are  amher-finc — 
^^    D.Trk  and  deep  as  wells  of  wine, 
While  her  smile  is  like  the  noon 
Splendor  of  a  day  of  June. 
If  she  sorrow — lo!  her  face 
It  is  like  a  flowery  space 
In  bright  meadows,  overlaid 
With  light  clouds  and  lulled  with  shade. 
If  she  laugh — it  is  a  trill 
Of  the  wayward  whippoorwill 
Over  upland  pastures,  heard 
Echoed  by  the  moiking-bird 
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■'"'II':  '.(XKKkiiii.;  nooK 

'"  'liin  .l„rk<..s  ,k.„M.  „i,|,  |,|„„„. 
Ami  l.l„rr..,|  d„yi,„,s  „f  „„f.„„,. 
If  she  siKh-  a  ,q,lnr  shcIIs 
Over  odorous  iisphotlels 
Ami  wan  lil,es  i„  |„,|,  p,,,,. 
Of  noo„-rlrow„',|    forBcl-,ne-„ot, 
Ihcn,  ,l,c  soft  ,„„,,,  „f  ,,,,  ,,,,„,_ 
lakes  all  hreath  lo  under.s.ami 
What  lo  liken  it  thereto'- 
Never  roseleaf  rinse,!  with  .lew 
f  '«'"  '^'P  ««"l'"-snave  ,h,„,  sli„s 
Her  slow  pain,,  the  while  lar  lips 
Swoon  throuKh  n.ine,  with  k.ss  .,„  k,. 
i'weet  as  heated  honey  is 


/?0 
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Jo/ill  Bro-fu 

I^IT  in   hetwcen   the   lines  of  hi.   life-deed 
\Vetr.cethes.eredservia.nfal„.art 


,"""'"«  "^^  '«"-  """."and,  in  everv  „.„ 
:     n.,.nh.„„anweal:     His  ,.,,„„„  .f,' 

'-    "veess;  and  his  Ke,,tle  hands  did  lead 
Of  other  wounds  than  rankled  a,  ,l,e  dart 

iirTtfT''''^' «'"-'' •■'--'---. 

ilL  served  tlic  lowliest  first— mv    .1, 
'II  ""yt  them  ;il()iir 

he  ntost  despised  that  eV-r  wreaked  vain  I     ath 

^cr.s  of  supplianee  in  the  reign  where,         "' 

RdGudt  sate  s,„at  upon  her  spattered  ,hro„,..._ 

U     -:;:"''■''  '''"^  '•"-'-  -entto  death. 

■'"'"   ""^  "'^^^■^'  "'••'"  loves  c-e  like, ha,. 
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/.?/  Whcrc-Aa'ay 

r~\  11  IE  I.an.ls  of  \Vlurc-.\w;.y! 
^~^       I  ell  i:.i— tell  us— whirc  arc  lluy? 
'I'hroiiHh  the  Jarkiicss  ami  llic  dawn 
\\u  have  joiirmyi'd  on  ami  on — 
I'rom  the  cradle  to  the  cross— 
l'"roin  possession  unto  loss, — 
Seeking  still,  from  day  to  .'  v, 
For  the  lands  of  Where-  '  vay. 

When  our  bahy-fcet  wr,     first 
riaiitcd  where  the  daisies  burst, 
And  the  greenest  grasses  grew 
In  the  fields  we  wamlireil  through, — 
On,  with  eliildisli  discontent, 
ICver  on  and  on  we  went. 
Hoping  still  to  pass,  some  day. 
O'er  the  verge  of  VVhere-Away. 

Roses  laid  theii  velvet  lips 
On  our  own,  with  fragrant  sips ; 
But  their  kisses  held  us  not, 
All  their  sweetness  we  forgot;— 
Though  the  brambles  in  our  track 
Plucked  at  us  to  hold  us  back— 
"Just  ahead,"  we  used  to  say, 
"Lie  the  Lands  of  Where-Away." 

Children  at  the  pasture-bars, 
Through  the  dusk,  like  glinnnering  stars. 
Waved  their  hands  that  we  should  bide 
With  them  over  eventide : 
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J?""">lH.  .lark  thcir  voice,  failed 

iMltlTMIRly,  as  llK.y  l,..,i|,,|, 

Aiul  (lic'd  i„to  ycslcrday- 
NiKht  aliiad  and-Wlurc-Away? 

T»  ini-.K  arms  about  us  thrown- 
Warui  caresses,  all  our  own, 
Cau  but  Slay  us  for  a  spdl— 
I-"vc  liaih  Ijtiie  „(,„,  ,„  ,^,|, 

'  "  ""■■  *""'  '"  need  supreme, 
A^-I'Mig  ever  will,  the  dream 
Of  the  endless  bliss  it  may 
I'"Kli„LandsofWhere-AwayI 


Being  His  Mother 


gErNGhismother.-whenheKnesaway 
I»ould„otholdhimoverlo„K.andso 

J-o  catch  the  faintest  uuuor  of, hem  I'xay 

S"kever„„n,el    Ah  -  what  stress  of  Inve 

OB,vest  me  to  guard  with  Thec-thiswisc: 
,  P  '■  '"""'  -^P^"-''  --■vcr  to  be  denied 
Mm.o  own-being  his  mother!    All  thereof 

I -nknowes,  only,  looking  frou,  , be  skies 
A^  when  not  Christ  alone  was  crucified 
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J  ,/  Wati-r-Col,)!- 

LnW  hiclilcn  ill  anioiig  the  forcsltn-rs 
>      An  artist's  lilti'd  cnwl,  aiiWIc-cli-cp 
III  toiisili-.l   (>riis  an.l  iii.issis,  an<l  in  these 
A  IliUfy  waUr-spaniol,  half  asleep 

Uisiilc  a  skctdi-tiiink  ami  a  fallen  hat— 
A  little  wicker  llask  tossed  into  that. 

A  sense  of  nttcr  carelessness  aivl  K"ec 

Of  pure  ahandnn  in  the  sluiiib'nms  scene,— 
As  if  the  Jnnc,  all  hoydenish  of  face, 

Had  romped  herself  to  sleep  there  on  the  Krecn 
And  brink  an.l  sanKint!  hri.lge  and  sliding  sir.. nil 
Were  just  roni.intic  parcel>  of  lier  dream. 
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As  niie  in  sorrow  looks  npoii 
;iie  dead  face  "i  a  loyal  frien.l. 
Fly  the  dim  light  of  New  Year's  dawn 
I  saw  the  Old  Year  end. 

i'lion  the  pallid  fcatnr--  lay 

The  dear  old  smile— -..■  warm  and  hrinht 
Kre  thus  its  cheer  ha.l  dicil  away 

In  a.hes  of  dclielit. 
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Ttir  li..n.U  that  I  had  l,arno.l  i„  Invf 
With  MrcnKil,  of  ,,;,ssi,.„  half  .liviiic 

Win-  f,.l,|,.,l  ,„„v,  all  liceillcss  of 
Tlie  ciiipiiiicss  of  mine. 

'111.,  eyes  lliat  once  ha,!  shod  (heir  hrifiht 
Sttcrl  looks  hk,   Minsliine.  now  were  ,1«|| 

A'lil  .'i.T  lidded  from  ilio  liRht 
That  made  ih.ni  heantifiil. 


The  chimes  of  l,,.||s  were  in  Ihe  air, 
And  sonn.ls  of  „„rih  in  hall  and 'street 

Wnh  pealinw  lanj;hier  everywhere 
And  ihroh  of  dnnnnR  feet: 

The  niirlh  and  the  convivial  din 

Of  revelers  in  wanton  glee, 
Willi  times  of  harp  and  violin 

In  tangled  harmony. 

Hut  with  a  sense  of  nameless  dread. 

I  tnrne<l  me,  from  the  merry  face 
Of  this  newcomer,  to  my  dead; 

And,  kneeling  there  a  space, 

I  sobbed  aloud,  all  tearfully  :— 
By  this  dear  face  so  fixed  and  cold, 

O  Lord,  let  not  this  New  Year  be 
As  happy  as  the  old! 


169 


MICROCOPY    RESOLUTION    TEST   CHART 

(ANSI  ond  ISO  TEST  CHART  No.  2) 


t25  i  U    i  ,.6 


^  APPLIED  liVMGE    Inc 

S^  165J   East    Main    Street 

B^  Rochester,    New    York  14609        USA 

^  =  (716)   482  -  0300  -  Phons 

S:S  (716)   288  -  5989  -  fax 


THE  LOCKERBIE  BOOK 
JJ5  North  and  South 

OF  the  North  I  wove  a  dream, 
All  bespangled  wilh  the  gleam 
Of  the  glancing  wings  of  swallows 
Dipping  ripples  in  a  stream, 
That,  like  a  tide  of  wine, 
Wound  through  lands  of  shade  and  shine 
Where  purple  grapes  hung  bursting  on  the  vine. 

And  where  orchard-boughs  were  bent 
Till  their  tawny  fruitage  blent 

With  the  golden  wake  that  marked  the 
Way  the  happy  reapers  went ; 
Where  the  dawn  died  into  noon 
As  the  May-mists  into  June, 
And  the  dusk  fell  like  a  sweet  face  in  a  swoon. 

Of  the  South  I  dreamed :   And  there 
Came  a  vision  clear  and  fair 

As  the  marvelous  enchantments 
Of  the  mirage  of  the  air; 
And  I  saw  the  bayou-trees, 
W  ith  their  lavish  draperies. 
Hang  heavy  o'er  the  moon-washed  cypress-kneu- 

Peering  from  lush  fens  of  rice, 
I  beheld  the  Negro's  eyes, 

Lit  with  that  old  superstition 
Death  itself  can  not  disguise ; 
And  I  saw  the  palm-tree  nod 
Like  an  Oriental  god. 

And  the  cotton  froth  and  bubble  from  the  pod. 
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And  I  .Ircamecl  ,I,a,  North  and  Sonth. 

VV'thasigl,  of  dewanddroutli, 

Blew  each  unto  the  other 
The  saUite  of  Up  and  mciith  • 
And  I  wakened,  awed  and  thrilled- 
tvery  donhling  miirmnr  stilled 

I"  the  silence  of  the  dream  I  found  fulfilled. 
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Blind 

you  think  it  is  a  sorry  thing 

That  I  am  Wind.    Your  pitying 
Is  welcome  to  me;  yet  indeed, 
I  thmk  I  have  bnt  little  need 
Of  it.  Though  you  may  marvel  much 

'  hat  «v,  who  see  by  sense  of  touch 
And  taste  and  hearing,  see  things  you 

May  never  look  upon;  and  true 
Is  It  that  even  in  the  scent 

Of  blossoms,,,,  find  something  meant 
No  eyes  have  m  their  faces  read. 
Or  wept  to  see  interpreted. 

And  you  might  think  it  strange  if  now 
I  to  d  you  you  were  smiling.    How 

no  I  know  that?    I  hold  your  hand- 
Jts  language  I  can  understand- 
G.ve  both  to  me,  and  I  will  show 
You  many  other  things  I  know 
Listen:     We  never  met  before 

TdI„ow?_WeIl,  you  are  something  lower 
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Than  five-feet-eight  in  hcisht;  ami  yoii 

Are  slender ;  and  your  eyes  are  liliie— 

Yonr  mother's  eyes— your  mother's  hair— 

Your  mother's  likeness  everywhere 

Save  in  your  walk— and  that  is  quite 

■your  father's;  nervous.— Am  I  right? 

I  thought  so.    And  you  used  to  sing. 

But  have  neglected  everything 

Of  vocalism— though  you  may 

Still  thrum  on  the  guitar,  and  play 

A  little  on  the  violiii, — 

I  know  that  by  the  callous  in 

The  finger-tips  of  your  left  hand— 

i\nd,  by-the-by.  though  nature  planned 

You  as  most  men,  you  are,  I  sec, 

"Left-handed,"  too,— the  mystery 

Is  clear,  though,— your  right  arm  ha>  been 

Broken,  to  "break"  the  left  one  in. 

And  so,  you  see,  though  blind  of  sight, 

I  still  have  ways  of  seeing  quite 

Too  well  for  you  to  sympatlii/e 

Excessively,  with  your  good  eyes.- 

Though  once,  perhaps,  to  be  shicere, 

Within  the  whole  asylum  here, 

r'r  jm  cupola  to  basement  hall, 

I  was  the  blindest  of  them  all  1 

Let  us  move  farther  down  the  walk— 
The  man  here  waiting  hears  my  talk, 
And  is  disturbed;  besides,  he  may 
Not  be  quite  friendly  anyway. 
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In  facf-(tliis  will  be  far  enmigli; 
Sit  ,|nwn)_thc  nmn  just  spnkcn  of 
Was  once  a  friend  of  mine.    He  came 
I'or  treatment  here  from  Bnrlingame— 
A  rich  ihotiRh  briUiant  student  tliere, 
\\'ho  read  his  eyes  out  of  repair, 
And  groped  his  way  up  here,  where  wc 
liecanie  acquainted,  and  where  he 
Met  one  of  our  girl-teachers,  and, 
If  you'll  believe  mc,  asked  her  hand 
In  marriage,  though  the  girl  was  blind 
As  I  am— and  the  girl  declined. 
Odd,  wasn't  it?    Look,  you  can  see 
Him  waiting  there.     Fine,  isn't  he? 
And  handsome,  eloquently  wide 
And  high  of  brow,  and  dignified 
With  every  outward  grace,  his  sight 
Restored  to  him,  clear  and  bright 
As  day-dawn ;  waiting,  waiting  still 
For  the  blind  girl  that  never  will 
Be  wife  of  his.    How  do  I  know? 
You  will  recall  a  while  ago 
I  told  you  he  and  I  were  friends. 
In  all  that  friendship  comprehends, 
I  -i'as  his  friend,  I  swear!  why,  now. 
Remembering  his  love,  and  how 
His  confidence  was  all  my  own, 
I  hear,  in  fancy,  the  low  tone 
Of  his  deep  voice,  so  full  of  pride 
And  passion,  yet  .so  pacified 
With  his  affliction,  that  it  seems 
An  utterance  sent  out  of  dreams 
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Of  Siuldcst  rmloily,  withal 
So  sorrowfully  musical 
It  was,  and  is,  inust  ever  be — 
But  I'm  (ligressiiiK,  pardon  me. 
/  knew  not  anytliing  of  love 
In  tliose  days,  hut  of  that  ahove 
All  worlilly  passiirti,— fur  my  art- 
Music,— and  that,  with  all  my  heart 
And  soh1,  blent  in  a  love  too  great 
For  wor<ls  of  mine  to  estimate 
And  though  among  my  pupils  she 
Whose  love  my  friend  soukIu  came  to  me, 
I  only  knew  h  r  fingers'  touch 
Because  they  ioitercil  ovcrniucli 
In  simple  scales,  aiid  needs  must  be 
Untangled  almost  constantly. 
But  she  was  bright  in  other  ways. 
And  quick  of  thought;  with  ready  plays 
Of  wit,  and  with  a  voice  as  sweet 
To  listen  to  as  otie  might  meet 
In  any  oratorio— 
And  once  I  gravely  told  ber  so,— 
And,  at  my  words,  her  limpid  lone 
Of  laughter  faltered  to  a  moan. 
And  fell  from  that  into  a  sigh 
That  quavered  all  so  wearily, 
That  I,  witliout  the  tear  that  crept 
Between  the  keys,  had  known  she  wept; 
And  yet  the  hand  I  reached  for  then 
She  crught  away,  and  laughed  again. 
And  •     on  that  evening  I  strolled 
With  my  old  friend,  I,  smiling,  told 
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Him  I  l.clieveil  the  girl  and  lie 
Were  matched  and  mated  perfectly: 
He  wassonohle;  she,  so  fair 

Of  speech,  and  womanly  of  air; 

Jle,  strung,  anihitious ;  she,  as  inild 

And  artless  even  as  a  child; 

And  with  a  nature,  I  was  sure, 

As  worshipful  as  it  was  pure 

An.l  sweet,  and  hrinnned  with  tender  things 

licyond  his  rarest  fancyings. 

He  stopped  me  solemnly.    He  knew 

He  said,  how  good,  and  just,  and  true 
Was  all  I  said  of  her;  but  as 
For  his  own  virtues,  jet  them  pass. 
Since  they  were  nothing  to  the  one 
That  he  Iiad  set  his  heart  upon; 

For  hut  that  mo, ning  she  h.id  turned 

Forever  from  him.     Then  I  learned 

1  liat  for  a  month  !:e  ha-'  delayed 

His  going  from  us,  with  no  aid 

Of  hope  to  hold  him,-mecting  still 

Her  ever-firm  denial,  till 

Not  even  in  his  new-found  .sight 
He  found  one  comfort  or  delight. 
And  as  his  voice  broke  there,  I  felt 
The  brother-heart  within  me  melt 
In  warm  compassion  for  his  own 
That  throbbed  so  utterly  alone. 
And  then  a  sudden  fancy  hit 
Along  my  brain;  and  coupling  it 
With  a  belief  that  I,  indeed, 
Might  help  my  friend  in  his  great  need, 
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I  warmly  saiil  that  I  woiilj  go 
Myself,  if  lie  deciik'il  so, 
And  see  her  fur  him — that  I  knew 
My  pleading's  vvinild  be  listenuil  to 
Most  seriously,  and  that  she 
Shonld  love  liini,  listening  to  me. 
Go;  Mess  me!    And  lliat  was  the  last — 
The  last  lime  his  warm  hand  shut  fast 
Within  my  own — so  empty  sinee, 
Tlial  the  remembered  finger-prints 
I've  kissed  a  thousand  times,  and  wet 
Them  with  the  tears  of  all  regret! 

I  know  not  how  to  r!  ;htly  tell 

How  fared  my  quest,  and  what  befell 

Me,  coming  in  the  presence  of 

That  blind  girl,  and  her  blinder  love. 

I  know  but  little  else  than  that 

Above  the  chair  in  which  she  sat 

I  leant — reaened  for,  and  found  her  hand. 

And  held  it  for  a  moment,  and 

Took  up  the  other— held  them  both — 

As  might  a  friend,  I  wilt  take  oath : 

Spoke  leisurely,  as  might  a  man 

Praying  for  no  thing  other  ilian 

He  thinks  Heaven's  justice: — She  was  blind, 

I  said,  and  yet  a  noble  mind 

Most  truly  loved  her;  one  whose  fond 

Clear-sighled  vision  looked  bej'ond 

The  bounds  of  her  infirmity. 

And  saw  the  woman,  perfectly 
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Modeled  and  wrought  out  pure  amUrue 
And  lovable.     She  quailed,  and  drew 
Her  hands  away,  but  closer  slill 
I  caught  then,.    "Rack  n,e  as  you  will  !" 
She  cr,ed  out  sharpIj-Xall  me  'blind'- 
Love  ever  is-I  am  resigned  ' 
Bhnd  is  your  friend;  as  blind  as  he 
Am  I_but  blindest  of  the  three- 

^ea   blind  as  death-you  will  not  see 
JsJy  love  for  you  is  killing  me!" 

There  is  a  memory  that  may 
Not  ever  wholly  fade  away 

I'-ron.  out  my  heart,  so  bright  and  fair 
I  I'e  l.ght  of  it  still  glimmers  there 

\   hy,  ,,  did  seem  as  though  my  sight 
llanu-d  back  upon  me,  da«li„g  „.hite 
And  gndhke.    Not  one  other  word 
Of  hers  I  listened  for  or  heard 
I^'it  I  .r«z..  songs  stmg  in  l,er  eyes 
V  '  ""'^  '•'■''  ^^^°™>  "P  drowning-wise 
A.'^  my  mad  lips  ,lid  strike  her  own       ' 
And  we  dash,   '  one,  and  one  alone -' 
Ah!  was  it  treachery  forme 
T.0  kneel  there,  drinking  eagerly 

That  torrent-flow  of  words  that  swept 
Out  laughingly  the  tears  she  wept '_ 
Sweet  words!  O  sweeter  far,  maybe, 
rhan  light  of  day  ,o  those  tha-  see- 
God  knows,  who  did  the  rapture  se'nd 
iome,  and  hold  it  from  my  friend 
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And  we  were  married  half  a  year 
Ako— And  he  is— wailiiiK  hiri', 
IIcc<llcss  of  that— or  ariytliiiiii, 
But  just  that  he  is  linnuriiiK 
To  say  gnod-byc  to  her   aiul  l)i)W— 
As  yim  may  sea  him  doiiij!  now,— 
Fur  there's  her  footstep  in  the  liall ; 
God  bless  her  I— help  him !— save  us  all ' 


/  ;j  To  Hear  Her  Sing 

To  hear  her  sing— tn  hear  her  sing- 
It  is  to  hear  the  birds  of  Spring 
In  dewy  groves  on  lilooming  spr  .ys 
I'onr  out  their  lilitlicst  roundelays. 

It  is  to  hear  the  robin  trill 

At  morning,  or  the  whippnorwill 

At  dusk,  when  stars  are  blossoming— 

To  hear  her  sing— to  hear  her  sing ! 


To  hear  her  sing— it  is  to  hear 
The  laugh  of  childhood  ringing  clear 
In  woody  path  or  grassy  lane 
Our  feet  may  never  fare  again. 

Faint,  far  away  as  Memory  dwells, 
It  is  to  hear  the  village  hells 
At  twilight,  as  the  truant  hears 
Them,  hastening  home,  with  smiles  and  tears, 
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Siirli  jny  it  is  io  hiMr  licr  sm^, 
Wf  fall  ill  l„vi.  will,  i-vcrylliiriK— 
I'hc  simi)lc  thintrs  of  every  ilay 
Onuv  lijvclicr  tliaii  words  can  say. 

■|  he  idle  I.rnoks  iliat  purl  across 
riu'  gleamiiiK  Pel.l.lw  ai.,1  |lu.  ,„„ss 
Wf  love  no  less  than  classic  stream^  — 
Tlic  Rhincs  i..,d  Amos  of  our  dreamt 

To  Iiear  |,cr  sing-with  folded  eyes, 
't  is,  lieiicath  Venetian  skies, 
Ic  hear  the  gond..licrs'  refrain, 
Or  troubadours  of  sunny  Spain.— 

To  hear  the  bulhul's  voice  that  shook 
■Ihe  throat  that  trilled  f..r  I.alla  Ronkh: 
\V  hat  wonder  wc  in  homage  bring 
Our  hearts  to  her-to  hear  her  sing! 
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T^ie  Hereafter 

PJ  EREAFTER  !    O  we  need  not  waste 

Our  smiles  or  tears,  whatc'er  befall : 
N'o  happiness  but  holds  a  taste 

Of  something  sweeter,  after  all;— 
N'o  depth  of  agon<-  but  feels 

Some  fragment  of  abiding  trust,— 
Whatever  Death  unlocks  or  seals,' 
The  mute  beyond  is  just. 
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/jp         While  the  Musician  Played 

OM"  wa<  lint  n  ilrcain  I  Imd 
While  llic  musician  played! — 
And  here  llie  sky.  and  hero  the  glad 

Old  ocean  kissed  the  glade; 
And  here  the  langliing  ripples  ran, 

And  here  the  roses  grew 
That  threw  a  kiss  to    very  man 
That  voyaged  with  the  crew. 

Our     iken  sails  in  lazy  folds 

Urooped  in  the  hreathless  lireezc : 
As  o'er  a  field  of  marigolds 

Our  eyes  swam  o'er  the  seas ; 
While  here  the  eddies  lisped  and  purled 

Around  the  i  !and's  rim. 
And  up  from  out  the  underworld 

We  saw  the  mermen  swim. 

And  it  was  dawn  and  middle-d.iy 

And  midnight — for  the  moon 
On  silver  rounds  across  the  h.iy 

Had  climbed  the  skies  of  June. 
And  there  the  glowing,  glorious  king 

Of  day  ruled  o'er  his  realm, 
With  stars  of  midnight  glittering 

About  his  diadem. 

The  sea-gull  reeled  on  languid  wing 
Tn  circles  round  the  mast, 

We  beard  the  songs  the  sirens  sing 
As  we  went  sailing  past ; 
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An.l  up  anil  (l„«,i  tli.  Kol.lni  sands 

A  llioiisand  fairy  llimiiKs 
I-lnnK  at  us  fn„„  ,|,,ir  ,lasl,i„g  hands 

I  111'  c'dicK-s  „f  tlkii-  siniKs. 

O  it  was  l)iit  a  driam  I  had 

Whili-  111,-  musiriaii  playcil ! 

l-'"r  Iktc  Ih,   sky,  and  hor,'  the  wlad 

Old  i>c\an  kissed  ihi-  Kladi-; 
And  lurr  ihc  laiiKhinK  rippli-s  ran, 

And  hiri'  the  rusi-s  Rrcw 
'lliat  threw  a  kiss  to  every  man 

That  voyaged  with  the  crew. 


'■>"  Tlic  Iron  Horse 

^  O  song  is  mine  of  Aral,  steed— 

My  courser  is  of  nnhler  hlood. 
And  cleaner  limh  and  Heeler  speed,  ' 

And  greater  strength  and  iiardihood 
Than  ever  cantered  wild  and  free 
Across  the  plains  of  Aral.y. 

Cn  search  fhc  level  desert-land 
From  Sana  on  to  Samarcand— 
Wherever  Persian  prince  has  heen 
Or  Dervish,  Sheik  or  Redouin, 
And  I  defy  yon  tlierc  to  point 

Mc  ont  a  steed  the  half  so  fine— 
From  tip  of  ear  to  pastern-joint— 

As  this  old  iron  horse  uf  mine. 
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You  do  not  know  what  beauty  is — 
Y<iii  ilo  not  know  what  gentleness 
His  answer  is  to  my  caress  I — 

Why,  look  upon  this  gait  of  his,— 

A  tiincli  upon  his  iron  rein — 

He  moves  with  sueh  a  stately  grace 

The  sunlight  on  his  burnished  mane 
Is  barely  shaken  in  its  place; 
And  at  a  touch  he  changes  pace, 

And,  gliding  backward,  stops  again. 

And  lalk  of  mettle— Ah !  my  friend. 
Such  passion  smoulders  in  his  breast 

That  when  awakened  it  will  send 
A  thrill  of  1    Mtin-e  wilder  than 
F.rc  palpitated  Iieart  of  man 
Whin  llaming  at  its  mightiest. 

And  there's  a  fierceness  in  bis  ire— 
A  maddened  majesty  "hat  leaps 

Along  his  veins  in  blood  of  tire, 
I'ntil  the  path  his  vision  sweeps 

Spins  out  behind  him  like  a  thread 
I'nravcled  from  the  reel  of  time, 
As,  wheeling  on  his  course  sublime, 

The  earth  revolves  beneath 'his  tread. 


Then  stretch  away,  my  gallant  steed ! 
Thy  missioti  is  a  noble  one : 
Thou  bear'st  the  father  to  the  son, 

And  sweet  relief  to  bitter  need; 

Thou  hcar'st  the  stranger  to  his  friends ; 
Thou  bear'st  the  pilgrim  to  the  shrine, 
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A"<1  Lack  again  the  prayer  he  sends 

I  li.-.tGo,!  will  prosper  me  and  mine.- 
The  siar  , hat  on  ,hy  forehead  elea™ 
' ,     '''"^^»>"^'l  in  our  brightest  dreams. 
1  hen  s,,eed  thee  „„  thy  glorious  raee - 
I'e  mother  waits  thy  ringing  paeo;    ' 
1  lie  father  leans  an  anxious  ear 
I  Ik-  ihtmder  of  thy  liooves  to  hear- 
The  lover  listens,  far  away, 
To  catch  thy  keen  exultant  neigh  • 
And,  where  thy  hreathings  roll  and  rise 
llichushand  strains  his  eager  eyes 
And  laugh  of  wife  and  bahv-glee     ' 
King  out  to  greet  and  welcome  thee 
llien  stretch  away!  and  when  at  last 

I ',emaster-s  hand  shall  gemly  check 
I  ';>•  nnghty  speed,  and  hold  thee  fast 

">e  world  will  pat  thee  on  the  neck- 


^11  The  Pldiut  Human 

S  ^"f^^  °^  '"""■'•  ■"""'  ■^^--''"n  of  flowers 
Seasons  of  loss  and  gain  !_ 


le  ours, 


Snice  grief  and  Joy  must  alike  b 
VV liy  do  we  still  complain? 

Hver  our  failing,  from  sun  to  suti, 
O  my  intolerant  brother  ■— 

We  want  just  a  little  too  little  of  one 

And  much  too  ntuch  of  the  other 
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The  Onavrcl 

^^IIEY  fricid  pacli  nihcr;    Topaz  lirnwn 
And  lambent  burnt  licr  eyes  ami  shot 
Sharp  flame  at  bis  of  amethyst.— 
"I  hate  you !    Go,  ami  be  forgot 
As  death  forgets!"  their  glitter  hissed 
(So  seemed  it)  in  their  hatred,     llo! 
Dared  any  mortal  front  her  so?— 
Tempestuous  eyebrows  knitted  down- 
Tense  nostril,  mouth— no  nniscle  slaek,— 
And  black— the  sulTocating  black— 
The  stilling  blackness  of  her  frown ! 

Ah!  but  the  lifted  face  of  her! 
And  the  twitched  lip  and  tilted  head! 
Yet  he  did  neither  wince  nor  stir.— 
Only— his  hands  clenched:  and,  instead 
Of  words,  he  answered  with  a  slare 
That  stammered  not  in  aught  it  said. 
As  might  his  voice  if  trusted  there. 

And  what— what  spake  his  steady  gaze?— 
Was  there  a  look  that  harshly  fell 
To  scoff  her? -or  a  syllabic 
Of  anger?— or  the  bitter  phrase 
That  myrrhs  the  honey  of  love's  lips, 
Or  ctirdles  blood  as  poison-drips? 
What  made  their  breasts  to  heave  and  swell 
As  billows  under  bows  of  ships 
In  broken  seas  on  stormy  days  ? 
We  mav  not  know— nor  Ihey  indee<l— 
What  mercy  found  them  in  their  ne  d. 
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A  su<l(le„  sunligi,,  smote  the  gloon,  • 
Ami  nn,n,l  al,o„,  „,en,  swept  a  breeze, 
Wuh  famt  breaths  as  of  clover-bloom  • 

A  b,r,l  was  heard,  through  ,lro„e  of  bees - 
i  lien,  far  and  elear  and  eerily 

A  child's  voiee  from  an  oreha'rd-tree- 

Then  laughter,  sweet  as  the  perfume 
Of  hlacs,  .-ould  the  hearing  see 

And  he-0  Love!  he  fed  thy  name 
On  hnnsed  kisses,  while  her  dim 
Deep  eyes,  with  all  their  inner  flame. 
Like  drowning  gems  were  turned  on  him 
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His  Vigil 

^LOSE  the  hook  and  dim  the  light, 

I  ^hall  read  no  more  to-night. 
1^0— I  am  not  sleepy,  dear- 
Do  not  go :  sit  by  me  here 
I"  the  darkness  and  the  deep 
Silenee  of  the  watch  I  keep. 
Something  in  yo.ir  presence  so 
Soothes  me— as  in  long  ago 
I  first  felt  your  hand-as  now- 
In  the  darkness  touch  my  brow  • 
I've  no  other  wish  than  you 
Thus  should  fold  n,ine  eyeli.ls  to 
Saymg  naught  „f  sigh  or  tear-   ' 
Just  as  God  were  sitting  here. 
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Tom  Villi  Ardcii 
OM  VAN  AROEN,  my  old  friciul, 
Our  warm  fellowship  is  one 
Far  f>o  old  to  comprehend 
Where  its  bond  was  first  begun: 
Mirage-like  before  my  gaze 
Gleams  a  land  of  other  days, 
Where  two  truant  boys,  astray, 
Dream  their  lazy  lives  away. 

There's  a  vision,  in  the  guise 

Of  Midsumniei,  where  the  Past 
Like  a  weary  beggar  lies 

In  the  shadow  Time  has  cast ; 
And  as  blends  the  bloom  of  trees 
With  the  drowsy  hum  of  bees, 
Fragrant  t, oughts  and  murmurs  blend, 
To.n  Van  Arden,  my  old  friend. 

Tom  Van  Arden,  my  oUl  friend. 

All  the  pleasures  -.ve  have  known 
Thrill  me  now  as  I  extend 
This  old  hand  and  grasp  your  own- 
Feeling,  in  the  rud>     tress, 
All  aiTection's  tenderness ; 
Feeling,  thougli  the  touch  be  rough. 
Our  old  souls  are  soft  enough. 

So  we'll  make  a  mellow  hour: 

Fill  your  pipe,  and  taste  the  winc- 

Warp  your  face,  if  it  1>''  sour,^ 
I  can  spare  a  smile  from  mine; 
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If  it  sharpen  up  your  wit, 
Let  me  feel  il,c  edge  of  it— 
1  liave  eager  cars  (o  Icml, 
Tom  Van  Arclcn,  my  old  friend. 

Tom  Van  Arden,  my  old  friend, 
Are  we  "Incky  dogs,"  indeed  ? 
Are  «e  all  that  we  pretend 
In  the  jolly  life  we  lead?— 
Bachelors,  we  nmst  eonfess, 
Boast  of  "single  blessedness" 
'1  o  the  world,  hnt  not  alone- 
Man's  best  sorrow  is  his  own ! 

And  the  saddest  trnih  is  this,— 

Life  to  ns  has  never  proved 
What  ue  tasted  in  the  kiss 
Of  the  women  we  have  love<l: 
Vainly  we  congratulate 
Our  escape  from  such  a  fate 
As  their  lying  lips  conld  send, 
Tom  Van  Arden,  my  old  friend ! 

Tom  Van  Arden,  my  old  friend, 

Hearts,  like  fruit  upon  the  stem. 
Ripen  sweetest,  I  contend, 
As  the  frost  falls  over  them : 
Your  regard  for  nie  to-day 
Makes  November  taste  of  May, 
And  through  every  vein  of  rh.vme 
Piurs  the  blood  of  summer-time. 
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When  our  souls  are  cramped  with  youth 

Happiness  seems  far  away 

In  the  future,  while,  in  truth. 

We  look  back  on  it  to-day 

Through  our  tears,  nor  dare  to  boast,— 
"Better  to  have  loved  and  lost!" 
Broken  hearts  are  hard  to  mend, 
Tom  Van  Arden,  my  old  friend, 

Tom  Van  Arden,  my  old  friend, 

1  grow  prosy,  and  you  tire ; 
Fill  the  glasses  while  I  bend 

To  prod  up  the  failing  fire    .    .    . 
You  are  restless :— I  presume 
There's  a  dampness  it:  die  room. — 
Much  of  waimth  our  nature  begs. 
With  rheumatics  in  our  legs ! . . . 

Humph !  the  legs  we  used  to  fling 

Limber-jciintcd  in  the  dance. 
When  we  heard  the  fi''dlc  ring 
Up  the  curtain  of  Romance, 
And  in  crowded  public  halls 
Played  with  hearts  like  jugglers'  balls 
Feats  of  mountebanks,  dcj^ciul!— 
Tom  Van  Arden,  iny  old  friend. 

Tom  Van  Arden,  my  old  friend, 
Pardon,  then,  this  theme  of  mine : 

While  the  firelight  leaps  to  lend 
Higher  color  to  the  wine,— 
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I  propose  a  health  to  tliose 
Who  have  /„„„„,  and  I,on,e's  r,.po,c 
V\ifo-  ancJchikl-lovewiihoiiten,!' 
...Tom  Van  Arden,  myoMfnend. 

'45  The  Blossoms  on  the  Trees 

gLOSSOMS  crimson,  white,  or  bh,^ 

Tiirple,  pink,  and  every  hne 
Frcn,  snnny  skies,  to  timings  drowned 

in  dusky  drops  of  dew, 
I  praise  you  all,  wherever  found 

And  love  you  through  and  through  ;- 
Bill,  Blossoms  On  The  Trees 
With  your  breath  upon  the  breeze 

There  s  nothing  all  the  world  arottnd      ' 
As  half  as  sweet  as  you ! 

Could  the  rhymer  only  wring 
All  the  sweetness  to  the  lees 
Of  all  the  kisses  clustering 

In  juicj-  Used-to-bcs, 
lo- :ip  his  rhymes  therein  and  sing 
The  blossoms  on  the  trees,— 
"O  Blossoms  on  the  Trees,"  ' 

He  would  twitter,  trill,  and  eoo 
"I  fowe^-er  sweet,  such  songs  as  these 

Are  not  as  sweet  as  vou  :— 
For  you  are  bloomimj  melodies 
The  c;ies  may  listen  to!" 
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Her  Beautiful  Eyes 


/~\  11 ER  beautiful  eyes!  Ilioy  arc  as  Ijlue  as  tliv  ilew 
^^   On  the  violet's  ))](>nm  when  tlie  niurnin^  is  new, 
And  the  lij;ht  nf  their  love  is  the  ^(leani  of  the  snn 
(Xer  tile  nu'adows  of  Spring;  where  tin-  (|nlek  shadows  rnn  : 
As  the  Mioni  shifts  the  mists  and  the  el'  iids  from  llie  akies — 
So  I  stand  in  the  dawn  of  her  heaiilifnl  eyes. 

And  her  hcantifiil  eyes  arc  as  mid-day  to  mc, 
When  the  lily-bell  bends  with  the  weiK'it  of  the  hcc, 
And  the  throat  of  the  thrush  is  a-pnlse  in  the  heat, 
And  the  senses  are  drugged  with  the  subtle  and  sweet 
And  delirious  breaths  of  the  air's  lullabies — 
So  I  sworn  in  the  noon  of  her  heantiful  eyes. 

O  her  lieautifnl  eyes!  they  have  sniltlen  mine  own 

As  a  gloiy  giiuiced  down  from  the  glai'e  of  'Hie    Throne; 

And  1  reel,  and  I  falter  and  fall,  as  afar 

Fell  the  shephenis  that  looked  on  the  mystieal  Star, 

And  yet  dazed  in  the  tidings  (hat  bade  them  arisi — 

So  I  grope  through  the  night  of  her  beautiful  eyes. 


147  Home  at  Nk/ht 

'\  ^rilEN  chirping  crickets  fainter  cry, 
''  '    And  pale  stars  blossom  in  the  sky. 
And  twilight's  gloom  has  dimmed  the  bloom 
And  blurred  the  butterfly : 

When  locust-blossoms  fleck  the  walk, 
And  up  the  tiger-lily  stalk 
The  glow-worm  crawds  and  clings  and  falls 
And  glimmers  down  the  garden-walls : 
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^V'"-"  b"^^in«  .hinss,  .vi.l,  .l,.„Me  ,vi„g, 
<Jf  ^-nsp  n.ul  raspisi,  fliittcrings 

Oncihink,  of  fangs  ami  stings  :_ 

O  then,  within,  is  stilled  the  <lin 
Of  cnb  she  rocks  the  l,al,y  i„ 

And  hear.  an.U^ate  and  latch's  weight 
Arc  l<fted-a„d  the  lips  of  Kate 


^^^  Just  tj  be  Good 

1 1  ST  tn  be  good 

^  This  is  cnoii„h- _rnoi,gh  t 

Owe  who  find  si„>  billows  wild  ,.;„dro„.h 
:-ve  no,  feci  hov,  more  than  „„„,,,,■'' 

"n.lbethehIa,.elcss,ifewe,cd,ffo| 

VVl..le3.eto„r,ipsK.newbuta„,otherski.? 
Ah  !  though  we  miss 

All  else  but  this, 

To  be  good  is  enough ! 

It  is  enough — 

^"™8'Wt..sttol,egood! 
lo  h  tour  hearts  whore  , hey  are  und.,.,oo,I. 
'  o  let  , he  th.rst  for  worldly  power  and  p,-' 

^V..-.    he  glad  h-ps  our  mothers  used  to  kils. 
A"!  though  wo  miss 

All  else  but  this. 

To  be  good  is  enough ! 
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Autumn 

As  a  harvester,  at  ilusk, 
■   I'aiinK  down  some  wnoily  trail 
LcailiiiK  lioniewanl  tliroiiRli  tlie  musk 
Of  May  ai)i)1e  ami  pawpaw, 
IlazeMmsli,  ami  spice  aii'l  Iiaw,— 
So  cnnics  Atltitmn,  swarl  and  hale, 
Droojed  nf  frame  and  slow  of  stride, 
But  withal  an  air  of  pride 
Looming  up  in  stature  far 
Higher  than  his  shoulders  arc; 
Weary  hotli  in  arm  and  limb. 
Yet  the  wholesome  heart  of  him 
Sheer  at  rest  ami  satisfied. 

Greet  him  as  with  glee  of  drums 
And  glad  cymbals,  as  he  comes  I 
Robe  him  fair,  O  Rain  and  Shine ! 
He  the  Kmperor— the  King — 
Royal  lord  of  everything 
Sagging  Plenty's  granary  floors 
And  out-Imlging  all  her  doors; 
He  the  god  of  corn  and  wine. 
Honey,  milk,  and  fruit  and  oil- 
Lord  of  feast,  as  lord  of  toil- 
Jocund  host  of  yours  and  mine ! 

Ho !  the  revel  of  his  laugh  '.— 
Half  is  sound  of  winds,  and  half 
Roar  of  ruddy  blazes  drawn 
Up  the  throats  of  chinmeys  wide. 
Circling  which,  from  side  to  side, 
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With  hrr  liiijiKst  lintiiiKS  „„ 
■lip  "{  nose,  an.l  dink,  ai„l  diin- 
Sniilf  at  sonic  dd  fairy  lalc 
Of  cndiaiitcd  lovers,  in 
-Silken  Kown  an.l  coal  of  mail, 
W'itli  a  retinue  of  elves 
Alirry  as  their  very  selves. 
Troopinj,  ever,  liand  in  |,an,|, 
lJ"»n  llie  .lal.'s  of  Wonderland. 

Then  the  glory  of  liis  souk!— 
I'fliiiK  tip  his  dreamy  eyes— 
SinKins  ha^e  across  the  skies; 
Singing  clouds  that  trail  along 
Towering  tops  of  trees  that  seize 
Tufts  of  them  to  stanch  the  breeze; 
Shnriii!;  slanted  strands  of  rain 
In  between  the  -ky  and  earth. 
For  the  lyre  to  mate  the  mirth 
And  the  might  of  bis  refrain: 
SiiiKiiiK  soiMlnvard-llyiiiK  birds 
Down  to  us,  and  afterwards 
SingiiiK  them  to  tlij-ht  .a};ahi : 
Singing  blushes  to  the  cheeks 
Of  the  leaves  upon  the  trees- 
Singing  on  and  changing  these 
Into  pallor,  slowly  wrought. 
Till  the  little,  moaning  creeks 
Rear  them  to  their  last  farewdl. 
As  Elaine,  the  lovable, 
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Was  borne  <!nwn  to  Lancelot. — 
SinninK  <lrip  "'  tears,  ami  then 
Drying  them  with  smiles  aaain. 

SinKinR  apple,  peach  and  Rrapc, 

Into  rounilest,  plumpest  shape; 

Rosy  ripeness  to  the  face 

Of  the  pippin;  and  the  grace 

Of  the  dainty  staniin-tip 

To  the  liUKC  hulk  of  the  pear, 

I'emlaiit  in  the  green  caress 

Of  the  leaves,  and  glowintj  through 

Willi  the  tawny  laziness 

Of  tile  gold  that  Opliir  knew,— 

Haply,  too,  within  its  rind 

Such  a  cleft  as  hees  may  find, 

Kuiigling  on  it  half  awaie, 

And  wherein  to  see  them  sip, 

Fancy  lifts  an  oozy  lip. 

And  the  singer's  falter  there. 

Sweet  as  swallows  swimming  through 
I'^ddyings  of  dusk  and  dew, 
Singing  happy  scenes  of  home 
Hack  to  sight  of  cnger  eyes 
That  have  longed  for  them  to  come. 
Till  their  coming  is  surprise 
Uttered  only  by  the  rush 
Of  quick  tears  and  prayerful  hush: 
Singing  on,  in  clearer  key. 
Hearty  palms  of  you  and  me 
Into  grasps  that  tingle  still 
Rapturous,  and  ever  will ! 
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Sin^inR  iwank  ,i.u:  iwai.K  of  siring,- 

I  rill  of  tliito  anil  clarimi 

III  a  nulo.ly  that  rliiKs 

Like  the  limes  we  uh;\  to  play, 

Anil  n„r  (Iroams  are  pInyinK  vVt ! 

SiiiRiiiB  lovers  loiiR  astray, 

nacl.  to  each ;  ami,  sweeter  thing,,- 

SiiiKii'K  in  iluir  marriage-day. 

And  a  liaiupiei  Iioliling  all 

These  delights  for  festival. 


rjto 


Bed, 


oiitn 


Q   I.OVF.  is  like  an  imlanied  steed  •— 
So  hot  of  heart  anil  wild  of  speed 
And  with  fierce  freedom  so  i„  love,        ' 
The  desert  is  not  vast  enough. 
With  all  its  leagues  of  glinimering  sands 
To  pasture  it !    Ah,  that  my  hands 
Were  more  than  human  in  their  strength, 
That  my  deft  lariat  at  length 
AfiKht  safely  noose  this  splendid  thing 
That  so  ilc/les  all  conquering ! 
Ho!  but  to  sec  it  whirl  and  reel— 
The  sands  spurt  forward-ami  to  feel 
The  quivtring  tension  of  the  thong 
That  throned  me  high,  with  shriek  and  song' 
To  grapple  tufts  of  tossing  ,rnne— 
To  spurn  it  to  its  feet    gain. 
And  then,  sans  saddle,  rein  or  bit. 
To  lash  the  mad  life  ou-  .,f  it! 
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Let  I 's  Forget 


LET  us  fnrgct.    What  matters  it  that  we 
■'      Once  reigned  o'er  happy  realms  of  long  ago, 

And  talked  of  love,  and  let  our  voices  low, 
And  ruled  for  some  brief  sessions  royally? 
What  if  we  sung,  or  laughed,  or  wept  maybe? 

It  has  availed  not  anything,  and  so 

Let  it  go  by  that  we  may  better  know 
How  poor  a  thing  is  lost  to  you  and  me. 

But  yesterday  T  kissed  your  lips,  and  yet 
Did  thrill  you  not  enough  to  shake  the  de*.; 

From  your  drenched  lids — and  missed,  with  no  regret. 
Your  kiss  shot  back,  with  sharp  breaths  failing  you : 

And  so.  to-day,  while  our  worn  eyes  are  wet 

With  all  this  waste  of  tears,  let  us  forget ! 


I§2  Sleep 

r^  RPHANED.  I  cry  to  thee : 
^-^     Sweet  Sleep !   O  kneel  and  be 
A  mother  unto  me! 

Calm  Ihou  my  childish  fears: 
Fold— fold  mine  eyelids  to,  all  tenderly, 
.'\nd  dry  my  tears. 

Come,  Sleep,  all  drowsy-eyed 
And  faint  with  languor, — slide 
Thy  dim  face  down  beside 

Mine  own,  and  let  me  rest 
And  nestle  in  thy  heart,  and  there  abide, 
A  favored  guest. 
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Good  niglit  fo  every  care, 
And  sliadow  of  despair! 
Good  niglit  to  all  things  wlicre 

Within  is  no  delight  !— 
Sleep  opens  her  dark  arms.  a.,d,  swooning  Iher 
I  sob:  Good  night— good  night! 


J 53  ^^'licn  Age  Comes  On 

"YY^HEV  Age  comes  on  !_ 

Tl  e  deepening  dnsk  is  where  the  dawn 
Once  glittered  splendid,  and  the  dew 
In  honej'-drips  from  re<l  rose-lips, 

Was  kissed  away  hy  me  and  you  _ 
And  now  across  the  frosty  lawn 
lilack  footprints  trail,  and  Age  comes  on- 
■'"■  -  '^Re  conies  on  ! 

And  hiiing  uikl-winds  wlii.tle  throi,"h 
Our  tattered  hopes-and  Age  conies  on! 

When  Age  conies  on  !— 

O  tide  of  raptures,  long  withdrawn, 

I' low  hack  in  summer  Hoods,  and  lling 
Here  at  our  feet  our  childhood  sweet. 
And  all  the  songs  we  used  to  sing  i' 
01<1  loves,  old  friends-all  dead  and  goliel  ' 
Our  old  faith  lost-and  Age  comes  on- 
And  Age  comes  on! 
I'oor  hearts!  have  we  not  anvlhirig 
But  lunging,  left  when  Age  comes  on? 


154 


THE   LOCKERBIIC   BOOK 
Dan  Paine 


Ol.n  friend  of  mine,  whose  chiming  name 
Has  been  tlie  burthen  of  a  rhyme 
Within  niy  heart  since  first  I  came 
To  know  tliee  in  tliy  mellow  prime : 
With  warm  emotions  in  my  breast 
That  can  but  coUhy  be  expressed, 
And  hopes  and  wishes  wild  and  vain, 
I  read;  my  hand  to  thee,  Dan  Paine. 

In  fancy,  as  I  sit  alone 

In  gloomy  fellowship  with  care, 
I  hear  again  thy  cheery  tone. 
And  wheel  for  thee  an  easy-chair ; 
And  from  my  hand  the  pencil  falls — 
My  book  upon  the  carpet  sprawls. 
As  eager  soul  and  heart  and  brain 
Leap  up  to  welcome  thee,  Uan  Paine. 

A  something  gentle  in  thy  mien. 

.\  something  tender  in  thy  voice, 
Has  made  my  trouble  so  serene, 
I  can  but  weep,  from  very  choice. 
And  even  then  my  tears,  T  guess. 
Mold  more  of  sweet  than  bitterness. 
And  more  of  gleaming  shine  than  rain, 
Because  of  thy  bright  smile,  Dan  Paine. 

The  wrinkles  that  the  years  have  spun 
And  tangled  round  thy  tnwny  face. 

Are  kinked  with  laughter,  every  one. 
And  fashioned  in  a  mirthful  grace. 
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And  though  the  twinkle  of  thine  eyes 

Is  keen  as  frost  wlien  Summer  dies, 

It  can  not  long  a-^  frost  remain 

While  thy  warm  soul  shines  out,  Dan  Paine. 

And  so  I  drain  a  health  to  thee:— 

Way  merry  Joy  and  jolly  Mirth 
Like  children  clamber  on  thy  knee. 
And  ride  thee  round  the  happy  earth! 
And  when   nt  last,  the  hand  of  Fate 
Shall  lift  the  latch  of  Canaan's  gate. 
And  usher  me  in  thy  domain. 
Smile  on  me  just  as  nowj  Dan  Paine. 


K'>5  Their  Szvcct  Soiroxv 

'JTHEY  meet  to  say  farewell :   Their  way 
Of  saying  this  is  hard  to  say.— 
He  holds  her  hand  an  instant,  wholly 
Distressed-and  she  unclasps  it  slowly. 

He  bends  his  gaze  evasively 

Over  the  printed  page  that  she 
Recurs  to,  with  a  new-moon  shoulder 
Ghmpscd  from  the  lace-mists  that  enfold  her. 

The  clock,  beneath  its  crvstal  cup 
Discreetly  dieks-"g„,Vi./  Act!   'sfeak  upi" 
A  tension  circles  both  her  slender 
Wrists-and  her  raised  eyes  flash  in  splendor, 
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Even  as  he  feels  his  dazzleil  own.— 
Then,  bhntlingly.  round  cither  thrown, 
They  feel  a  stress  of  arms  that  ever 
Strain  tremblingly  and— " K ever !  Never!" 

Is  whispered  brnUenly,  with  half 

A  sob,  lilte  a  belated  laiiRh.— 

While  cloyingly  their  bhirred  kiss  closes,— 
Sweet  as  the  dew's  lip  to  the  rose's. 


/  5(5        The  Old  Retired  Sca-Captain 

THE  old  sea-captain  has  sailed  the  seas 
So  long,  that  the  waves  at  mirth, 
Or  the  waves  gone  wild,  and  the  crests  of  these, 

Were  as  near  playmates  from  birth : 
He  lias  loved  both  the  storm  and  the  calm,  becaii=e 

They  seemed  as  his  brothers  twain,— 
The  flapping  sail  was  his  soul's  applause. 
And  his  rapture,  the  roaring  main. 

But  now— like  a  battered  hull;  seems  he. 

Cast  high  on  a  foreign  strand. 
Though  he  feels  "in  port,"  as  it  need  must  be. 

And  the  stay  of  a  daughter's  hand- 
Yet  ever  the  round  of  the  listless  hours,— 

His  pipe,  in  the  languid  air— 
The  grass,  the  trees,  and  the  garden  flowers. 

And  the  strange  earth  everywhere! 
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Ami  so  botiincs  he  is  restless  here 

111  this  little  inland  town, 
With  never  a  wing  in  the  atmosphere 

Rnt  the  wind-mill's,  up  and  down ; 
His  daiiKhtcr-s  home  in  this  peaceful  vale. 

And  his  grandchild  'twixt  his  knecs- 
But  never  the  hail  of  a  passing  sail, 

Nor  the  surge  of  the  angry  seas ! 

He  quits  his  pipe,  and  he  snaps  its  neck- 

Wonld  speak,  though  he  coughs  instead 
Then  paces  the  porch  like  a  quarter-deck 

With  a  reeling  mast  o'erhcad ! 
Ho!  the  old  sea-captain's  cheeks  glow  warm. 

And  his  eyes  glc.im  grim  anil  weird. 
As  he  mutters  about,  like  a  thunder-storm. 

In  the  cloud  of  his  beetling  beard. 


*7 


■August 


J^  DAY  of  torpor  in  the  sullen  heat 

Of  Summer's  passion  :    In  the  sluggish  str,  a,n 
Ihe  pantmg  cattle  lave  their  lazy  feet, 
With  drowsy  eyes,  and  dream. 

Long  since  the  winds  have  a,ed.  and  in  the  sky 

I  here  lives  no  cloud  to  hint  of  Nature's  grief- 
The  sun  glares  ever  li>e  an  evil  eye. 
And  withers  flower  and  leaf. 
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Upon  I'nc  RleaminR  harvcst-fi'  M  remote 
The  thresher  lies  dcscrteci,  like  some  old 

Dismantled  galleon  that  hangs  afloat 
Upon  a  sea  of  gold. 

The  yearning  cry  of  some  bewildered  l)ird 
Ahove  an  empty  nest,  and  trnant  hoys 

Along  the  river's  shady  margin  heard— 
A  harmony  of  noise— 

A  melody  of  wrangling  voices  blent 
With  liquid  laughter,  and  with  rippling  calls 

Of  piping  lips  and  trilling  echoes  sent 
To  mimic  waterfalls.* 

And  through  the  hazy  veil  the  atmosphere 
Has  <lrapcd  about  the  gleaming  face  of  Day, 

The  sifted  glances  of  the  sun  appear 
In  splintcrings  of  spray. 

The  dusty  highway,  like  a  cloud  of  dawn. 

Trails  o'er  the  hillside,  and  the  passer-by, 
A  tired  ghost  in  misty  shroud,  toils  on 

His  journey  to  the  sky. 


And  down  across  the  valley's  drooping  sweep. 
Withdrawn  to  farthest  limit  of  the  glade. 

The  forest  stands  in  silence,  drinking  deep 
Its  purple  wine  of  shade. 
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The  gossamer  .1  „»■,  up  on  pliantoin  wing; 

The  sailor-vision  voyiges  the  skies 
And  carries  into  chaos  everything 

That  freights  the  weary  eyes: 

Till,  throbhing  on  and  on,  the  pnlse  of  heat 
Increases— reaches— passes  fever's  height, 

And  D.iy  sinks  into  slinubei,  cool  and  sweet, 
Within  the  arms  of  Night. 


•f5''>'  Go,  Jl'intcr! 

r^O,  Winter!     Go  thy  ways!     We  want  again 
^     The  twitter  of  the  hhieliird  and  the  wren; 
Leaves  ever  greener  ('rowing,  and  the  shine 
Of  Summer's  sun — not  thine. — 

Tl:y  sun,  which  mocks  our  need  of  warmth  and  love 
And  all  the  heartening  fervencies  thereof. 
It  scarce  hath  heat  enow  to  warm  our  thin 
Pathetic  yearnings  in. 

So  get  thee  from  us  I    We  are  cold,  God  wot. 
Even  as  thou  art.— We  remember  not 
How  blithe  we  hailed  thy  coming.— That  was  O 
Too  long — too  long  ago ! 

Get  from  us  utterly!    Ho!   Summer  then 
Shall  spread  her  grasses  where  thy  snows  have  been. 
And  th.y  last  icy  footprint  melt  and  mold 
In  her  first  marigold. 
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759         Donit  Piatt  of  Mac-o-Chcc 

I 

DONN  Piatt— of  Mac-o-chcc— 
Not  llie  one  of  Uistury, 
Who,  with  tlaniiiij,'  tongrn:  anj  pen, 
Scathes  the  vanities  of  men; 
Not  the  one  whose  biting  wit 
Cnts  pretense  and  etches  it 
On  the  brazen  l)row  that  dares 
Filch  the  laurel  that  it  wears : 
Not  the  Donn  Piatt  whose  praise 
Echoes  in  the  noisy  ways 
Of  the  faction,  onward  led 
By  the  statesman  !—Bnt,  instead, 
Give  the  simple  man  to  me, — 
Donn  Piatt  of  Mac-o-chee ! 


Donn  Piatt  of  Mac-o-chee! 
Branches  of  thr  old  oak-tree. 
Drape  him  royally  in  fine 
Purple  shade  and  golden  shine! 
Emerald  phisli  of  sloping  lawn 
Be  the  throne  he  sits  upon ! 
And,  O  Summer  Sunset,  thou 
Be  his  crown,  and  gild  a  brow 
Softly  smoothed  and  soothed  and  calmed 
By  the  breezes,  mellow-palmed 
As  Erata's  white  hand  agleam 
On  the  forehead  of  a  dream. — 
So  forever  rule  o'er  me, 
Donn  Piatt  of  Mac-o-chee! 
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Donn  Pialt  of  M.ic-o-chce: 
'riiroii(;li  a  lilieil  nicniory 
riajs  llii;  wayward  little  creek 
Rouml  tliy  liome  at  lii<leaiid-scok- 
As  I  see  and  hear  it,  still 
Koiiipiiig  njtmd  the  wooded  liill, 
Till  its  laiiKli-aiid-lial.l)le  lilends 
With  the  silence  while  it  sends 
Glances  back  to  kiss  the  sight. 
In  its  babyish  delight, 
Ere  it  strays  amid  the  gloom 
Of  the  glens  that  burst  in  bloom 
O'  the  rarest  rhyme  for  thee, 
Donn  Piatt  of  Mac-o-chcc! 


Dnnn  rialt  of  Mac-o-chee! 

What  a  darling  destiny 

Has  been  mine— to  meet  him  thcrc- 

Lolling  in  an  easy-chair 

On  the  terrace,  while  he  told 

Reminiscences  of  old 

Letting  my  cigar  die  ont, 
I  rearing  poems  talked  about ; 
And  entranced  to  hear  him  spy 
Gentle  things  of  Thackeray, 
Dickens,  Hawthorne,  and  the  rest. 
Known  to  him  as  host  and  gnest— 

Known  to  liiin  .t;  he  to  nic 

Donn  Piatt  of  .Mac  o-chcel 
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l6o  I.oiujfcilow 

I'^WV.  wiiiil^  Imvc  lalkod  with  liim  cnnfiilinKly ; 
'Ihu  trees  linve  whispered  tn  liim;  and  tlic  niKln 

Until  held  liiin  nenily  ;is  ;i  iniitlier  iiiiKht, 
And  t.-ui.nht  him  all  sad  toi  cs  of  tncliidy: 
The  niounlaiiis  have  bowed  to  him ;  and  the  sea, 

In  clamorons  waves,  and  murnuirs  exf|uisite, 

Hath  told  him  all  her  sorrow  and  delight — 
Her  legends  fair — her  darkest  mystery. 

His  verse  blooms  like  a  flower,  night  and  day ; 
Bees  cluster  roimd  his  rhymes;  and  twitterings 

Of  lark  and  swallow,  in  an  endless  May, 
Arc  mingling  with  the  tender  songs  he  sings. — 

Nor  shall  he  cease  to  sing — in  every  lay 

Of  Nature's  voice  he  sings— and  will  alway. 


j6i  The  Quid  Lodijcr 

THE  man  that  rooms  next  door  to  nic: 
Two  weeks  ago,  this  very  night, 
He  took  possession  quietly. 
As  any  other  lodger  might — 
But  why  the  room  next  mine  should  so 
Attract  him  I  was  vexed  to  know,— 
Because  his  quietude,  in  fine, 
Was  far  superior  to  mine. 

"Now,  I  like  quiet,  truth  to  tell, 
A  tranquil  life  is  sweet  to  me — 
But  //;-■■..."  I  sneered,  "suits  me  too  well.— 
He  shuts  his  door  so  noiselessly, 
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And  Kli<lcs  al>oiit  so  very  mute, 
In  cacli  myslcrioHs  pursuit, 
His  silincc-  is  oppiessivi\  and 
'loo  (Kcp  f„r  |„e  t„  undtTsiand." 

SoTudinies,  forKi-tlinR  liook  or  pen, 

Vvv  fonnd  my  hoad  in  bnalhloss  poise 
I.ifnd,  and  dropped  in  shame  axain, 
lU-ariuK  sonic  alien  ghost  of  noise— 
Sonic  smothered  sound  tliat  seemed  to  he 
A  Irnnk-Iiil  dropped  unKuanledly. 
Or  the  crisp  writhings  of  some  quire 
Of  manuscript  thrust  in  the  lire. 

Then  r  have  ciimhcd,  and  closed  in  vain 

My  transom,  opening  in  llie  hall; 
Or  close  aeainst  the  window  pane 

Have  pressed  my  fevered  fa.-e._!,iil  all 
T  lie  day  or  iii^ht  without  held  nf  t 
A  sitiht  or  sound  or  coniiicr-ilh.iisht 
To  set  my  mind  one  instant  free 
Of  this  man's  silent  mastery. 

And  often  I  have  paced  the  floor 

With  mutterinR  anger,  far  at  night. 
Hearing,  and  cursing,  o'er  and  o'er. 
The  muffled  noises,  and  the  light 
And  tireless  movements  of  this  guest 
Whose  silence  raged  ahove  my  rest 
Hoarser  than  howling  storms  at  sea— 
The  man  that  rooms  next  door  to  me. 
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Biit  twice  or  thrice,  upon  tlie  sliiir, 

I've  sun  his   f.iee— iimsl  strangely  w.m,  - 
Each  time  iipun  nie  unaware 

He  eaine— siiiiiiith'il  past  me,  ami  was  ^■olle. 
S(i  like  a  whisper  he  went  liy, 
I  listened  after,  car  and  eye. 
Nor  CDuhl  my  chal'inR  faiiey  tell 
The  nicaniiiR  of  one  syllahle. 


Last  niRht  I  eaURht  him.  face  to  face,-- 

lle  entering  his  ninm,  and  I 
Cilarini?  from  mine:    lie  paused  a  space 
And  nut  my  scowl  all  shrinkinnly. 
Hut  with  full  j;entleiuss  :      The  key 
Turned  in  his  iloor — and  1  rould  see 
It  tremblinuly  withdrawn  and  put 
Inside,  and  then — the  door  was  shut. 


I6 


Then  silence.    .S'lVriicc.'— why.  last  nii,dil 

The  silence  was  tumultuous. 
And  thundered  on  till  broad  dayliKht ;  — 
O  never  has  it  stunned  nie  thus! — 

It  rolls,  and  moans,  and  numililes  yet. — 
.Ml,  God !  how  Inud  may  silence  net 
When  man  mocks  at  a  brother  man 
Who  answers  but  as  silence  can ! 


The  silence  grew,  and  grew,  and  grew. 

Till  at  high  noon  to-day  'twas  heard 
Throughout  the  house;  and  men  tlocke<l  ibrouili 

The  echoing  halls,  with  faces  blurred 
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With 


pnllor.  Klo,i,„,  a,„|  f,,„r,  „„,,  ^^.^^ 
•  Vn.l  ^hii.|,|..rii)K  .11  uli.,1  il„.j  .s,nv,_ 
The  rinipt  l.ulKcr,  as  he  |„y 
J^'.'rk   „f   ,|,e   lif^,   I,,.  „,,   _.,^.^y 


S"  Mr.n.Kc  io-„iR|„_,|ins,.  vniccs  ihcrc, 

W  lure  all  sn  ((iiiii  was  before: 
They  say  the  face  lias  not  a  care 

Niir  sorrow  in  it  any  more    . 
His  latest  scrawl  :_-|.„rKiv.nu'- You 

Wliopraycniu-yknownu,  wlmttlu■y,lo!■ 
My  tears  will  never  let  mo  see 

This  man  that  rooms  next  door  to  me- 


i6j 


^     Aw 


T/ic  Rival 

tovcl  once,  when  Death  can.e  h>   .  hid 
vay  my  face, 
A„,l  all  my  sweetheart's  tresses  she  undid 
I  o  make  my  hiding-place. 

The  dread  shade  passe.l  ,ne  thus  unheeding;  and 

I  turned  nic  then 
To  caln,  ,ny  Inve-kiss  down  her  shielding  hand 

And  comfort  her  again. 

And  lo  !  she  answered  not :    And  she  did  sit 

All  fixedly, 
With  her  fair  face  and  the  sweet  smiie  uf  it, 

111  love  with  Death,  not  me. 
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163       .1  Monument  for  the  Sohlic 


rs 


A  MONUMENT  for  tlic  Soldiers! 
AikI  what  will  yc  build  it  of? 
Can  yc  build  it  of  marble,  or  brass,  or  br.iu/e. 

Outlasting  tlie  Soldiers'  love? 
Can  yc  ylorify  it  with  lcgcn<ls 

As  grand  as  tlieir  blood  hath  writ 
From  the  inmost  shrine  of  this  laud  of  thine 
To  the  outermost  verge  of  it? 

And  the  answer  came:   \Vc  would  budd  it 

Out  of  our  hopes  made  sure, 
And  out  of  our  purest  prayers  and  lear^, 

And  out  of  our  faith  secure ; 
We  would  build  it  out  of  the  great  while  Irulli 

Their  death  hath  sanctified. 
And  the  sculptured  forms  of  the  men  in  arms, 

And  their  faces  ere  they  died. 

And  wdiat  heroic  figures 

Can  the  sculptor  carve  in  sto.ie? 
Can  the  marble  breast  be  made  to  bleed. 

And  the  marble  lips  to  moar? 
Can  the  marble  brow  be  fevered? 

And  the  marble  eyes  be  graved 
To  look  their  last,  as  the  flag  floats  past, 

On  the  country  they  have  saved? 

And  the  answer  came :    The  figures 

Shall  all  be  fair  and  brave, 
And.  as  befitting,  as  pure  and  white 

As  the  stars  above  their  grave! 
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The  marijio  lips,  and  hrcast  and  brow 

Wlici-fon  tlio  laurel  lies, 
Hcquealli  us  riKJit  In  gnard  the  flight 

Of  the  old  tlag  in  the  skies ! 

A  nioiiiiment  for  the  Soldiers! 

Built  of  a  people's  love, 
And  blazoned  and  decked  and  panoplied 

With  the  hearts  yc  build  it  of! 
And  sec  that  yc  build  it  stately, 

In  pillar  and  niche  and  gate. 
And  high  in  pose  as  the  souls  of  those 

It  would  commemorate! 


/^7  77k'  Watches  of  the  Night 

r\  THE  waiting  in  the  watches  of  the  night! 

'n   ihe  darkness,  desolation,  and  conlrilion  and  af- 
fright ; 
Hie  awful  hush  that  holds  us  shut  away  from  all  delight: 
I  he  ever-weary  nieinory  that  ever  weary  goes 
Recounting  ever  over  every  aching  loss  it  knows— 
I  he  ever-weary  eyelids  gasping  ever  for  repose- 
In  the  dreary,  weary  watches  of  the  niglit ! 

:'.irk— stifling  dark— Ihe  walrhes  of  the  night! 

A'ith  tingling  nerves  at  tension,  how  the  blackness  flashes 

white 
Vith  spectral  visitations  smitten  past  the  inner  sight!— 
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What  shuddering  sense  of  wrongs  we've  wrought   th.i 

may  not  be  redressed — 
Of  tears  we  did  not  brush  away— of  lips   we  left   ini 

pressed, 
And  hands  that  we  let   fall,  with  all   their  loyally  iiii 

guessed ! 
Ah!  the  empty,  empty  watches  of  the  night! 

What  solace  in  the  watches  of  the  night  ? — 

What  frailest  stalf  of  hope  to  stay— what  faintest  shaft  ni 

light? 
Do  we  dream,  and  dare  believe  it,  that  by  never  weiglii  .  ' 
right 
Of  our  own  poor  weak  dcscrvings,  we  sli;ill  win  the  ila«! 

at  last— 
Our  famished  souls  find  freedom  from  this  penance  t" 

the  past. 
In  a  faith  that  leaps  and  lightens   from   the  gloom  lli.' 
flees  aghast — 
Shall  we  survive  the  watches  of  the  night? 


One  leads  us  through  the  watches  of  the  night — 
By  the  ceaseless  intercession  of  our  loved  ones  lost  to  sii;ir 
He  is  with   us  through  all  trials,  in   His  mercy  and   I 
might ; — 
With  our  mothers  there  about  Him,  all  our  sorrow  .1^ 

appears. 
Till  the  silence  of  our  sobbing  is  the  prayer  the  Ma-ii' 

hears, 
And  His  hand  is  laid  upon  us  with  the  tenderness  "' 
tears 
In  the  waning  of  the  watches  of  tlie  night. 


o 

-My  1 

.^s  o 

And 
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"^5  My  Friaid 

"TLJI"  i.-;  my  frii'iid,"  I  said,— 
■■IV  piilic'iu!"    Ovtrlicail 
I  lie  skies  were  drear  and  dim; 
Ami  III!  the  tliouKln  of  him 
Smiled  (in  my  heart— and  then 
'I  lie  snn  shone  out  ajjain ! 

'■He  is  my  friend  !"    The  words 
Brought  Slimmer  and  the  hints; 
And  all  my  winter-time 
Thawed  into  running  rhyme 
And  rippled  into  song, 
Warm,  lender,  hravc,  and  strong. 

And  so  it  sings  to-day. — 
So  may  it  sing  alway ! 
Thiiugli  waving  grasses  grow 
Between,  and  lilies  hlow 
Their  trills  of  perfume  clear 
As  laughter  to  the  car, 
I.ct  each  mute  measure  end 
With  -Still  he  is  thy  friend." 


r6(i  The  Passhuj  of  a  Heart 

/~\  TOUCH  me  with  your  hands— 

,  i^or  pity's  sake! 

-My  brow  ihrol.s  ever  on  with  such  an  ache 
As  only  your  cool  touch  may  take  away; 
.And  so,  I  pray 

You,  touch  me  with  your  hands! 
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Touch— touch  me  with  your  haivls.— 

Sniiioth  bark  llio  hair 
You  once  care  scd.  anil  kissed,  and  called  so  fair 
Tlial  I  (lid  dream  ils  golil  would  wear  alway. 
And  lo,  to-day — 

O  touch  lue  with  your  hand-,! 

Just  touch  me  with  your  hanils, 

And  let  thent  press 
My  weary  eyelids  with  the  old  caress, 
And  lull  me  till  I  sleep.    Then  ?o  your  way, 
That  Death  may  say: 

He  touched  her  with  his  hands. 


i6j         Wc  to  S:<ih  Iiisli'(nl  of  Siiui 

"T?  .\T\'  and  rain!  anil  rain  am 
■l^      Yesterday  we  uuUtered 
Grimly  as  the  grim  refrain 

That  the  thunders  uttered : 
All  the  heavens  under  cloud — 

All  the  sunshine  sleeping; 
All  the  grasses  limply  bowed 

With  their  weight  of  weeping. 


1  rain !'' 


Sigh  and  sigh !  and  sigh  and  sigh ! 
Never  end  of  sighing: 

Rain  and  rain  for  our  reply- 
Hopes  half-drowned  and  dying; 
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Peering  Ihnuigli  the  winflo«-pane, 
-N'aiiRin  hilt  on(lli<;s  mining— 

Kiullcfs  siRliiiiir,  and,  as  vain, 
Kndlossh-  coniplainiiig. 

-Shmc  ,in<l  shine!  and  shine  and  shine! 
Ah!  to-day  the  splendor!— 

All  this  glory  yours  and  mine- 
God  !  but  God  is  tender ! 

We  to  sigh  "istead  of  sing, 
1  rsfcrday,  in  sorrow, 

While  the  Lord  was  fashioning 
This  for  our  To-morrow  I 


Suspense 


J\W  0>rAX"S  figure,  on  a  ground  of  night 
fnlaid  with  sallow  stars  that  dimly  stare 
nown  in  the  lonesome  eyes,  uplifted  there 
As  in  vague  hope  some  alien  lanec  of  light 
Might  pieree  their  woe.    The  tears  that  hliml  her  sight- 
T  he  sfilt  and  hitter  Wood  of  her  despair— 
Her  hands  toss  back  through  torrents  of  her  hair 
And  grip  toward  God  with  anguish  infinite. 

And  O  the  carven  mouth,  with  all  its  great 
hitensity  of  longing  frozen  fast 

In  such  a  smile  as  well  may  designate 
The  slowly  murdered  heart,  that,  to  the  last, 
^  Conceal    each  newer  wound,  and  back  at  Fate 
Throbs  Love's  eternal  lie— "Lo,  I  can  wait  I" 

2IS 
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Joint  McKccit 


JOIIX  McKEEX,  in  his  rusty  dress, 
His  looscnuj  collar,  and  swarthy  throat, 
I  lis  face  unshaven,  and  none  the  less, 
His  hearty  laugh  and  his  wholesomeness, 
And  the  wealth  of  a  workman's  vote! 

P.riiiK  him,  O  Memory,  here  once  more. 

And  lilt  him  hack  in  his  Win'lsor  chair 
B>   the  kitchen  stove,  when  the  day  is  o'er 
And  the  HrIi,  of  the  hearth  i^  across  the  lloor, 
And  the  crickets  everywhere ! 

And  let  their  voices  he  gladly  hlent 

With  a  watery  jingle  of  pans  and  spoons, 
And  a  motherly  chirrup  of  sweet  content, 
And  neighhorly  gossip  and  merriment. 
And  old-time  fiddle-tunes! 

Tick  the  clock  with  a  wooden  sound. 

And  till  the  hearing  whh  childish  glee 
Of  rhyming  riddle,  or  story  found 
In  the  Robinson  Crusoe,  leather-bound 
Old  book  of  the  Used-to-be ! 

John  McKccn  of  the  Past !    Ah,  John, 

To  have  grown  amhilinus  in  worldly  ways!- 
To  have  rolled  your  shirt-'=leeves  down,  to  don 
A  brorulcloth  suit,  and,  forgetful,  gone 
Out  on  election  days! 

John,  ah,  John!  did  it  prove  your  worth 

To  yield  you  the  office  you  still  maintain?— 
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To  fill  your  pockets,  but  leave  the  dearth 
Of  all  the  happier  things  on  earth 
To  the  hunger  of  heart  and  brain? 

Under  the  dusk  of  your  villa  trees, 

Edging  the  dri,es  where  your  bloode.I  .pan 
Paw  the  pebbles  and  wait  vo„r  ea<e  - 
Where  are  the  ehil.lren  about  your  knees 
And  the  mirth,  and  the  happy  man  ? 

The  blinds  of  your  mansion  are  ba.tene.l  to- 
Vour  faded  wife  is  a  close  recluse  ■ 

And  your  ■•linished"  daughters  will  doubtless  do 

Uut, fully  all  that  is  willed  of  you, 
And  marry  as  you  shall  choose  !— 

I^ut  O  for  the  old-home  voices,  blent 

With  the  w-atery  jingle  of  pans  and  spoons, 
And  the  motherly  chirrup  of  gl.^d  content 
And  neighborly  gossip  and  merriment. 
And  the  old-time  fiddle-tunes  I 


Vo  At  Utter  Loaf 

AN  afternoon  as  ripe  with  heat 

As  might  the  golden  pippin  be 
With  mellowness  if  at  my  feet 
It  dropped  now  from  the  ap|.le-tree 
My  hammock  swings  in  lazily. 
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TIic  lioiiKlis  about  mc  spread  a  sliailn 
■lliai  .shields  mo  from  the  sun.  but  weaves 
Willi  breo/y  shuttles  tlirougli  the  leaves 

r.hie  rifts  of  skies,  to  j,'leam  and  fade 
Upon  the  eyes  that  only  see 
Just  of  themselves,  all  drowsily. 

.Miovc  mc  drifts  the  fallen  skein 

Of  some  tired  spider,  looped  and  blown. 

As  fragile  as  a  strand  of  rain, 

Across  the  air,  and  upward  thrown 
U,y  breaths  of  hay-fields  newly  mown— 

So  Klimmeriti),'  it  is  and  I'lne, 

I  doubt  these  drowsy  eyes  of  mine. 

I'ar-off  .and  faint  as  voiees  pent 

In  mines,  anil  lieanl  from  underground, 

Come  murmurs  as  of  discontent, 
,\nd  clanioriuMS  of  sullen  sound 

The  city  sends  nie.  as.  I  guess. 

To  vex  me,  though  they  do  but  bless 

Mc  in  my  drowsy  fastnesses. 


I  have  no  care.    I  only  know 

My  hammock  'lidcs  and  liolds  mc  here 

In  lands  of  shade  a  prisoner : 
While  lazily  the  breezes  blftw 

Light  leaves  of  -Mnshine -ever  me, 
And  back  and  fort'.i  iiid  to  and  fro 

I  swing,  enwrapped  in  some  hushed  glee, 

Smiling  at  all  things  drowsily. 
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Sefilciiibcr  Dark 

T" HE  air  falls  chill; 
I  lie  whippoDrwill 
Pipes  loiicsomely  IkIiiikI  the  hill: 
The  dusk  grows  (k'use, 
The  silence  tense; 
And  1,1,  the  katydids  coninience. 

Through  shadowy  rifts 

Of  woodland,  lifts 

The  low,  slow  moon,  a,„|  upward  drifts, 

While  left  and  righi 

The  lircflies'  light 

Swirls  eddying  in  the  skirts  of  N'ight. 

O  Clondland,  gray 

And  level,  lay 

Thy  mists  across  the  face  of  Day! 

At  foot  and  head. 

Above  the  dead, 

O  Dews,  weep  on  unconiforted! 


r;2 


A  Glimpse  of  Pan 


J  CAUGHT  hut  a  glimpse  of  him.   Summer  was  here, 

A"d  I  strayed  from  the  town  an<l  its  dust  and  lie'at 
And  walked  m  a  wood,  while  the  noo,,  was  near, 
Wlicre  the  shadows  were  cool,  and  the  atmosphe're 

Was  misty  with  fragrances  stirred  hy  niy  feet 
From  surges  of  blossoms  that  billowed  sheer 
O'er  the  grasses,  green  and  sweet. 
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And  I  peered  through  a  vista  of  leaning  trees, 
Tressed  wilh  long  tangles  of  vines  that  swept 

To  the  face  of  a  river,  that  answered  these 

With  vines  in  the  wave  like  the  vines  in  the  breeze, 
Till  the  yearning  lips  of  the  ripples  crept 

And  kissed  them,  with  quavering  ecstasies. 
And  wistfully  laughed  and  wept. 

And  there,  like  a  dream  in  a  swoon,  I  swear 
1  <aw  ran  Iving,— his  limbs  in  the  dew 

An.l  the  shade,  and  his  face  in  the  dazzle  and  glare 

Of  the  kU<1  sunshine;  while  everywhere, 
Over,  across,  and  around  him  blew 

Filmy  dragun-flics  hither  and  there, 
And  little  white  butterflies,  two  aitd  two, 
In  eddies  of  odorous  air. 


J7^  A  Southern  Singer 

jrrittni  in  Madison  Canrin's  "Lyrics  and  Idyls." 


H 


EREIN  are  blown  from  out  the  South 
Sours  blithe  as  those  of  Pan's  pursed  mouth- 
As  sweet  in  voice  as,  in  perfume, 
The  night-breath  of  magnolia-bloom. 


Such  sumptuous  languor  lures  the  sense- 
Such  luxury  of  indolence— 
■y\i,-  eyes  lilur  as  a  nymph's  tnight  blur, 
With  water-lilies  watching  her. 

2J0 


Tiiic  [.(KKi-Rnirc  noo'- 

^^'ll  uakcn,  thrilling  al  the  irill 
Of  snim.  wild  l,ir,l  tliat  sfcnis  to  >pill 
The  silciK-c  full  of  wiiicy  ilrips 
Of  song  that  Fancy  sips  and  sips. 

Hetimcs,  in  hramhlcd  lai^os  wl.-.r.thrnngh 
I  he  chipmunk  stripes  himself  from  view. 
Von  pause  to  lop  a  creamy  spray 
Of  elder-blossoms  hy  the  way. 

Or  where  the  morning  dew  is  yet 
Gray  on  the  topmost  rail,  yon  set 
A  sudden  palm  and,  vaulting,  meet 
^■o«r  vaultmg  shadow  in  the  wheat. 

^•'  lordly  swards,  ol  suave  incline, 
i:.-sscll.,te  vilh  slude  and  shine,' 
Vou  shall  misdouht  your  l.nvly  l.irth. 
Clad  on  as  one  of  princely  worth : 

The  falcon  on  your  wrist  shall  ride— 
Vour  milk-white  .Arab  side  hy  side 
With  one  of  raven-black.— Yon  f;,;,, 
Would  kiss  the  hand  that  holds  the  rein. 

Nay,  nay.  Romancer !    Poet !    Seer  1 
Sing  us  back  home— from  there  to  here: 
Grant  your  high  grace  and  wit,  but  we   " 
Most  honor  your  simplicity -- 

Herein  are  blown  from  out  the  South 
Songs  blithe  as  those  of  Pan's  pursed  mouth- 
As  sweet  in  voice  as,  in  perfume. 
The  night-breath  of  magnolia-bloom. 
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/  "■/  •  /  Soiiff  of  Long  Ago 

A   SONTi  of  UmR  Arot 
■^  *•   Sinn  it  liK'Hly— siiiK  it  Inw — 
SiiiR  it  siifily— lilie  iIk'  lispiiiK  of  tlir  lips  we  iis,, 

tn  knnw 
When  iiiir  lialiy  laiiKlilir  spillnl 
Fruiii  till-  (ilail  lu'arts  cvi-r  filKil 
Willi  music  blithe  as  rofiin  ever  trilled! 

Let  llie  fraRrant  summer  breeze, 

And  the  leaver  of  locint-trces, 

And  llio  apple-biids  and  -blossoms,  and  the  winr 

of  honey-bees, 
All  palpitate  with  Kloe, 
Till  the  happy  barniony 
Hriii(,'s  back  each  eliiidish  joy  to  yon  and  me. 

I.et  ihe  eyes  of  fancy  turn 

Where  the  tninbled  pippins  l)urn 

Like  enibirs  in  the  orchard's  hip  of  laii.^leil  ura  ■ 

and  fern, — 
There  let  the  old  palli  wind 
In  and  ont,  and  on  behind 
The  ciilerpress  that  chnckles  as  we  grind. 

Blend  in  Ihe  song  the  moan 

Of  the  dove  that  grieves  alone. 

And  Ihe  wild  wdiir  of  the  locnst,  and  the  bnnibl.'- 

drowsy  drone ; 
And  Ihe  low  of  cow.s  that  call 
Througli  Ihe  pasfiire-bars  when  all 
The  landscape  fades  away  at  even  fall. 

22.J 
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J'"-",  far  .iwny  .„„,  ,,,„,, 

«-l'l  (111-  UMJIiim  „f  |l„.  till  I,     , 

O  s-.,|  an.l  swort  nml  ln,v 
,  ' ,""'  '"'"""•y  n.ny  know 


^O 


7/'f  infc-nicsscd 

J  •N-yomh,,o„.ro„«,,t,  „.;„,, „,„,,,„^ 

'"r."'-"  ^""">  he  pnin.c,  ,„,, 
A  sisUT  nf  (he  ;,ir__ 

Of  pinions  cvcryHlKTo. 

^Iic  hired  his  gn/e    f,,  i  .. 

fc.ue,  ,„  hravcr  days. 

Ami  tranced  Iiiin  s,-re„,v,\c  ■ 
^^'  sullen  paradise, 

V\-itli  scars  of  kisses  on  her  faec 
And  embers  in  her  eyes. 

And  now-nor  dream  nor  u-i-Meoncei, 
Though  faltering,  as  before- 

T-"8h,earshepai„„he,asis,„«t 
Ira  ,„g  ,he  ,,ea,  face  o'er  '' 

As  .Mother  Mary  wore. 
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176  By  Her  White  Bed 

T)  Y  her  white  bud  I  muse  a  little  space : 

■'-'  She  fell  asleep — not  very  long  ago, — 

And  yet  the  grass  was  here  and  not  the  smnv— 

'J'lic  leaf,  the  bud,  the  blossom,  and — her  face  I — 

Midsummer's  heaven  above  us,  and  the  grace 

Of  Love's  own  day,  from  dawn  to  afterglow; 

The  firellies'  glimmering,  and  the  sweet  and  low 

Plaint  of  the  whippoorwills,  and  every  place 

In  thicker  twilight  for  the  roses'  scent. 

Then  iw/hl.Shc  slept— in  such  tranquillity, 

I  walk  atiptoe  still,  nor  dare  to  weep, 

Keeling,  in  all  this  hush,  she  rests  content— 

1  hat  though  God  stood  to  wake  her  for  me,  she 

Would  mutely  plead :    "Nay,  Lord  I    Let  him  so  sleep.' 


7/7  Reach  Your  Hand  to  Me 

"O  EACH  your  hand  to  mc,  my  friend, 
-*■  ^    With  its  heartiest  caress — 
Sometime  there  will  come  an  end 
To  its  present  faithfulness — 
Sometime  I  may  ask  in  vain 
For  the  touch  of  il  again, 
When  between  us  land  or  sea 
Holds  it  ever  back  from  me. 

Sometime  I  may  need  it  so, 
Groping  somewhere  in  the  night. 

It  will  seem  to  me  as  though 
Just  a  touch,  however  light, 
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Would  make  all  ,I,e  darkness  day 
And  along  some  sunny  way 
Lead  me  through  an  April-shower 
Of  my  tears  to  this  fair  hour. 

O  the  present  is  too  sweet 
To  go  on  forever  thus  I 
Round  the  eorner  of  the  street 
VVhoean  say  what  waits  for„s'_ 
Meetmg-greeting,  „i,ht  and  day 
^•anng  each  the  selfsauie  way-   ' 
Jt.ll   somewhere  the  path  must  end.- 
Reachyourhandtorne,  myfnend' 
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Thanksyivhig 


LET  US  be  thankful-not  alone  because 
.^mce  last  oui   univer^-,i  >i      . 

^Ve  have  grown  grea,et:;;dr'"r°" 
And  fortune,  newer  sn.i.es  s:;:! ^i;;! t^!' 

B.^  thankful  for  all  things  .hat  come  as  alms 
from  out  the  open  hand  of  Providenec'- 

The  w„„er  elouds  and  s.orn,s_the  summer  ealms- 
The  sleepless  dread-the  drowse  of  indolenee 

Let  us  be  thankful-thankful  for  the  prayers 

And  bless  u».  as  in  greater  need  we  prayed 
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Let  lis  be  thankful  for  the  loyal  hand 
That  love  held  out  in  welcome  to  our  own, 

When  love  and  only  love  could  understand 
The  need  of  touches  we  h.id  never  known. 

Let  us  be  thankful  for  the  longhig  eyes 
That  gave  their  secret  to  us  as  they  wept, 

Yet  in  return  found,  with  a  sweet  surprise, 
Love's  touch  upon  their  lids,  and,  smiling,  slept. 

And  let  us,  too,  be  thankful  that  the  tears 
Of  sorrow  have  not  all  been  drained  away, 

That  through  them  still,  for  all  the  coming  years. 
We  may  look  on  the  dead  face  of  Tu-day. 


779  A  Ditty  of  No  Tone — 

Piped  to  the  Sliirit  of  John  Keats 

WOULD  that  my  lips  might  pour  out  in  thy  praise 
A  fitting  melody — an  air  sublime, — 
A  song  sun-washed  and  draped  in  dreamy  haze— 

The  floss  and  velvet  of  luxurious  rhyme: 
A  lay  wrought  of  warm  languors,  and  o'er-l)rimmed 
With  balminess,  and  fragrance  of  wild  flowers 
Such  as  the  droning  bee  ne'er  wearies  of— 
Such  thoughts  as  might  be  hymned 
To  thee  from  this  midsummer  land  of  ours 

Through  shower  and  sunshine,  blent  for  very  love 
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Deep  silences  in  woody  aisles  wherelhroush 

Cool  paths  go  loitering,  and  where  the  trill 
Ol  best-remembered  birds  hath  something  new 

In  eadence  for  the  hearing-lingering  still 
Ihron.Mh  all  the  open  day  that  lies  beyond; 
Keaehes  of  pastnre-lands,  vine-wreathen' oaks 
.Majestic  still  in  pathos  of  decay;— 
The  road— the  wayside  pond 
Wherein  the  dragon-fly  an  instant  soaks 
His  filmy  wing-tips  ere  he  flits  away. 

And  I  wonld  pluck  from  out  the  dank,  rich  mould 

I  hiek-shaded  from  the  sun  of  noon,  the  long 
Luhe  stalks  of  barley,  topped  with  niddy  gold 
An<l  braid  them  in  the  meshes  of  my  song-' 
And  with  them  I  would  tangle  wheat  an<l  rye, 
And  wisps  of  greenest  grass  the  katydid 
Ere  crept  beneath  the  blades  of,  sulkily 
As  harvest-hands  went  I,y; 
And  weave  (,f  all,  as  wihiest  fancy  hid, 
A  crown  of  mingled  song  and  bloom  for  thee. 


iSo 


A  Dream  of  Autumn 
JYI  KLLOW  ha.es.  lowly  trailing 

Over  wood  and  meadow,  veiling 
Somber  skies,  with  wiM-fowl  sailing 

Sailor-like  to  foreign  lands; 
And  the  north-wind  overleaping 
Summer's  brink,  .and  (lood-like  sweeping 
U  recks  of  roses  where  (he  weeping- 
Willows  wring  their  helpless  hands. 
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Flart-d,  like  Titan  torches  flinging 
Flakes  of  (lame  and  embers,  springing 
From  the  vale,  the  trees  stand  swinging 

In  the  moaning  atmosphere; 
While  in  dead'ning  lands  the  lowing 
Of  the  cattle,  sadd  r  growing. 
Fills  the  sense  to  overflowing 

With  the  sorrow  of  the  year. 

Sorrowfully,  yet  the  sweeter 
Sings  the  brook  in  rippled  meter 
Under  boughs  that  lithely  teeter 

Lorn  birds,  answering  from  the  shores 
Through  the  viny,  shady-shiny 
Interspaces,  shot  with  tiny 
Flying  motes  that  fleck  the  winy 

Wave-engraven  sycamores. 

Fields  of  ragged  stubble,  wrangled 
With  rank  weeds,  and  shocks  of  tangled 
Corn,  with  crests  like  rent  plumes  dangled 

Over  Harvest's  battle-plain ; 
And  the  sudden  whir  and  whistle 
Of  the  quail  that,  like  a  missile. 
Whizzes  over  thorn  and  thistle. 

And,  a  missile,  drops  again. 


Muffled  voices,  hid  in  thickets 
Where  the  redbird  stops  to  stick  its 
Ruddy  beak  betwixt  the  pickets 
Of  the  truant's  rustic  trap ; 


TIIF.    I.OCKIORHIFC    F;OoK 

Aiul  tl,o  so„„d  of  hiiRhtcT  ringing 
WluTc.  wiihin  ihc  wild  vi,K-  Mvin«i„s, 
Climb  Bacchante's  schnnlmatcs,  flins,- 
I'lirple  clusters  in  her  lap. 

Rich  as  wine,  the  sunset  flashes 
Round  the  tilted  wcrld,  and  dashes 
I'p  the  sinning  west,  and  splashes 

Red  foam  over  sky  and  sea— 
■rill  my  dream  of  Anlmnn,  paling 
In  the  splendor  all-prevailing, 
Like  a  sallow  leaf  goes  sailing 
Down  the  silence  solemnly. 


igmg 


iSr 


Robert  Bums  Wilson 


Wn'-^T  '■'""'"°"  "^'""'  tt.ee ?-Thro„gh  what  thr.ll 
Uf  the  awed  sonl  came  the  command  divine 
Itito  the  mother-heart,  foretelling  thine 
Should  palpitate  with  his  whose  raptures  will 
i>"'S  on  while  daisies  bloom  and  lavrocks  trdi 
I  heir  undulating  ways  up  through  the  fine 
Fair  mists  of  heavenly  reaches?    Thy  pure  line 
l-'lls  as  the  dew  of  anthems,  quiring  still 
I  he  sweeter  since  the  Scottish  singer  raised 
His  voice  therein,  and,  r|uit  of  every  stress 
Of  earthly  ache  and  longing  and'despair 
K"ew  certainly  each  simple  thing  he  praised 
Was  no  less  worthy,  for  its  lowliness, 
Thai  any  joy  of  all  the  glory  There. 
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/<?-?  The  Rose 

T  T  tossed  its  Ilea,,  at  the  wooing;  biee^-.o; 
■*■     And  the  sun,  like  a  l)aslifnl  swain, 
Beamed  on  it  through  the  waving  trees 

With  a  passion  all  in  vain, — 
For  my  rose  laughed  in  a  crimson  glee, 
And  hid  in  the  leaves  in  wait  for  me. 

The  honcy-hee  came  there  to  sing 
His  love  through  the  languid  hours, 

And  vaunt  of  his  hives,  as  a  proud  old  king 
Might  boast  of  his  palace-towers : 

But  my  rose  bowed  in  a  mockery, 

And  hid  in  the  leaves  in  wait  fur  inc. 

The  humming-bird,  like  a  courtier  gay. 
Dipped  down  with  a  dalliant  song, 

And  twanged  his  wings  through  the  roundelay 
Of  love  the  whole  day  long: 

Yet  my  rose  turned  from  his  minstrelsy 

And  hid  in  the  leaves  in  wait  for  me. 

The  firefly  came  in  the  twilight  dim 

My  red,  red  rose  to  woo — 
Till  quenched  was  the  flame  of  love  in  him, 

And  the  light  of  his  lantern  too, 
As  my  rose  wept  with  dewdrops  three 
And  hid  in  the  leaves  in  wait  for  me. 

And  I  said :  I  will  cull  my  own  sweet  rose — 

Some  clay  I  will  claim  as  mine 
The  priceless  worth  of  the  flower  that  knows 

No  change,  but  a  bloom  divine— 
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The  lilooni  of  a  fadeless  constancy 
Tliat  hides  in  tlic  leaves  in  wait  for  me ! 

But  ti.„e  passed  by  i„  a  Strang  disguise. 
And  I  marked  it  not,  but  lay 

In  a  lazy  dream,  with  drowsy  eyes. 
Till  the  sutnmer  slipped  away. 

And  a  chill  wind  sang  in  a  minor  key: 

"Where  is  the  rose  that  wails  for  thee?" 

I  dream  to-day,  o'er  a  purple  stain 
Of  bloom  on  a  withered  stalk. 

Pelted  down  by  the  autumn  raiii 
In  the  dust  of  the  garden-walk, 

'I'liat  an  Angcl-rose  in  the  world  to  be 

Will  hide  in  the  leaves  in  wait  for  me. 


IS; 


Elizabeth 


^fny  I,  iSgi 

PUZAr.ETH!  Elizabeth! 

The  first  May-morning  whispereth 
Thy  gentle  name  in  every  breeze 
That  lispeth  through  the" young-leaved  trees, 
New  raimented  in  white  and  green 
Of  bloom  and  leaf  to  crown  thee  queen  ;- 
And,  as  in  odorous  chorus,  all 
The  orchard-blossoms  sweetly  call 
Even  as  a  singing  voice  tiiat  saiih, 
Elizabeth !    Elizabeth ! 
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F.lizalif  til !  I.o.  lily-fair, 

In  deep,  cool  sliadows  of  tliy  Inir, 

Thy  face  mnintaincth  its  repose. — 

Is  it,  O  sister  of  the  rose, 

So  better,  sweeter,  bloomiiiR  thus 

Than  in  this  briery  world  with  us? — 

Where  frost  o'ertaketh,  and  the  breath 

Of  bitinR  winter  harrieth 
With  sleeted  rains  and  bliRlitiuK  snows 
All  fairest  blooms— Elizabeth ! 

Nay,  then  ! — So  reign,  Klizabeth, 
Crowned,  in  thy  M.ay-ilay  realm  of  death! 
Put  fortli  the  scepter  of  thy  love 
1:1  every  star-tipped  blossom  of 
The  grassy  dais  of  thy  throne! 
Sadder  are  we,  thus  left  alone, 
Hut  gladder  they  tliat  thrill  to  see 
Thy  niother's  rapture,  greeting  thee. 
Bereaved  are  we  hy  life— not  death- 
Elizabeth!    Elizabeth! 


T' 


iS.f  The  IVaiidcriiiff  Jcd' 

'IlK  stars  are  failing,  and  the  sky 
Is  like  a  field  of  faded  flowers; 
The  winds  on  weary  wings  go  by ; 
The  moon  hides,  and  the  tempest  lowers ; 
And  still  through  every  clinie  and  age 
I  wander  on  a  pilgrimage 
Thai  all  men  know  an  idle  quest, 
For  that  the  goal  I  seek  is— rest  ! 
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I  hear  the  voice  of  summer  streams, 

And,  following,  I  find  the  hrink 
Of  cooling  springs,  with  childish  dreams 
Returning  as  1  bend  to  drink- 
But  suddenly,  with  startled  eyes, 
■My  face  looks  on  its  grim  disguise 
Of  long  gray  beard;  and  so,  distressed, 
I  hasten  on,  nor  taste  of  rest. 

I  come  upon  a  merry  group 

Of  children  in  the  dusky  wood. 
Who  answer  back  the  owlet's  whoop. 
That  laughs  as  it  had  understood ;" 
And  r  would  pause  a  little  space, 
Rut  tiiat  each  happy  blossom-face 
Is  like  to  one  His  hands  have  blessed 
Who  sent  me  forth  in  search  of  rest. 

Sometimes  I  fair,  would  stay  my  feet 
Tn  shady  lanes,  where  huddled  kine 
Couch  in  the  grasses  ccjol  and  sweet. 
And  lift  their  patient  eyes  to  mine; 
But  I,  for  thoughts  that  ever  then 
Co  back  to  Bethlehem  again. 
Must  needs  fare  on  my  weary  quest. 
And  weep  for  very  need  of  rest. 

Is  there  no  end?  I  plead  in  vain: 
Lost  worlds  nor  living  answer  me. 

Since  Pontius  Pilate's  awful  reign 
Have  I  not  passed  eternity? 
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Have  I  not  drunk  the  fcliil  breath 

Of  every  fevered  phase  of  death, 

And  come  unscathed  thriiURh  every  pest 

And  scourge  and  plague  that  promised  res 

Have  I  not  seen  the  stars  go  out 

That  shed  their  light  o'er  Galilee, 
And  mighty  kingdoms  tossed  about 
And  crumhlcd  clod-liko  in  the  sea? 
Dead  ashes  of  dead  ages  blow 
And  cover  me  like  drifting  snow, 
And  time  laughs  on  as  'twere  a  jest 
That  I  have  any  need  of  rest. 


1S5 


The  Cyclone 


So  lone  I  stood,  the  very  trees  seemed  drawn 
In  conference  with  themselves— Intense— inlni- 
Seemed  everything ;— the  summer  splendor  on 
The  sight, — magnificence ! 

A  babe's  life  might  not  lighter  fail  and  die 
Than  failed  the  sunlight.— Though  the  hmir  was  m » :! 

The  palm  of  midnight  might  not  lighter  lie 
Upon  the  brow  of  June. 

With  eyes  upraised,  I  saw  the  underwings 
Of  swallows — gone  the  instant  afterward — 

While  from  the  elms  there  came  strange  twitterings 
Stilled  scarce  ere  they  were  heard. 
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The  river  .ocmcl,,,  shiver ;n„.l,,.r  down 
ItH  -larkene-l  lenR.l,.  1  ,,,,,  „,,  ,j,,„,„,^., 

Lean  .nw.nl  closer,  under  ,l,e  vast  frown 

I  hat  weighec]  ahove  the  shores. 

•' hen  wn.  a  roar,  born  of  some  awful  b„rs,. 
A.WI  one  lay, hriekinK,eha,.erinK.i,.  ,„„„„. 

Il"n«-leorl-o„to,.o„,espaceaeours, 
••IS  ol  Jehovah's  wrath: 

Nor  harely  |,aj  he  wreaked  his  latest  prayer 

I'-re  back  the  noon  (lashed  o'er  the  rnin  d„„e. 
Am,  oer  uprooted  forests  touseled  there 
I  he  birds  sang  i„  ,1,^  s,„, 


/.W 


To  the  Scrcuadrr 

'piNKLE  on,  O  sweet  Ruitar, 

I-it  the  dancing  fingers 
Loiter  where  the  low  notes  are 

Blended  with  the  siuKer's : 
Let  the  midnight  pour  the  moon's 

Alcllow  wine  of  glory 
Down  upon  hint  through  the  tune's 

Old  romantic  storv ! 


am  listening,  my  love, 
Through  the  cautious'  lattice 
W.mdering  why  the  stars  above 
All  arc  blinking  at  us- 
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Wumliriiig  i(  liis  eyis  from  there 
C'alcli  tin-  nuiuiilK'am's  stiiiiimer 

As  it  HkIus  the  robe  I  wear 
With  a  ghostly  glimmer. 

Lilt  thy  song,  and  lute  away 

In  the  wildest  fashion: — 
Four  thy  rippling  ronndolay 

OVr  tlic  lu'iKhls  of  passion! — 
riash  it  down  the  fretted  strings 

Till  thy  innd  lips,  missing 
All  but  smothered  whisperings, 

Press  this  rose  I'm  kissing. 


i8j    The  Curse  of  the  Wundcrbui  Fmit 

A  LI.  hope  of  rest  withdrawn  me!— 
•^^  What  dread  command  hath  put 
This  awful  curse  upon  nie — ■ 

The  curse  of  Ihc  wanderiuK  foot? 
Forward  and  liackwaril  and  thither. 

And  hither  and  yon  again — 
Wanderiui,'  ever!    And  whither? 

Answer  them,  God  I    Amen. 

The  blue  skies  are  far  o'er  me — 
The  bleak  fields  near  bei^w: 

Where  the  mother  that  bore  me? — 
Where  her  grave  in  the  snow  ? — 
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Glad  in  her  trough  of  a  ccirtin— 
'1  he  sad  cyis  frozen  shut 

That  wept  so  often,  often, 
The  curse  of  the  wandering  font ! 

Here  in  ynnr  marts  I  care  iiut 

Wiiatsocver  ye  liiinl.- 
Gf.oil  folk  many  whf  dare  not 

fiivenie  i  >  cat  :md  drink: 
Give  nie  n,  ;  up  of  your  i)ity— 

Feast  me  on  prayers !— O  ye, 
Met  I  yotir  Christ  in  the  eily, 

He  would  fare  forth  with  nic— 

Forward  and  onward  and  thiihcr, 

And  hither  again  and  yon, 
With  milk  for  our  drink  lo^ailier 

And  honey  to  feed  upon— 
Nor  hope  of  rest  withdraw ii  n;. 

Since  the  one  Fatlur  put 
1  he  bh  iscd  curse  upon  us    - 

The  curse  of  the  wandering  foot. 


/A?  A  IVra'.thofSunuiu-r-lhnc 

N  its  color,  shade  and  sliinc, 


I 


'Twas  a  summer  w.irm  as  wiiu-, 
With  an  effervescent  flavoring  of  nowered 

bough  and  vine, 
And  a  fr,igrance  and  a  ta^te 
Of  ripe  roses  gone  to  waste, 
And  a  dreamy  sense  of  sun-  and  ninon-  mvl 

star-light  interlaced. 
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'Twas  a  smnnicr  siii-li  as  Ijr(K)ds 

O'er  ciiclianlfd  solitudes, 

Where  the  hand  of  Fancy  leads  us  through 

voKi|)luary  moods, 
And  wiili  l.ivish  love  outpours 
All  the  wealth  of  out-of-doors, 
And  woos  our  feci  o'er  velvet  paths  and 

honeysuckle  floors. 

'Twas  a  sunimer-timc  long  dead, 

And  its  roses,  white  and  red. 

And  its  reeds  and  water-lilies  down  along 

the  river-bed, — 
O  Ihey  all  are  shoMly  tilings— 
For  the  ripple  never  sings. 
And  the  rocking  lily  never  even  rustles  as 

it  rings! 
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Out  of  \'a~arcth 


"  XJ  F-  !=l:nll  sleep  uniJc 
-■   ••■     Who  loves  Allal 


■Jcathed  of  thieves 
Allah  and  believes." 
Thus  heard  one  who  shared  the  tent. 
In  the  far-off  Orient, 
Of  the  Bedouin  ben  Ahrzz— 
X'ohler  ncvei  ,1  the  stars 

Through  the  palm  leaves  nigh  the  dim 
Dawn  Ms  courser  neighed  to  him! 
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He  said:    "Let  the  sands  be  swarmed 

With  such  thieves  as  I,  and  thou 
i-halt  at  morning  rise,  unharmed, 

Light  as  eyelash  to  (he  brow 
Of  tliy  camel,  amber-eyed. 
Ever  munching  either  side', 
Striding  still,  with  nestled  knees 
Through  the  midnight's  oases. 

"Who  can  rob  thee  and  thou  hast 
More  than  this  that  thou  hast  cast 
At  my  feet-this  dust  of  gold? 
Simply  this  and  that,  all  told ! 
Hast  thou  not  a  treasure  of 
Such  a  thing  as  men  call  love? 

"Can  the  dusky  band  J  !cad 
Rob  thee  of  thy  daily  „ee,l 
Of  a  whiter  soul,  or  steal 

Wh.1t  ll,y  lordly  prayers  rcveal- 
Who  could  be  enriched  of  thee 
By  such  hoard  of  poverty 
As  thy  niggard  hand  pretends 
To  dole  mc-thy  worst  of  friends? 

Therefcre  shouldst  thou  pause  to  bless 
One  indeed  who  blesses  thee : 

Robbing  thee,  I  dispossess 
Butmyself.-Praythouforme!" 

He  shall  sleep  unscathed  of  thieves 
Wbo  loves  Allah  and  believes. 
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igo 


Ncssiniik 


T    HAIL  thee,  Xessmuk,  for  the  lofty  tone 
■^     Yet  simple  grace  that  marks  thy  poetry ! 

True  forester  Ihou  art,  and  still  to  be. 
Even  in  happier  fields  than  thou  hast  known. 
Thus,  in  glad  visions,  glimpses  am  I  shown 

Of  groves  delectable — "preserves"  for  thee — 

Ranged  but  by  friends  of  thine — I  name  thee  three: 
First,  Chaucer,  with  his  bald  old  pate  new-grown 
With  changeless  laurel;  next,  in  Lincoln-green, 

Gold-belted,  -bowed  and-bugled,  Robin  Hood; 
And  next,  Ike  Walton,  patient  and  serene : 
These  three,  O  Nessmuk,  gathered  hunter-wise. 
Are  camped  on  liither  slopes  of  Paradise. 

To  hail  thee  first  and  greet  thee,  as  they  should. 


igi 


The  Hoosicr  folk-Child 


'  I  "HE  Hoosier  Folk-Child — all  unsung- 

■^   Unlettered  all  of  mind  and  tongue; 
Unmaslered,   unmolested — made 
Most  wholly  frank  and  unafraid: 
Ur*  night  of  any  school — unvexed 
Of  law  or  creed — all  unperplexcd — 
Unsermoned,  ay,  and  undefiled, 
An  all  imperfect-perfect  child — 
A  type  which  (Heaven  forgive  us!)  you 
And  I  do  tardy  honor  to, 
And  so  profane  the  sanctities 
or  our  inosi  sacred  niemories. 
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Who,  growing  thus  from  boy  to  man, 
That  dares  not  be  American? 
Go,  Pride,  with  prudent  underbuzz— 
Go  whistle!  as  the  Folk-Child  does. 

The  Hoosier  Folk-Child's  world  is  not 
Much  wider  than  the  stable-lot 
Between  the  house  and  highway  fence 
That  bounds  the  home  his  father  rents. 
His  playmates  mostly  are  the  ducks 
•And  chickens,  and  the  boy  that  "shucks 
Corn  by  the  shock,"  and  talks  of  town, 
And  whether  eggs  are  "up"  or  "down," 
And  prophesies  in  boastful  tone 
Of  "owning  horses  of  his  own," 
And  "being  his  own  man,"  and  "when 
He  gets  to  be,  what  he'll  do  then."— 
Takes  out  his  jack-knife  dreamily 
And  makes  the  Folk-Child  two  or  three 
Crude  corn-stalk  figures,-a  wee  span 
Of  horses  and  a  little  man. 

The  Hoosier  Folk-Child's  eyes  are  wise 
And  wide  and  round  as  Brownies'  eyes : 
The  .smile  they  wear  is  ever  blent 
With  all-expectant  wonderment,— 
On  homeliest  things  they  bend  a  look 
As  rapt  as  o'er  a  picture-book. 
And  seem  to  ask,  whatc'cr  befall, 
The  happy  reason  of  it  all:— 
Why  grass  is  all  so  glad  a  green. 
And  leaves-aiid  what  their  lispi'ngs  mean;- 
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Why  buds  grow  on  the  botiglis,  and  why 
They  burst  in  blossom  by  nnd  by— 
As  th('i:gl   '  'e  orchard  in  the  breeze 
Had  shrok  and  popped  its  pop-cmii  Inu-s. 
To  i'»:e  and  whet,  as  well  they  niJBht, 
Sonit  ii .-ea-leaguc  giant's  appetite! 

The  .'■^''sier  Folk-Child's  chubby  face 
If  ^5  S'.int  refinement,  caste  or  grace, — 
Froi.i  crown  to  chin,  and  check  to  check, 
5.1  bears  the  grimy  water-streak 
Of  rinsings  such  as  some  lung  rain 
Might  irool  across  the  window-paui; 
Wherethrough  he  peers,  with  troubled  frown, 
As  some  lorn  team  drives  by  for  town. 
His  brow  is  clfed  with  wispish  hair, 
With  tangles  in  it  here  and  there. 
As  though  the  warlocks  snarled  it  so 
At  midniirk  when  the  moon  saggeil  low. 
And  boughs  did  toss  and  skrcek  and  shake, 
And  children  moaned  themselves  awake. 
With  fingers  clutched,  and  starling  sight 
Blind  as  the  blackness  of  the  night  I 


The  Hoosier  Folk-Child !— Rich  is  he 
In  all  the  wealth  of  poverty ! 
He  owns  nor  title  nor  estate, 
Nor  speech  but  half  articulate, — 
He  owns  nor  princely  robe  nor  crown ; — 
Yet,  draped  in  patched  and  faded  brown. 
He  owns  the  bird-songs  of  the  hills — 
The  laughter  of  the  April  rills ; 
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And  his  are  all  the  diamonds  set 

In  Morning's  dewy  coronet,— 

And  his  the  Dusk's  first  minted  stars 

That  twinkle  through  the  pasture  bars 

And  litter  all  the  skies  at  night 

With  glittering  scraps  of  silver  light  ;- 

The  rainbow's  bar,  from  rim  to  rim. 

In  beaten  gold,  belongs  to  him. 


^9~  The  Singer 

VV^'HILE  with  Ambition's  hectic  flame 

He  wastes  the  midnight  oil, 
And  dreams,  high-throned  on  heights  of  fame, 
To  rest  him  from  his  toil, — 

Death's  Angel,  like  a  vast  eclipse. 

Above  him  spreads  her  wings. 
And  fans  the  embers  of  his  lips 

To  ashes  as  he  sings. 


^93  To  An  Importunate  Ghost 

r^  ET  gone,  thou  most  uncomfortable  ghost! 
Thou  really  dost  annoy  nic  with  thy  thin 
Impalpable  transparency  of  grin; 
And  the  vague,  shadowy  shape  of  thee  almost 
Hath  vcxt  me  beyond  boundary  and  coast 
Of  my  broad  patience.    Stay  thy  chatterir^  chin, 
And  reel  the  tauntings  of  thy  vain  tongue  in, 
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Nor  tempt  me  further  with  thy  vaporish  boast 
That  I  am  helpless  to  combat  thee !    Weil, 

Have  at  thee,  then!    Yet  if  a  doom  most  dire 
Thou  wouldst  escape,  flee  whilst  thou  canst! — Rcvik 

Me  not,  Miasmic  Mist! — Rank  Air!  retire! 
One  instant  longer  an  thou  haunt'st  me,  I'll 

Inhale  thee,  O  thou  wraith  despicable ! 


ip4  June  at  Woodruff 

OUT  at  WoodruflF  Place— afar 
From  the  city's  glare  and  jar, 
With  the  leafy  trees,  instead 
Of  the  awnings,  overhead ; 
With  the  shadows  cool  and  sweet, 
For  the  fever  of  the  street; 
With  the  silence,  like  a  prayer. 
Breathing  round  us  everywhere. 

Gracious  anchorage,  at  last. 
From  the  billows  of  the  vast 
Tide  of  life  that  comes  and  goes. 
Whence  and  where  nobody  knows — 
Moving,  like  a  skeptic's  thought. 
Out  of  nowhere  into  nauKl". 
Touch  and  tame  us  with  thy  grace, 
Placid  calm  of  Woodruff  Place! 

Weave  a  wreath  of  bcechen  leaves 
For  the  brow  that  throbs  and  grieves 
O'er  the  ledger,  bloody-lined, 
'Neath  the  sunslruck  window-blind! 
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Scml  ilu-  l.reatl,  of  woo.Haiul  Lloom 
ThrcuKli  ilii.  sick-  p.inn-s  prison-room, 
Till  his  old  farni-lio,„e  sliall  swim 
Sweet  ill  niiiul  i,,  In-art^,  i,j„,  j 

Out  at  Woodruff  Place  the  Muse 
Dips  her  sandal  in  the  dews, 
Sacredly  as  iiislit  and  dawn 
Haptize  lilied  frrove  and  lawn  : 
Woddy  i)atli,  or  paven  way- 
She  (loih  haunt  them  night  and  day,— 
Sun  or  mooiili^ri,,  ihronj,),  n^^.  f^^^^_  ' 
To  her  eyes,  arc  melodies. 

Swinging  lanterns,  twinkling  clear 
Through  night-scenes,  are  songs  to  her- 
Tinted  lilts  and  choiring  lines. 
Blent  with  chil.lren's  glad  halloos ; 
'I  hen  helated  lays  that  fade 

Tntn  midnight's  serenade 

Vine-like  words  and  zithorn-strings 
Twined  through  all  her  sluniherings. 

Blessed  he  each  hearthstone  set 
Neighhoring  the  vir>!et ! 
Blessed  every  roof-tree  pr.iycil 
Over  jiy  the  heech's  shade  ! 
Blessed  doorway,  opening  where 
We  may  look  on  Xature— there 
Hand  to  hand  and  face  to  face- 
Storied  realm,  or  Woodruff  Place. 
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JliST  as  of  old !    The  world  rolls  on  and  on  ; 
Till'  day  dies  into  niglil— niKlit  into  dawn- 
Dawn  into  dnsk— tlironnli  centuries  untold.— 
Just  as  of  old. 

Time  loiters  not.    The  river  ever  flows, 
Its  brink  or  white  with  blossoms  or  with  snows; 
Its  tide  or  warin  with  spring  or  winter  cold: 
Just  as  of  old. 

Lo !  where  is  the  bepinninp;.  where  the  end 
Of  living,  loving.  Innging?     I.isli'ii.  friend!— 
God  answers  with  a  silence  of  pure  gold- 
Just  as  of  old. 
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TIw  Lilllc  Red  Ribbon 


I'lin:  little  rc.l  rihbnn,  the  ring  and  the  rose' 

The  sinnn,er-tin.e  c.nies,  and  the  .snnnner-.ime  goes- 
Ancl  never  a  blossom  in  all  of  the  land 
As  white  as  the  gleam  of  lier  beekoning  hand! 

The  long  winter  months,  and  the  glare  of  the  snows- 
I  I>c  little  red  ribbon,  the  ring  an.l  the  ro--,- ' 
And  never  a  glinnncr  o*f  sun  in  the  sk-ies 
As  bright  as  the  light  of  her  glorious  eyes! 

Dreams  only  arc  true;  but  they  fa.le  an,l  are  gone- 
lor  her  face  is  not  here  when  I  waken  at  dawn- 
The  little  red  ribbon,  the  ring  and  the  rose 
Mine  only;  hers  only  the  dream  and  repose. 

I  am  weary  of  waiting,  and  "  ,arv  of  tears 
And  my  heart  wearies,  too,  all  these  desolate  years 
Moanmg  over  the  one  only  song  that  it  knows  - 
The  little  red  ribbon,  the  ring  and  the  rose ! 


247 


'97 


TUF.  l.OCKT.RniF.   nooK 
A  Poor  Mini's  U'i-aUh 

ArOOR  man?    Yes,  T  mii'^t  ronfiss— 
No  wealth  of  Rolil  do  I  possess ; 
No  pastures  fine,  with  KraziiiK  kine, 
Nnr  fields  of  wavniR  Rrain  are  iiiiiic; 
No  foot  of  fat  or  fallow  land 
Where  riRhtfully  my  feet  may  stand 
The  while  1  claim  it  as  my  own— 
Ily  deed  and  title,  mine  alone. 

Ah.  poor  indeed!  perhaps  yon  say- 
But  spare  mc  your  compassion,  pray!— 
When  1  ride  not— with  you— I  walk 
In  Nature's  company,  and  talk 
With  imc  who  will  not  slifiht  or  sli.r 
The  child  forever  dear  to  her— 
And  one  who  answers  hack,  he  sure. 
With  smile  for  smile,  though  I  am  poor. 

And  while  communinK  thus,  I  count 
An  iimer  weahh  of  large  amount  — 
The  wealth  of  honest  purpose  tilent 
With  Penury's  environmeiU,— 
The  wealth  of  owing  naught  to-d;iy 
Hut  dehts  that  I  would  gladly  pay. 
With  wealth  of  thanks  still  unexpressed 
With  cumulative  interest.- 

A  wealth  of  patience  and  content — 
For  all  my  ways  improvident ; 
A  failh  still  fondly  exercised— 
For  all  my  plans  mircalizcd; 
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A  wc.ilili  of  promises  (Ij.-.l  still 

iiowcVr  r  f,„i,  n„,p,.  ,„fii|.  ' 

A  wealth  „f  ..|,.,ri,y  f..^  ,|,„4 


Who 


P'ly  nic  my  r.i«t'„l  doihis 


A  poor  ,„,-,„?    Y..S,  I  „„,s,  ,„„f,.,3_ 
Nowcahhof  Rol,l,|oip„s«,„. 
>."  pnstnrcs  f,„o,  with  gra.inR  ki'„e, 

Nor  M.ls  of  waving  grain  arc  „,i„e; 
Butah    „,y  friend!  ,v,^.,,,„h,„„^.„j, 
J^or  millionaires  might  condescend 

To  bend  the  knee  and  envy  mc 
This  opulence  of  poverty. 


'9S  To  Ed, jar  U'ilsou  Xyc 

O  '■  wl'Vt?''"""'  "'■^'  ''""'^  -"Pnnion.hip 
W  ha.  hberty  ,s  n.inc-wha,  swco,  rel.asc 
I  roni  clamorous  strife   nn,l  , .,,     i    .  ,    . 

''"''.ontisthyfancS'iC         ''^'^"'■"^•'^^-' 
">at  dints  the  dimple  now,  and  kinks  the  lip 
1  .at  scarce  may  sing,  in  all  this  glad  increase 
Oftnernmcm!    So,  pray-thee.  do  not  cease 
To  ceer  me  thus  ;-f„r,  underneath  the  quip 
Of    hy  droll  sorcery,  the  wrangling  fret 

Of  all  distress  is  stilled-nosvllahle 
Of  sorrow  vexcth  me-no  teardrops  wet 

My  teeming  lids  save  those  that  leap  to  tell 
TI.ce  thou  .St  a  guest  that  overweepeth.  yet 
O'lly  because  thou  jokest  overwell. 
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'Ihc  Silent  I'ktors 

Mav  jo,  1878 

"Dyiiui  lor  riilory,  </i.v)   -11  f'l'''''' 
ThiinJi-ritl  mi  his  in.'/'''  fiir." 

— CllARLKS  L.  UOI.STEIN. 


DEEP,  tcn.lcr.  f.r.it  an.l  In,.-,  the  Nali,.n\  lunrt 
Throbs  for  her  yallant  lierocs  passed  away, 
Wlio  ill  Kriiii  I'.allles  ilraina  phijeil  their  iiart, 
Ami  shimlier  here  to-chiy.— 

Warn,  hearts  thai  heat  their  hves  out  at  the  .hrinc 
Of  I'reedont,  wliile  our  coiiiitry  liehl  it-  hreatli 

As  hrave  hatlalio.is  wheeled  themselves  .11  line 
Ami  marehed  upon  their  death: 

When  Freedum-s  I'lan,  its  natal  wounds  scaree  healed, 
Was  torn  from  peaecful  winds  and  lUuig  asain 

To  shudder  in  the  storm  of  battle-field— 
The  clemenls  of  men,— 

When  every  star  that  Rlittercd  was  a  mark 
b'or  Treason's  hall,  and  every  rippliuR  bar 

Of  red  and  white  was  sullied  with  the  dark 
And  purple  stain  of  war: 

When  angry  guns,  like  famishe.l  beasts  of  prey, 
Were  howling  o'er  Iheir  gory  feast  of  lives, 

And  sending  dismal  echoes  far  away 
'i'o  mothers,  maids,  and  wives:— 
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The  m.'iluT.  kiuvlinn  in  ilu-  cni|ii.v  iiJKlit, 
Willi  plr.iiliiiK  li.iilils  uplifted  f,,r  lIu-  -son 

Wild,  rviii  as  5.I1C  pnyi-.l,  hail  fmight  Iho  fiRhl— 
The  victory  hail  wdii  : 

The  wife,  with  trenililiiis  haml  that  wmt,.  1.,  ^ay 
'I'lio  lialic  was  wailing  f.ir  the  sire's  caress— 

The  letter  iiieetint;  that  upon  llit  way,— 
The  li.ilic  was  fatherless: 

The  maiden,  with  her  lips,  in  fancy,  presseil 
Ai;ains(  the  hnnv  once  dewy  with  her  lireath, 

Now  lyiiiK  nninli,  nnknown,  and  uiicaressed 
Save  by  the  dews  of  death. 


What  ntecd  of  trihiile  can  the  p..el  pay 
The  .Soldier,  hut  to  trail  the  ivy-vino 

Of  idle  rhyme  ahnve  his  grave  to-day 
In  epitaph  design?— 

Or  wreathe  with  latirel-words  the  icy  hrnws 
That  ache  no  lonjjer  with  a  dream  of  fame, 

Bnt,  pillowed  lowly  in  the  narrow  honse, 
Renown'il  beyond  the  name.     " 


The  dewy  tear-dr    .s  of  (he  niwht  may  (all. 

And  tender  morning  with  her  shining  hand 
.^^ay  hrnsh  them  from  the  grasses  green  and  tall 

That  undulate  the  land. — 
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Vet  song  of  Peace  nor  din  of  <oil  and  thrift. 

Nor  clunled  luinors,  with  the  flowerb  we  heap, 
Can  yield  us  hope  the  Hero's  head  to  lift 

Out  of  its  dreamless  sleep: 

The  dear  ol.l  flag,  whose  faintest  flutter  flies 
A  stirring  echo  through  each  patriot  breast, 

Can  never  coax  to  life  the  folded  .^yes 
That  saw  its  wrongs  redressed— 

That  watched  it  waver  when  the  fight  was  hot, 
Ai.d  blazed  with  newer  courage  to  its  aid, 

Rcgar.lless  of  the  shower  of  shell  and  shot 
Through  which  the  charge  was  made  ;- 

And  when,  at  last,  they  saw  it  plume  its  wings. 
Like  some  proud  bird  in  stormy  elemcm. 

And  soar  untrammcled  on  its  wanderings, 
They  closed  in  death,  content. 


O  mother,  you  who  mirs  the  smiling  face 
Of  that  dear  boy  who  vanished  from  your  sight, 

And  left  you  weeping  oer  the  vacant  place 
He  used  to  fill  at  nfght,— 

Who  left  you  dazed,  bewildered,  on  a  day 
That  echoed  wild  luizzas,  and  roar  of  guns 

That  drowned  ihe  farewell  words  you  tried  to  say 
To  iiicoherciit  ones  ;— 
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Me  glad  and  proud  you  had  the  lifu  to  Rive— 
Re  coinfoned  tliroufh  all  ilie  years  !o  come,— 

Vour  country  has  a  longer  life  to  live, 
Vour  son  a  heller  home. 

O  widow,  weeping  o'er  the  orpnaned  etiild, 
Wl.o  only  lifts  his  questioning  eyes  to  senil 

A  keener  pang  to  grief  unreconciled,— 
I'eaeh  him  to  comprehen<l 

lie  had  a  father  hrave  enough  to  stand 
IJefore  the  lire  of  Treason's  hiazing  gun, 

That,  dying,  he  might  will  the  rich  old  land 
Of  I'reedoin  to  his  son. 

.And.  maiden,  living  ori  through  lonely  years 

111  fe.-ilty  to  love's  enduring  ties.— 
With  strong  faith  gleaming  through  the  lender  tears 

That  gather  in  your  eyes, 

Took-  up!  and  own,  in  gratefulness  of  prayer. 

.Siilimission  to  Ihe  will  of  He         's  Hii;h  Host  — 
I  see  your  Angel  soldier  pacing  there, 

Kxpectanl  at  his  post. — 

I  sec  the  rani;  and  file  of  armies  vast. 

That  muster  under  one  supreme  control; 
I  hear  the  trumpet  sound  the  signal-blast— 

.The  calling  of  the  roll— 
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The  grand  divisions  falling  into  line 
Ami  fornii"!,'.  ""<'"  voi«  "f  One  alone 

Who  gives  eonnnan.l,  and  joins  with  tongne  <hvnu- 
The  hymn  that  shakes  the  Throne. 


And  thns,  in  tribute  to  the  forms  that  rest 

In  their  last  eampinR-Kronnd,  ^ve  strew  the  l>l.>om 

And  fragranee  of  the  flowers  they  loved  the  best, 
In  silence  o'er  the  tomb. 

With  reverent  hands  we  twine  the  Hero's  wreath 
And  clasp  it  tenderly  on  slake  or  stone 

That  stands  the  sentinel  for  each  beneath 
Whose  glory  is  onr  own. 

While  in  the  violet  that  greets  the  sun, 
We  see  the  azure  eye  of  some  lost  boy; 

And  in  the  rose  the  ruddy  cheek  of  one 
We  kissed  in  childish  joy,  - 

Recalling,  haply,  when  lie  niarJied  aw.iy, 

lie  laughed  his  loudest  though  his  eves  were  wet.- 

The  kiss  he  gave  his  mother's  brow  that  day 
Is  there  and  burning  yet : 

And  through  the  storm  of  grief  aroun.l  her  tossed. 
One  rav  ■  f  ^.addr^t  comfort  she  may  si-.-,- 

Four  hundred  thousand  sons  like  h*T-  w^e  lost 
To  weeping  Liberty. 

254 


Tun:   LOCKKRniE   BOOK 

Hill  draw  aside  Ihc  <lrapcry  of  slooni, 

And  Ifi  iIh'  siiiisliinc  chase  tlie  clmi.ls  away 
And  Kild  Willi  hriRhter  glory  every  tomb 
We  decorate  to-day: 

And  in  the  holy  silence  reigning  ronnd, 
While  prayers  of  perfmne  bless  the  atmosphere 

W  here  loyal  sonls  of  love  and  faith  are  found, 
riiank  God  that  Peace  is  here! 

And  let  each  angry  impulse  that  may  start, 
lie  smothered  out  of  every  loyal  breast;' 

An.l,  rocked  within  the  cradle  of  the  heart. 
Lot  every  sorrow  rest. 


.'/«  Old-Timcr 

TJ  ERP-  where  the  wayward  stream 
Is  restful  as  a  dream, 
And  where  the  banks  o'erlook 
A  pool  from  out  whose  deeps 
My  pleased  face  upward  peeps, 
I  cast  my  hook. 

Silence  and  sunshine  blent!— 
A  Sabhath-Iike  content 

Ot  wooil  and  wave;— a  free- 
Hnnd  lan.iscape  grandiy  wrought 
Of  Summer's  brightest  thought 
And  mastery. — 
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r(.r  here  form,  light  and  shade. 
Ami  color— all  arc  laid 

With  skill  so  rarely  fmc, 
The  eye  may  even  see 
The  ripple  trcmblinwly 

Lip  at  the  line. 

1  mark  the  dragon-fly 
Flit  waveringly  hy 

In  evcr-vccring  flight, 
Till,  in  a  hush  profound, 
I  sec  him  eddy  round 

The  "cork"  and—  light ! 

Ho!  with  the  boy's  faith  then 

Brimming  my  heart  agam. 

And  knowhig,  so.m  or  late, 

The  "nibble"  yet  shall  roll 

Its  thrills  along  the  p"le. 

1— breathless— wait. 
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What  Redress 

IrR  \Y  vo-,.  d.    not  nse  this  thing 
For  vcngeanc,  ■  but  if  qvieslioning 
What  -.voun,!,  uiun  <lcalt  your  Innnankmd, 
G.e.  deepest.- -u rely  he  will  Imd 
Whouroim-    .    „,  loving  /n-m  no  less- 
The,  ■•-  nothing  hurls  like  lenderness. 
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The  Old  School-Cluim 


TJF  puts 
-•■  ■'■Ilis  cy( 


lie  poem  by,  to  say 
■es  are  not  Ihomselvcs  to-dav ! 


A  sudden  Rlamour  o'er  liis  sinlit— 
A  something  vagne,  indefinite— 

An  oft-recnrring  bhir  that  blinds 
'I  lie  printed  nieanini,'  uf  the  lines, 

And  leaves  tl.c  mind  all  dusk  and  ,li,„ 
In  ^^villll.linf<  darkness— strange  t.;  hi.n! 

It  In  n.n  ehildi-hncss,  I  guess,— 
Vet  suiiK-thinj;  of  the  tenderness 

That  used  to  wet  his  lashes  when 
A  hciy  seems  Ironliling  him  again:  — 

The  old  emotion,  sweet  and  wild, 
'I  hat  (hove  him  truant  when  a  ehild. 

That  he  nn'ght  hide  the  tears  that   fell 
Ahipve   the  lesson— "Little   .Veil." 

.\nd  so  ii  is  he  puts  aside 
'I  he  p. .em  he  has  vainly  Irie.I 

fn  follow:  and,  as  one  who  sighs 
In  failure,  through  a  poor  disguise 

Of  ^liiiles.  he  dries  his  tears,  to  say 
His  eyes  are  not  themselves  to-day. 
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Three  Singiny  Friends 


LEE  0.  HABKIS 

CCHOOLMASTER  and  Snngmaster!   Memory 
O     Enshrine,  thoc  with  an  equal  love  fnr  thy 

DuMity  of  Rifts.-thy  pnre  and  high 
Endowments-LcarninK  rare,  an.l  I  ocsy 
These  were  as  mutual  handmaids,  serving  thee. 

Throughout  all  seasons  of  the  years  gone  l.y^ 

With  all  e,  luring  joys  '.wixt  earth  and  sky 
In  turn  share.l  nobly  with  thy  friends  and  me. 
Thus  is  it  that  thy  clear  song,  ringmg  on, 

Is  endless  inspiration,  fresh  an.l  free 

Xs  the  old  Mays  at  verge  of  Jtmesunshme; 

And  musical  as  then,  at  dewy  dawn 

The  robin  hailed  us,  and  all  twmkhng  y 

Our  one  path  wandered  under  wood  and  v.nc. 


BENJ.    ?.    PARKEH 

1       „f  FTrth  a  realm  of  light 
Thy  rapt  song  makes  of  l.artli  a  ri.un 

.\nd  shadow  n.ystical  as  some  dreandand 

Arched  with  unfathomed  a.ure-vast  and  grand 

With  splendor  of  the  tuorn;  or  da«hngl.ngh 

With  orient  noon;  or  strewn  with  stars  of  mght 
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Tliii-k  as  tlic  daisies  Mown  in  grasses  fanned 
Uy  o<l(>rou3  midsumtncr  Itrcozcs  and 
Showered  over  by  all  liird-souRs  exquisite. 
This  is  thy  voice's  heatific  art — 
To  make  melodious  all  things  below, 
Calling  through  them,  from  far,  diviner  space 
Thy  clearer  hail  to  us. — The  faltirinR  heart 
'I'hou  cheercst;  and  thy  follow-mortal  so 
I'ares  onward  under  Heaven  with  lifted  face. 


JAMES   NEWTOV   MATTHEWS 

Bard  of  our  Western  world ! — its  prairies  wide. 
With  edging  woods,  lost  creeks  and  hidden  ways; 
Its  isolated  farms,  with  roundelays 

Of  orchard  warblers  heard  on  every  side; 

Its  cross-road  school-liouse,  wherein  still  abide 
Thy  fondest  memories, — since  there  thy  gaze 
I'irst  fell  on  classic  verso;  and  thou,  in  praise 

Of  that,  didst  find  thine  own  song  gloriliud. 

So  singing,  smite  the  strings  ami  countcrchange 
The  lucently  melodious  drippings  of 
Thy  happy  harp,  from  airs  of  "Teinpe  Vale," 

To  chirp  .and  trill  of  lowliest  flight  and  range. 
In  praise  of  our  To-day  and  hc)me  and  love — 
Thou  meadow-lark  no  less  than  nightingale. 
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riu-  Sowj  I  A'l-Tvr  Sing 

AS  wlicn  in  dreams  we  sometiincs  hear 
■*»■     A  mcluily  so  faint  and  line 
Anil  nnisieally  sweet  and  clear, 
It  llavors  all  the  atmosphere 
With  harmony  divine, — 

So,  often  in  my  waking  dreams, 
I  hear  a  melody  'hat  seems 
Like  fairy  voiees  whispering 
To  me  llie  song  I  never  sing. 

Sometimes  when  brooding  o'er  the  years 

My  lavish  youth  has  thrown  away 
When  all  the  glowing  past  appears 
I'.ut  as  a  mirage  that  my  tears 
Have  crunihled  to  decay,— 

I  thrill  to  fmd  tile  ache  and  pain 
Of  my  remorse  is  stilled  again, 
As,  forward  hent  ami  listening, 
I  hear  the  song  I  never  sing. 

A  nmrmnring  of  rhythmic  words. 

Adrift  on  tunes  whose  currents  flow 
Melodious  with  the  trill  of  l)irds, 
And  far-off  lowing  of  the  herds 
In  lands  of  long  ago ; 

.\nd  every  sound  the  truant  loves 
Comes  to  me  like  the  coo  of  doves 
When  first  in  hlooming  fields  of  Spring 
I  lieard  the  song  I  never  sing. 
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Tlic  cclmcs  of  old  voices,  woiiml 

III  limpiil  streams  of  laiiKliicr  whore 
Till'  rivtT  Time  rims  biilililc-crowncd, 
And  Kiddy  iddics  ripple  round 
Tile  lilies  Krowing  tiiore; 
Where  roses,  liendiiiK  o'er  the  hrink, 
Drain  lluir  own  kisses  as  tluy  drink, 
And  ivies  climb  and  twine  and  cling 
Alioiit  the  song  I  never  sing. 

An  oecan-stirge  of  sound  that  falls 
.s  though  a  tide  of  Heavenly  art 
li:i(l  tempested  the  gleaniiti/.'  halls 
And  crested  o'er  the  ^I'lden  walls 
In  showers  on  my  heart.  .  .  . 
Thus — thus,  with  open  arins  and  eyes 
I'plifled  toward  the  alien  skies, 
Forf;ettiiii;  every  earthly  thing, 
I  hear  the  song  I  never  sing. 

O  nameless  lay,  sing  clear  and  strong, 

I'our  down  thy  melody  divine 
Till  purifying  floods  of  song 
Have  washed  away  the  stains  of  wrong 
That  dini  this  s<>mI  of  mine! 
O  woo  me  near  and  nearer  thee. 
Till  my  glad  lips  may  catch  the  key, 
And,  with  a  voice  unwavering, 
Join  in  the  song  I  never  sing. 
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/.(///<•  Ihiviil 

1"»III'.  iii.>tli>r  c.f  llu'  liltic  liny  tlial  -K-cps 
Ihis  liUsi  . Insurance,  cvi'ii  as  she  wrips: 
She  kniiws  her  htllc  U>y  has  wm  w  pain— 
\o  further  ache,  in  hdily.  heart  or  hraiii ; 
All  sorrow  is  lulled  for  him— all  Mistress 
Passed  into  utter  peace  and  restfulness  — 
All  health  that  heretofore  has  heeii  denied- 
All  happiness,  all  hope,  and  ,dl  lieside 
Of  childish  longint!,  now  he  clasps  and  keeps 
In  voiceless  joy— the  little  boy  that  sleeps. 
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OTIIF.  old  trundle-lied  where  I  slept  when  a  Ivy: 
What  canopied  king  might  no!  covet  the  j.  y? 
The  glory  and  peace  of  that  slumhcr  of  mine, 
Like  a  long,  gracious  rest  in  the' bosom  divine: 
The  quaint,  homely  couch,  hidden  close  from  the  light, 
But  daintily  drawn  from  its  hiilinR  at  niKht. 
O  a  nest  of  delight,  from  the  font  to  the  head. 
Was  the  queer  little,  dear  little,  old  trundle-bed! 

O  the  old  trundle-bed,  where  I  wondering  saw 

The  stars  through  the  window,  and  lisiene<l  witli  awe 

To  the  sigh  of  the  winds  as  they  tremblingly  crept 

Through  the  trees  where  the  robin  so  restlessly  slept : 

Where  I  heard  the  low,  murmurous  chirp  of  the  wren. 

And  the  katydid  listlessly  chirrup  again. 

Till  my  fancies  grew  faint  and  were  drowsily  led 

Through  the  maze  of  the  dreams  of  the  old  'nuidle  be 
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II  Ihc  oM  iriiiHll.   lird!    ()  ilu'  old  iriiiicllf  hcil! 

Willi  its  |iliini|i  Hull.'  pillinv,  mill  iilil-fa>lii(Mi<(l  sprcail; 

Ii>  siiciwv  HJiiic  sliiiN,  ,111,1  ihi-  lil.inkil,  ahuvo, 

Snini.iluil  (lowii  .111,1  imki.l  roiiiiil  wilh  the  louclics  of  Invf ; 

liu-  Vdki-  (if  my  iiintlior  to  lull  mv  In  sleep 

Willi  llie  nil!  fairy  slnries  my  mctiiories  keep 

Still  fresh  as  the  lilies  that  liloom  o'er  the  head 

Uiice  liowcd  o'er  my  own  in  the  old  trundle-bed. 


-'»/  The  Vours 

T~\0\\X  in  tlio  iiiKJil  I  he.ir  tlietii : 

The  Viiiees— iiiiknowii— niiKuessed, — 
I  It, It  whisper,  anil  lisp,  and  tnurinur, 
And  will  not  let  tlie  rest. — 


Veil-  -  th.1t  seem  to  r|uostion. 

In  iinknnivii  words,  of  me, 
Of  fahulon,  ventures,  and  hopes  and  dreams 

Of  this  and  the  World  to  he. 

Voices  of  mirth  and  music. 
As  in  sumptuous  homes;  and  sounds 

Of  mourniiif;.  as  of  gathering  friends 
In  country  hurial-grounds. 

Cadence  of  maiden  voices — 

Their  lovers'  lileiit  wilh  these; 
An.l  of  little  eliildren  singing, 

As  under  orchard  trees. 
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And  often,  up  from  tlic  cliaos 

Of  my  deepest  dreams,  1  luar 
Sounds  of  their  phantom  laughter 

Filling  the  atmosphere : 

They  call  to  mc  from  the  darkness; 

They  cry  tc  me  from  the  gloom, 
Till  I  start  sometimes  from  my  piUow 

And  peer  through  the  haunted  room ; 

When  the  face  of  the  moon  at  the  window 

Wears  a  pallor  like  my  own. 
And  seems  to  be  listening  with  me 

To  the  low,  mysterious  tone,— 

The  low.  mysterious  clamor 

Of  voices  that  seem  to  be 
Striving  in  vain  to  whisper 

Of  secret  things  to  me;— 

Of  a  something  dread  to  be  warned  of; 

Of  a  rapture  yet  withheld ; 
Or  hints  of  the  marvelous  beauty 

Of  songs  unsyllabled. 

But  ever  and  ever  the  meaning 

Falters  and  fails  and  dies, 
And  only  the  silence  quavers 

With  the  sorrow  of  my  sighs. 

And  I  answer  :-0  Voices,  ye  may  not 

Make  me  to  understand 
Till  my  own  voice,  mingling  with  you. 

Laughs  in  the  Shadow-land. 
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The  Loirly  Child 

J     ILIES  are  Ijolli  pure  and   fair, 
-'-'Growing  midst  tlio  roses  there— 
Roses,  too,  both  red  and  pink, 
Are  quite  beautiful,  I  think. 

But  of  all  bright  blossoms— best- 
Purest— fairest— loveliest,— 
Could  there  be  a  sweeter  thing 
Than  a  primrose,  blossoming? 


-'Op  A  Good-Byc 

"r^OOD-BYE,  my  friend!" 
^'^     He  takes  her  hand— 
The  pressures  blend: 
They  understand 

But  vaguely  why,  with  <lrooping  eye. 
Each  moans— "Good-bye !— Goodbye !" 
"Dear  friend,  good-bye!" 

0  she  could  smile 
If  she  might  cry 

A  little  while!- 

She  says,  "I  otujlil  to  smile— but  I- 
Forgive  me— r//.-c,'/— Good-bye !" 
"'Good-bye?'    Ah,  no: 

1  hate,"  says  he, 
"These  'good-byes'  so!" 

"And  /,"  says  she, 

"Detest  them  so— why,  I  should  dit. 
Were  this  a  real  'good-bye !' " 
a6s 
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Orlic  llihli- 

A  GODDESS,  willi  a  siren's  grace,— 
A  smi-liaired  girl  on  a  crapigy  place 
Aliove  a  bay  where  fisli  boats  lay 
Drifting  aliout  like  birds  of  prey. 

Wrougbt  was  she  of  a  painter's  dream- 
Wise  only  as  are  artists  wise. 
My  artist-friend,  Rolf  Herschkclliiem, 
With  deep  sad  eyes  of  oversize, 
And  face  of  melancholy  guise. 

I  pressed  him  that  he  tell  to  me 

This  masterpiece's  history. 

He  turned— ri'turned— and  thus  beguiled 

Me  with  the  talc  of  Orlie  Wilde  :— 

"We  artists  live  ideally : 

We  breed  our  firmest  facts  of  air; 

We  make  our  own  reality— 

We  dream  a  thing  ■'nd  it  is  so. 

The  fairest  scenes  we  ever  see 

Are  mirages  of  memory; 

The  sweetest  thoughts  we  ever  know 
We  plagiarize  froin  Long-Ago: 
And  as  the  girl  on  canvas  there 
Is  marvelously  rare  and  fair, 
'Tis  only  inasmuch  as  she 
Ts  dumb  and  may  not  speak  to  me  1" 
He  tapped  me  with  his  mahlstick— then 
The  picture,— and  went  on  again : 
266 


THE  LOCKERBIE   BOOK 

"Oriie  Wilde,  the  fisher's  child— 
I  see  her  yet,  as  fair  and  mild 
As  ever  nursling  summer-day 
Dreamed  on  the  bosom  of  the  bay: 
For  I  was  twenty  then,  and  went 
Alone  and  long-haired— all  content 
With  promises  of  sounding  name 
And  fantasies  of  future  fame, 
And  thoughts  that  now  my  mind  discards 
As  euitor  a  fledgling  bard's. 


"At  evening  once  I  chanced  to  go. 
With  pencil  and  portfolio, 
Adown  the  street  of  silver  sand 
That  winds  beneath  this  craggy  land. 
To  iTiake  a  sketch  of  some  old  scurf 
Of  driftage,  nosing  through  the  surf 
A  splintered  mast,  with  knarl  and  strand 
Of  rigging-rope  and  tattcrtd  threads 
Of  flag  and  streamer  and  of  sail 
That  fluttered  idly  in  the  gale 
Or  whipped  themselves  to  sadder  shreils. 
The  while  I  wrought,  half  listlessly. 
On  niy  dismantled  subject,  came 
A  sea-bird,  settling  on  the  same 
With  plaintive  moan,  as  though  that  he 
Had  lost  his  mate  upon  the  sea ; 
And — with  my  melancholy  trend — 
It  brought  dim  dreams  half  understood — 
It  wrought  upon  my  morbid  mood, — 
I  thought  of  my  own  voyagines 
That  had  no  end— that  have  no  end. — 
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And,  like  the  sea  l)ircl,  I  made  mnan 
Tlial  I  was  loveless  ;ind  alone. 
And  when  at  last  with  weary  wings 
It  went  upon  lis  wanderings. 
With  upturned  face  I  watched  its  IliKht 
Until  this  picture  met  niy  sight : 
A  goddess,  with  a  siren's  grace, — 
A  sun-haired  girl  on  a  craggy  place 
Above  a  hay  where  fisli-hoats  lay 
Drifting  about  like  birds  of  prey. 

"In  airy  poise  she,  gazing,  stood 
A  matchless  form  of  womanhood. 
That  brought  a  tho.ight  that  if  for  tne 
Such  eyes  had  sought  across  the  sea, 
I  could  have  swum  the  widest  tide 
That  ever  mariner  defied. 
And,  at  the  shore,  could  on  have  gone 
To  that  high  crag  she  stood  upon. 
To  there  entreat  and  say,  'My  Sweet, 
Behold  thy  servant  at  thy  feet.' 
And  to  my  soul  I  said:  'Above, 
There  stands  the  idol  of  thy  love  I' 

"In  this  rapt,  awed,  ecstatic  stale 
I  gazed — till  lo !  I  was  aware 
A  fisherman  had  joined  her  there — 
A  weary  man,  with  halting  gait. 
Who  toiled  beneath  a  basket's  weight : 
Her  father,  as  I  guessed,  for  she 
Had  run  to  meet  him  gleefully 


26S 


THK   I.OCKKRRII-.   BOOK 

And  la'cn  liis  Inirdon  to  herself. 

That  pcrchcfl  upon  her  shoulders  shelf 

So  liphtly  that  she,  tripping,  nearc(' 

A  JHllinR  crau  and  disappeared; 

rUit  left  the  echo  of  a  song 

That  thrills  me  yet,  and  will  as  long 

As  I  have  being!    .    .    . 

.    .     .     "Evenings  came 

And  went,— but  each  the  same— the  same: 

She  watched  above,  and  even  so 

I  stood  there  watching  from  below ; 

Till,  grown  so  bold  at  last,  I  sung,— 

(What  matter  now  the  theme  thereof!) 

It  brought  an  answer  from  her  tongue — 

I'aint  as  the  murmur  of  a  dove, 

Yet  all  the  more  the  song  of  love.  .  .  . 


"I  turned  and  looked  upon  the  bay, 
With  palm  to  forehead— eyes  a-hlur 
In  the  sea's  smile — meant  but  for  her  !- 
I  saw  the  fish-boats  far  away 
In  misty  distance,  lightly  drawn 
In  chalk-dots  on  the  horizon- 
Looked  hack  at  her,  long,  wistfully,— 
And.  pushing  off  an  empty  skiff, 
I  beckoned  her  to  quit  the  cliff 
And  yield  me  her  rare  company 
Upon  a  little  pleasure-cruise. — 
She  stood,  as  loathful  to  refuse. 
To  nuisc  for  full  a  moment's  time,— 
Then  answered  back  in  pantomime 
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'She  fcari'd  some  daHKiT  fruin  iIil'  sea 
Woru  she  (lisci>vc'ri'<l  thus  willi  nic' 
I  iniilidiied  lliiil  In  ask  licr  if 
1  luiKlit  luit  join  Ikt  ou  llic  I'lil'f ; 
And  Imtk  again,  uitli  graceful  wave 
Of  lifted  arm,  slic  answer  gave 
'She  feared  sonic  danger  from  llie  sea.' 

"Impatient,  piqued,  impetuous,  I 
Sprang  in  the  boat,  and  flung  'Good-bye' 
From  pouted  mouth  with  angry  hand, 
And  madly  pulled  away  from  laud 
With  lusty  stroke,  despite  that  she 
Held  out  her  hands  entreatingly : 
And  when  far  out,  with  covert  eye 
I  shoreward  glanced,  I  saw  her  fly 
In  reckless  haste  adown  the  crag. 
Her  hair  a-flutter  like  a  flag 
Of  gold  that  danced  across  the  strand 
In  little  mists  of  silver  sand. 
All  curious  I,  pausing,  tried 
To  fancy  what  it  all  implied, — 
When  sudtenly  I  found  my  feet 
Were  wet;  and,  underneath  the  scat 
On  which  I  sat,  I  heard  the  sound 
Of  gurgling  waters,  and  I  found 
The  boat  aleak  alarmingly.  .  .  . 
I  turned  and  looked  upon  the  sea. 
Whose  every  wave  seemed  mocking  me ; 
I  saw  the  fishers'  sails  once  more — 
In  dimmer  distance  than  before; 
I  saw  the  sea  bird  wheeling  by, 
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Willi  fooli:;|i  wish  lliat  /  could  fly: 

I  tluiiiHlil  of  firiii  earlh,  Ikjiiic  and  fricnds- 

I  tlioiiHlu  of  rvfrylliiiiK  tliat  li'uds 

To  drive  a  man  to  frenzy  and 

To  wholly  lose  liis  own  command; 

I  llioiij,dit  (jf  all  my  waywardness — 

TIioukIiI  of  a  nioiher's  deep  distress; 

Of  youlliful  follies  yet  unpnrged— 

Sins,  as  the  seas,  about  nic  surged — 

Thought  of  llie  printer's  rea<ly  pen 

'i'o-morrow  drowiiiiiR  uie  .again; — 

A  million  things  without  a  name — 

I  thought  of  everything  but — Fame,     .     .    . 

"A  memory  yet  is  in  my  mind, 
So  keenly  clear  and  sharp-defined, 
I  picture  every  phase  and  line 
Of  life  and  death,  and  neither  mine, — 
While  some  fair  seraph,  golden  liaired, 
I'.ends  over  me, — with  white  arms  bared, 
Tliat  strongly  plait  themselves  about 
My  drowning  weight  and  lift  me  out— 
With  joy  too  great  for  words  to  state 
Or  tongue  to  dare  articulate ! 

"And  this  seraphic  ocean-child 
And  heroine  was  Orlie  Wilde: 
And  tints  it  was  I  came  to  hear 
Ifer  voice's  muric  in  my  ear — 
Ay,  thus  it  was  Fate  paved  the  way 
That  I  walk  desolate  to-day  I"    .    .    . 
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Till'  arli.l  p.'UKcil  .iml  Imwi'il  liis  fai-c 
Wiiliiii  lii'-.  palms  a  liilK-  ■;pacf. 
W  liili-  nviTiiillv  I'D  his  form 
I  liiTii  my  K'l"   'I'l'l  marUi-il  a  st"rin 
That  shddk  his  frame  as  wratlilvilly 
As  senile  lyphiiim  iif  aKmiy, 
And  frauKliI  with  sohs— tho  mnri-  pn.fomnl 
l'(ir  iliat  peculiar  Iaiij;hiii«  suimil 
We  hear  when  strong  men  weep     .     .     .     i  1mi' 
With  warmest  sympathy— I  lienl 
'111  stnike  with  sonthinK  haml  his  hruw, 
lie  murniiirinR — ""lis  iiver  iimv  I- 
And  shall  I  tie  tile  silken  thread 
Of  my  frail  riniiance?"     "Ves,"  T  said. — 
He  faintly  smiled;  and  then,  with  lirow 
111  kneading  palm,  as  one  in  dread- 
Hi:   lasseled  cap  pushed  from  his  head  ;— 

"Her  voice's  music,'  I  repeat," 
He  said,— "'twas  sweet- O  passing  swetl— 
ThouKli  she  herself,  in  ntleriii); 
Its  melody,  proved  not  the  thing 
Of  loveliness  my  dreams  made  meet 
For  me— there,  yearninf;,  at  her  feet- 
Prone  at  her  feet— a  worshiper, — 
For  lo!  she  spake  a  tongue,"  moaned  lie, 

"Unknown  to  me;— unknown  tf>  me 
As  mine  to  her — as  mine  lo  her." 
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When  I  Do  M oil: 


\\T\IE\  I  ill)  muck-  iIh'  lilacknos  of  tlio  niftlit 

Willi  my  iU'sp;iir--i.iilwi.i.|i  llio  very  ilcws 
Ami  w.isli  my  wan  clkiks  stark  nf  all  iKH-lii, 
lliil.'iiiK  LViry  iniinsil  nf  ikar  Um- 
In  mine  rni!)illcri.il  sialo;  with  iiitliiiic 
IVrvi.rsil,-.  mliie  eyes  drink  in  no  >ij;|it 
Of  pUasance  that  imr  nmnn  nnr  stars  refuse 
III  silver  1.  nr.-s  ami  (;nl(l  twinklings  bright ; — 
I  (inc'slion  mi'  what  iiianiu'ri.'(l  hrain  is  nvnc 
That  it  ilnlh  irick  mc  of  the  very  fiiml 
It  panleth  fur— the  very  meat  anil  wine 
That  yet  sliiHilil  phimp  my  starve'il  soul  with  gooil 
Anil  eiimfnrtalile  plethora  nf  ease, 
That  I  might  drowse  away  sueh  rhymes  as  those. 


-'/-'  Sliimbcr-Soiif/ 

CI-FFP.  little  nnc!   The  Twilight  folds  her  gloom 
—^     Full  tenderly  ahont  the  drowsy  Day, 
And  all  his  tinseled  hours  of  light  and  bloom 
I.ike  toys  are  laid  away. 

Sleep!  sleep!    The  noon-sky's  airy  cloud  of  while 

Mas  deepened  wide  o'er  all  the  azure  plain: 
And,  trailing  through  the  leaves,  the  skirts  of  Xight 
Arc  wet  with  dews  as  rain. 

But  rest  thou  sweetly,  smiling  in  thy  dreams. 

With  round  fists  tossed  like  roses  o'er  thy  head. 
And  thy  tranc'd  lips  and  eyelids  kissed  with  gleams 
Of  rapture  perfected. 
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?rj  "This  Dear  Chihl-Ucarlttl  ll'oiiiitn 
Tluil  i.v  Pi-ad" 


'I^'IIIS  wniii.in,  with  ilic  cli-.ir  cliilil  livart. 

■*•       Yf  iii'iurn  as  iIc.tI,  is— wlicro  ami  what? 
With  faith  as  artli'ss  as  her  Art, 

I   qiK'slinn  iMt, — 

nut  dare  <liviiu',  and  fixl.  ami  kmiw 
Ilcr  hlcsscdiu'ss — as  hath  hci'ii  writ 
111  allegory. — Even  so 

I  fashion  it : — 


A  stately  fi^nrc,  rapt  and  awed 

III  her  new  Knise  of  AnRelhood. 
Still  liiiBere<l,  wisl fid— knowing  (iod 

Was  very  (,'oi)d, — 

Her  thouRht's  tine  whisper  filled  the  pause; 

And,  listcninR,  the  Master  smiled, 
And  lo!  the  stately  aiiRel  was 

—A  little  child. 


214  To  a  Jilted  Sxvain 

f~*  V.T  thee  hack  neslected  friends; 
^-^   And  repay,  as  each  one  lends, 
Tithes  of  shallow-sounding  glee 
Or  keen-ringing  raillery : 
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f»l  ihw  fnni  loiic  vinils;  lie 
Hill  in  jniiiiiil  cnnipaiiy, 
Wlicrc  is  laiiKhiiT  atid  acolaim 
Itoiskriius  above  Hr.  naim.,— 
Gel  where  sulkinR  linslM,i,ls  sip 
Ale-lK,use  eluer,  with  pi,,,,  at  lip; 
AiKl  where  .\l„l  the  hantiai,!  saith 
Curst  is  she  that  niarrielh. 


-'/J 


Thc  Vroij 


"YY  "O  a.ii  I  h.it  the  KroR-ihe  Frns! 

My  realm  is  the  dark  havoii 
Am.1  „,v  ,hr„„e  is  the  „„„|,,y  and  tnoss-Rrown  log 

mat  the  poison-vine  elinRs  to— 
And  the  Maeksnakes  slide  in  the  slimy  tide 
WluTe  the  Khost  of  the  n.oon  looks  blue. 

What  am  I  hut  a  King— a  King!— 

Fur  the  royal  rohes  I  wear— 
A  sceptre,  too,  an<l  a  siKiiet-rinsj, 

As  vassals  and  serfs  declare: 
Ami  a  voice,  Rod  wot,  that  is  ennalcd  not 

In  the  wide  world  anywhere! 

I  can  talk  to  the  Nijrht-the  Night  '- 

I'nder  her  hi,;  hiaek  wing 
SlK.  tells  me  the  tale  of  the  world  ontrigh, 

An,l  ihosceret  of  evervihing- 
For  she  knows  you  all.  from  the  time  yo„  crawl, 

I  0  the  doom  thai  death  will  bring. 
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The  Storm  swoops  down,  and  lie  blows— and  blow- 

While  I  drum  on  his  swollen  cheek, 
And  croak  in  his  angered  eye  that  glows 

With  the  lurid  lightning's  streak; 
While  (ho  rushes  drown  in  the  watery  frown 

That  his  bursting  passions  leak. 

And  I  can  sec  through  the  sky— the  sky- 
As  clear  as  a  piece  of  glass; 

And  I  can  tell  you  the  how  and  why 
Of  the  things  that  come  to  pass-  ■ 

And  whether  the  dead  are  there  instead, 
Or  under  the  graveyard  grass. 

To  your  Sovereign  lord  all  hail— all  hail  !— 
To  your  Prince  on  his  throne  so  grim  I 

Let  the  moon  swing  low,  and  the  high  stars  trail 
Their  heads  in  the  dust  to  him ; 

And  the  wide  world  sing:    Long  live  the  King, 
And  grace  to  his  royal  whim ! 


2l6 


Out  of  the  Hithcr'ivhcrc 


/^UT  of  the  hitherwhcre  into  the  von— 
^~-^  The  land  that  the  Lord's  love  rests  upon ; 
Where  one  may  rely  on  the  friends  he  meets, 
And  the  smiles  that  greet  him  along  the  streets: 
Where  the  mother  that  left  you  years  ago 
Will  lift  the  hands  that  were  folded  so. 
And  put  them  ahout  you,  with  all  the  love 
And  tenderness  you  are  dreaming  of. 
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Out  pf  ilic  liillionvlierc  into  llic  yon— 

Where  all  of  tlic  friends  of  your  yoiiili  liavc  gone,- 

Whero  llic  oM  sclioolniale  that  laiiK'lu'd  with  you 

Will  laugh  aK.-iin  as  he  used  to  d.>, 

RunninK  to  niect  yon,  with  such  a  face 

As  h'shts  like  a  moon  the  wondrous  place 

Where  God  is  living,  and  glad  to  live. 

Since  He  is  the  Master  and  lu.ay  forgive. 

Out  of  the  hithcrwhere  into  the  yon  !— 
Stay  the  hopes  we  are  leaning  on — 
You,  nivine,  with  Your  merciful  eyes 

Looking  down  from  the  far-away  skies, 

Stuile  upon  ns.  and  reach  and  take 

Our  worn  souls  Hon,,   for  the  old  home's  sake.— 

.And  so  .Allien.- for  our  all  seems  gone 

Out  of  the  hitherwhere  into  the  yon. 


"  My  Rridc  That  is  to  Be 

r~\    SOUL  of  mine,  look  out  and  see 
^-^    My  hride,  my  bride  that  is  to  he  !— 

Reach  out  with  mad,  impatient  liaiids, 
.And  draw  aside  futurity 
As  one  miglit  draw  a  veil  aside — 

And  so  unveil  her  where  slie  stands 
!\fadonna-lil:,'  and  glorified— 

The  queen  of  undiscovered  lands 

Of  lov  .  to  where  she  heckons  me 

My  bride — my  bride  that  is  to  be. 
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The  shadow  of  a  willow-lrec 
That  wavers  on  a  garden-wall 
In  summer-time  may  never  fall 
In  altilude  as  gracefully 
As  my  fair  hridc  that  is  to  be; — 

Xor  ever  Autumn's  leaves  of  brown 
As  lightly  flutter  to  the  lawn 
As  fall  her  fairy-feet  upon 

The  path  of  love  she  loiters  down. — 
O'er  drops  of  dew  she  walks,  and  yet 
Not  one  may  stain  her  sandal  wet- 
Ay,  she  might  dance  upon  the  way 
Xor  crush  a  single  drop  to  spray, 
So  airy-like  she  seems  to  me, — 
My  bride,  my  bride  that  is  to  be. 

I  know  not  if  her  eyes  arc  light 
As  summer  skies  or  dark  as  night, — 
I  only  know  that  they  arc  dim 
With  mystery:    In  vain  I  peer 
To  make  their  hidden  meaning  clear, 
While  o'er  their  surface,  like  a  tear 
That  ripples  to  the  silken  brim, 
A  look  of  longing  seems  to  swim 
All  worn  and  weary-like  to  me; 
And  then,  as  suddenly,  my  sight 
Is  blinded  with  a  smile  so  bright. 
Through  folded  lids  I  still  may  sec 
My  bride,  my  bride  that  is  to  be. 
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Her  face  is  like  a  night  of  June 
Upon  whose  brow  the  crescent-n.oon 
Hangs  pendent  in  a  diadem 
Of  stars,  with  envy  lighting  ,hem.- 
An<l,  like  a  wild  cascade,  her  hair 
Hoods  neck  and  shoul.ler.  ann  and  wrist, 
1  ill  only  through  a  gleaming  mist 

I  seem  to  see  a  Siren  there. 
With  lips  of  love  and  melody 
And  open  arms  and  heaving  l.reast 
Wherem  I  fling  myself  to  rest 
The  while  my  heart  cries  hopelessly 
I'or  my  fair  bride  that  is  to  be. 

Kay,  foolish  heart  and  blinded  eyes  I 
My  bride  hath  need  of  no  disguise - 

lint,  rather,  let  her  come  to  me 
In  such  a  form  as  bent  ab.  ■•e 
'^'y  P'"ow  when,  in  infancy, 
I  l'"<^w  not  anything  but  lovel 
O  let  her  come  from  out  the  lands 

Of  Womanhood— not  fairy  isles  — 
And  let  her  come  with  Woman's  hands 

And  Woman's  eyes  of  tears  and  smiles,- 
W,th  Woman's  hopefulness  and  grace 
Of  pat.ence  lighting  up  her  face- 
And  let  her  diadem  be  wrought 
Of  kindly  deed  and  prayerful  thought. 
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That  ever  over  all  distress 
M:i\  beam  the  light  of  cheerfultiess.- 
And  let  her  feet  be  brave  to  (are 
The  labyrinths  of  doubt  and  care. 
That,  following,  my  own  may  find 
The  path  to  Heaven  God  designed. — 
O  let  her  come  like  this  to  me — 
My  bride — my  bride  that  is  to  be. 


2i8  Through  Slccpy-Land 

WHERE  do  yott  go  when  you  go  .o  sleep, 
Little  Boy!  Little  Boy!  where? 
'Way — 'way  in  where's  Little  Bo-Pecp, 
And  Little  Boy  Blue,  and  the  Cows  and  Sheep 
A-wandering  'way  in  there — in  thcre^ 
A-wandering  'way  in  there! 

And  what  do  you  see  when  lost  in  dreams. 

Little  Boy,  'way  in  there? 
Firefly-glimmers  and  glow-worin  gleams. 
And  silvery,  low,  slow-sliding  streams. 

And  mermaids,  smiling  out — 'way  in  where 
They're  a-hiding — 'way  in  there ! 


Where  do  you  go  when  the  Fairies  call, 

Little  Boy!  Littie  Boy!  where? 
Wade  through  the  dews  of  the  grasses  tall. 
Hearing  the  weir  and  the  waterfall 
And  the  Wee-Folk — 'way  in  there— in  there- 
And  the  Kelpies — 'way  in  there ! 
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And  what  do  you  do  when  you  wake  at  dawn 

Ljttle  Boy!  Little  Boy!  what? 
Hug  my  Mommy  and  kiss  her  on 
Her  smiling  eyelids,  sweet  and  wan 
And  tell  her  everything  Tve  forgot 
A-wan<lering  'way  in  there-in  there- 
Through  the  blind-world  'way  in  there' 


-'9  He  and  I 

T  UST  drifting  on  togcther- 
J  Me  and  I_ 

As  through  the  balmy  weather 
Of  July 
Drift  two  thistle-lnfts  imbedded 
Haeh  in  eaeh-by  zephyrs  wedded- 
Touring  upward,  giddy-headed. 
For  the  sky. 

And,  veering  up  and  onward, 

Do  we  seem 
Forever  drifting  dawnward 
In  a  dream. 
Where  we  mc  f  song-birds  that  know  us 
And  the  wind,  (heir  kisses  blow  us 
While  the  years  flow  far  below  us  ' 
Like  a  stream. 

And  we  arc  happy— very- 
lie  and  I — 

Aye,  even  glad  and  merry 
Though  on  high 
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The  heavens  arc  sometiincs  shrou(lc<l 
Hy  the  midnight  storm,  and  clouded 
Till  the  pallid  moon  is  crowded 
From  tlic  sky. 

My  spirit  ne'er  expresses 

Any  choice 
Hut  to  cljthe  him  with  caresses 
And  rejoice; 
And  as  he  laughs,  it  is  in 
Such  a  tone  the  moonheanis  f,!istcn 
And  the  stars  come  out  to  listen 
To  his  voice. 

And  so,  whate'er  the  weather. 

He  and  I, — 
With  our  lives  linked  thus  together. 
Float  and  fly 
As  two  thistle-tufts  inibeiided 
Each  in  each — by  zephyrs  wedded- 
Touring  upward,  giddy-headed. 
For  the  sky. 


230  The  Yelloivbird 

TTEY!  my  little  Yellowbird, 
■*■  -^  What  you  doing  there? 
Like  a  flashing  sun-ray. 

Flitting  everywhere : 
Dangling  down  the  tall  weeds 
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And  the  hollyhocks. 
And  the  lordly  sunflowers 
Along  the  garden-walks. 

Ho!  my  g;dlaiii  Golden-bill. 

I'ccking  'inongst  the  weeds, 
You  must  have  f.-r  breakfast 

Goblen  /lower-seeds : 
Won't  you  tell  a  little  fellow 

What  you  have  for  tea?— 
'Spect  a  peck  o'  yellow,  mellow 
fippin  on  the  tree. 


-'-V 


The  Blind  Girl 

J  ]•  I  nn'shf  see  his  face  to  day  !_ 

He  is  so  happy  now!-To  hear 
His  laugh  is  like  a  roundelay- 

So  ringing-sweet  and  clear ! 
His  step-r  heard  it  long  before 
He  bounded  through  the  open  door 
To  tell  his  marriage.-Ah!  so  kind- 
Sogood  hois!-And  I-soI,lind! 

B"t  thus  he  always  c.-)mc  to  me- 
Me.  first  of  all,  be  used  to  bring 
His  sorrow  to— his  ecstasy— 
His  hopes  and  everything; 
And  if  I  joyed  with  him  or  wept, 
It  was  not  long  ihc  music  slept,-! 
And  if  he  sung,  or  if  [  plavcd— 
Or  both,-we  were  the  braver  made. 
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I  grew  to  know  and  understand 

His  every  word  at  every  call,— 
The  gate-latch  hinted,  and  his  hand 

In  mine  confessed  it  all : 
He  need  not  speak  one  word  to  me— 
He  need  not  sigh— I  need  not  see,— 
But  jusl  the  one  touch  of  his  pain, 
And  I  would  answer— song  or  psalm. 

He  wanted  recognition— name— 

He  hungered  so  for  higher  things,— 
Tlie  altitudes  c'  power  and  fame. 

And  all  that  fortune  brings  : 
Till,  with  his  great  heart  fevered  thus, 
And  aching  as  imp-tnous, 
I  almost  wished  sometimes  tiiat  he 
Were  bli-.d  and  patient  made,  like  me. 

But  he  has  won !— I  knew  he  would.- 

Once  in  the  mighty  Eastern  mart, 
I  !.ncw  his  music  only  could 

Be  sung  in  every  heart ! 
And  when  he  proudly  sent  me  this 
From  out  the  great  metropolis, 
I  bent  above  the  graven  score 
And,  weeping,  kissed  it  o'er  and  o'er.— 

And  yei  not  blither  sing  the  birds 
Than  this  glad  melody,— the  tune 

As  swc-tly  wedded  with  the  words 
As  flowers  with  middle-June ; 
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Had  he  not  lold  nic,  I  had  known 
It  was  composed  of  love  alone  — 
His  love  for  /icr.— And  she  can  see 
His  happy  face  elernallj  !_ 

While  /— O  God,  forgive,  I  pray  !— 

I'-orgive  me  that  1  did  so  long 
To  look  upon  his  face  to  day  !— 
I  know  the  wish  was  wronH.— 
Yea,  I  am  thankful  t|-,al  my  sight 
Is  shieMed  safe  from  such  delight  :— 
I  can  pray  better,   vilh  this  blur 
Of  blindness— both  for  him  and  her. 


-'--  Dreamer,  Say 

Y^  REAMER,  say,  will     nu  dream  for  me 

A  wild  sweet  dream  of  a  foreign  land, 
Whose  border  sips  of  a  foaming  sea 
With  lips  of  coral  and  silver  sanrl; 
Where  warm  winds  loll  on  the  shady  deeps. 

Or  lave  themselves  in  the  tearful  mist 
The  preat  wild  wave  of  the  breaker  weeps 
O'er  cm   ,  of  opal  and  amethyst  ? 

nreamcr,  say,  will  you  dream  a  dream 
Of  tropic  shades  in  the  lands  of  shine. 

Where  the  lily  leans  o'er  an  amber  stream 
That  flows  like  a  rill  of  wasted  wine  — 
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Where  the  palm-trees,  lifliriK  tlieir  shields  of  green, 

Parry  the  shafts  of  ihe  In(Han  sun 
Whose  splinlerinK  venneance  falls  between 

The  reeils  below  where  the  waters  run? 

Dreamer,  say,  will  you  dream  of  love 

'llial  lives  ill  a  land  of  sweet  perfume. 
Where  the  stars  drip  down  from  the  skies  above 

In  molten  spatters  of  bud  and  bloom? 
Where  never  the  weary  eyes  are  wet, 

And  never  a  sob  in  the  balmy  air. 
And  only  the  laugh  of  the  paroquet 

Breaks  the  sleep  of  the  silence  there? 


Z23 


An  F.nipty  Glove 
I 


AN  empty  glove— long  wi'bjrinp;  in  the  grasp 

■**■      Of  Time's  cold  pahn.    I  lift  it  tn  my  lips,- 

And  1 1,  once  more  T  thrill  beneath  its  cl;isp. 

In  fancy,  as  with  odorous  finger-tips 

It  reaches  from  the  years  that  used  to  be 

And  proffers  back  love,  life  and  all,  to  me. 


11 


Ah!  beautiful  she  was  beyond  belief: 
Her  face  was  fair  and  lustrous  as  the  moon's; 

Her  i;.es — too  large  for  small  delight  or  grief. — 
The  smiles  of  them  were  Laughter's  afternoons ; 
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H.c.r  (cars  were  April  showers,  a„-l  ,l,cir  l„vc_ 
■MI  sweetest  speech  swoons  ere  it  speaks  thereof. 


Th. 


irt 

VVI,ite-frnite.l  eoeoa  shown  against  the  sh.  11 
Were  not  so  white  as  wa,  her  brow  l,el  .„ 
1  lie  cloven  tresses  of  the  !,air  that  fell 

Across  her  neck  and  shnthler,  of  mule  snow; 

or  cheeks-chaste  pallor,  with  a  crimson  stain- 
Hcr  mouth  wa.,  like  a  red  rose  rinsed  with  rain. 

IV 

And  this  was  she  my  fancy  hehl  as  gowl- 

As  fair  an.l  lovr,l,lc— i„  .very  wise 
As  peerless  m  p„re  worth  of  womanhood 
As^was  her  won-lro„s  beauty  in  men's  eves  _ 
Yet,  all  alone.  I  kiss  thi.  empty  glovel 
The  poor  husk  of  the  hand  I  loved-and  love 


•  /  Our  Oivn 

'pni-Y  walk  here  with  us,  hand-in  hand; 

\\  c  gossip,  knee-by-knec  • 
TlHT  tell  us  all  that  they  have  planned- 

Of  all  their  Joys  to  be,— 
And,  laughing,  leave  us:   And.  to-day. 

All  desolate  we  cry 
Across  wide  waves  of  voiceless  graves- 
Good-bye!  Good-bye!  Good-bye! 
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2S^  Lcommic 

LEON.MN'IIC — AnRrls  namcil  her ; 
And  thi'y  took  the  linlit 
Of  till-  laUKliiiiK  stars  and  (rntncil  her 
In  a  sinilv  of  white; 

And  thi'y  made  her  hair  of  gloomy 
Mi<hiiKht,  anil  her  eyes  of  hioomy 
Mo'  ishine,  and  tlicy  brought  her  to   nc 
In  the         mn  night. — 

In  a  solenni  night  of  summer. 

When  my  heart  of  gloom 
lilossomcd  up  to  greet  the  comer 
Like  a  rose  in  bloom  ; 

All  forebodings  that  distressed  mc 
I  forgot  as  Joy  caresse<l  me— 
(Lyiiiy  Joy!  that  caught  and  pressed  me 
In  the  arms  of  doom!) 


Only  spake  the  liiMc  lisper 

111  the  Angd-toti.ruc : 
Yet  1,  listening,  heard  her  whisper, — 
"i^i  ngs  arc  only  sung 

Here  below    liat  they  may  grieve  you- 
Tales  b  ',t  told  you  to  deceive  you, — 
So  must  Lcr'nainic  leave  you 
While  her  love  is  young." 

Then  Cod  smiled  and  it  was  morning. 

Matchless  and    nprcme 
Heaven's  glory  seemed  adorning 

Earth  with  its  esteem : 


TiiF.  i.nrKi-RniK  rook 

KyiTj-  liiarl  l.iii  niiiu.  ^o.Mm.l  Rifi,..I 
With  the  viiicf  of  prayer,  ami  lifto.l 
Where  my  I.eoiiaii'ie  drifted 
rroiii  me  like  a  dream. 


jj6 


A  Windy  [)a\i 

""J ""I IP:  <lawn  was  a  dawn  of  splendor, 

An<I  the  liliie  of  the  iiioriiiiiK  skies 
Was  as  plaeid  and  .Ui  p  and  temlcr 

As  llie  Idueof  a  haln's  eyes; 
The  siinshine  flooded  the  mountain, 

And  flashed  over  land  and  ,ea 
Like  the  spray  of  a  K...tering  fountain.— 

Hut  the  wind— the  wind— ,\h  me! 


Like  a  weird  iiiv's"  !e  .spirit. 

It  swooped  ii  liry  flight; 

And  the  earth,  as  i    ■  stress  drew  ne.ir  it, 

Qi.ailcd  as  in  nui,,    •iTriKlit; 
The  gra.ss  in  the  Rreen  fields  (|iiivere.l— 

The  waves  of  the  sniitten  I, rook 
Chillily  shuddered  and  shivereil. 

And  the  reeds  bowed  down  and  shook. 

Like  a  sorrowful  mis.Tore 
It  sobbed,  am!  it  lilew  and  blew 

Till  the  leaves  on  the  trees  looked  weary. 
And  my  prayers  were  weary,  too; 
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And  then,  like  the  sunshine's  glimmer 
That  failed  in  the  awful  strain. 

All  the  hnpc  of  my  eyes  grew  dimmer 
In  a  spatter  of  spiteful  rain. 


22J  Em'oy 

■\  1  rHEN  but  a  little  boy,  it  seemed 
"'  '       My  dearest  rapture  ran 
In  fancy  ever,  when  I  dreamed 
I  was  a  man — a  man ! 

Xow— sad  perversity ! — my  theme 

Of  rarest,  purest  joy 
Is  when,  in  f.'incy  blest,  I  dream 

I  am  a  little  boy. 
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?3S 


Lincoln 

A  P^;^CEFUL  l,fe;Hns,  toil  and  res,- 

All  his  desire; — 
To  read  the  books  he  liked  the  best 

Beside  the  cabin  fire— 
God's  word  and  man's, -to  peer  son,e,in,es 

Above  , be  page,  in  smonldering  gleams. 
And  catch,  bke  far  heroi,-  rhymes, 
I  he  onmarch  of  his  dreams. 

ApcacefuIIifei-tohcartlielow 
Of  pastured  herds. 

Or  woodman's  ax  that,  blow  on  blow, 
I'l'l.  sweet  as  rhythmic  words 

And  yet  there  stirred  within  his  breast 

A  fateful  pulse  that,  like  a  roll 
Of  drums,  made  high  above  his  rest 

A  tumult  in  his  soul. 


They  haled  him 


even 


A  peaceful  life! 

As  One  was  haled 
VVlK,se  open  palms  were  nailed  toward  Heaven 

When  prayers  nor  aught  availed. 
And,  lo,  he  paid  the  selfsame  price 

To  lull  a  nation's  awful  strife 
And  will  us,  through  the  sacrifice 

Of  self,  his  peaceful  life. 
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22C>       Let  Something  Good  be  Said 

■XXT  HEN  over  the  fair  fame  of  friend  or  foe 

''  "    The  shadow  of  disgrace  shall  fall,  instead 
Of  words  of  blame,  or  proof  of  thus  and  so, 
Let  something  good  be  said. 

Forget  not  that  no  fellow-being  yet 

.May  fall  so  low  but  love  may  lift  his  head: 
Even  the  cheek  of  shame  with  tears  is  wet, 
H  something  good  be  said. 

No  generous  heart  may  vainly  turn  aside 

In  ways  of  sympathy;  no  soul  so  dead 
But  may  awaken  Miong  and  glorified, 
If  something  good  be  said. 

And  so  I  charge  3'e,  by  the  thorny  crown. 

And  by  the  cross  on  which  tlie  Saviour  bled, 
And  by  your  own  souls'  hope  of  fair  renown. 
Let  something  good  be  said! 


230 


Your  Height  is  Ours 


TO  RICHARD  HENRV    STODD,\RD,   .^T  THE   STODD.^RD  B.\NOI;eT 
THE  Al'THORS'  CLUB,  NEW  YORK,   MARCH   2.5,  l8<;7 

r~\  PRINCELY  poet!— kingly  heir 
^^   Of  gifts  divinely  sent. — 
Your  own  ! — nor  envy  anywhere, 
Nor  voice  of  discontent. 
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TlioiiRli,  of  oursclve?,  all  ponr  are  we. 
^  And  frail  aiu!  weak  of  wing, 
Your  height  is  ours— your  ecstasy— 
\'our  glory,  when  you  sing. 

Most  favored  of  the  gods,  and  great 
In  gifts  beyond  our  store. 


\V 


e  covet  not  your  rich  estate, 


But 


prize  our  own  the  more.— 


'?.?'■ 


The  gods  give  as  but  gods  ma;    Jo— 
We  count  our  riches  thus,— 

They  gave  their  richest  gifts  to  you. 
And  then  gave  you  to  us. 


"0  Life!  O  Rrvoiul!" 


g  'I'RANGE— strange,  O  mortal  Life. 

The  perverse  gifts  that  came  to  me  from  vou  t 
Iron,  childhood  Ihave  wanted  all  good  things:  ' 
Vou  gave  me  few. 

Von  gave  me  faiih  in  One— 
Divine-above  your  own  imperious  might 

0  mortal  Life,  while  I  but  wanted  you 

And  your  delight. 

1  wanted  dancing  feet, 

And  flowery,  grassy  paths  by  laughing  streams- 
^ou  gave  me  loitering  steps,  and  eyes  all  blurred 
With  tears  and  dreams. 
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I  wanted  love,— and,  lo ! 
As  tliDUgh  in  mockery,  yoii  gave  mc  loss. 
O'crblirCvned  sore,  1  wanted  rest:    you  gave 
The  lieavier  cross. 

1  wanted  one  poor  luit 
I'Or  mine  own  home,  to  creep  away  into : 
Vou  gave  me  only  lonelier  desert  lands 
To  journey  through. 

Xow,  at  the  last  vast  verge 
Of  barren  age,  I  stumble,  reel,  and  fling 
Mc  down,  with  strength  all  spent  and  heart  athirst 
And  famishing. 

Yea,  now,  Life,  deal  mc  death,— 

Your  worst-your  vaunted  worst!    .    .    .    Across  my  bici 
With  numb  and  fumbling  hands  I  gird  me  for 
The  best. 


^3^  Emerson 

CONCORD,  APRIL  27,  I,S82 

'XX/'HAT  shall  we  say?    In  quietude. 

Within  his  home,  in  dreams  unguessed, 
He  lies;  the  grief  a  nation  would 
Evince  must  be  repressed. 
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Nor  meet  is  it  the  IolkI  acclaim 

i^fis  coiiiitrymcn  would  raise— that  he 
Has  left  the  riches  of  his  fame 

The  whole  world's  legacy. 

Then,  prayerful,  let  us  pause  until 
We  find,  as  gralcful  spirits  can, 
'llie  way  most  worthy  to  fulfil 

The  tribute  due  the  man. 

Think  what  were  best  in  hfs  regard 
Who  voyaged  lif,   in  such  a  cause: 
Our  simplest  faith  v.cre  best  reward— 
Our  silence,  best  applause. 


■SS  Ilyinii  Exiillant 

FOR  EASTER 

■yOICE  Of  Mankind,  sing  over  land  and  sea- 
Sing,  in  this  glorious  morn ! 
The  long,  long  night  is  gone  from  Calvary— 

The  cross,  the  thong  and  thorn; 
The  sealed  tomb  yields  up  its  saii'uly  guest, 
No  longer  to  be  burdened  and  oppressed. 

Heart  of  Mankind,  thrill  answer  to  His  own, 

So  human,  yet  divine! 
For  earthly  love  He  left  His  heavenly  throne^ 

For  love  like  thine  and  mine— 
Fo--  love  of  U.S,  as  one  might  kiss  a  bride. 
His  lifted  lips  touched  death's,  all  satisfied. 
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Soul  of  Mnnkinil,  Uc  wakes— lie  lives  (inee  inure 

O  snitl,  with  heart  and  voiec 
Sing!  sing!— the  stone  rolls  chorns  frcni  the  d.i. 

Our  Lord  stands  forth. — Rejoice! 
Rejoice,  O  Karden-laiid  of  song  and  dowers; 
Our  King  returns  to  us,  forever  ours! 


-V  /  Tlic  Xaiiic  of  Old  Glory 

1898 


/^LD  GLORY!  say,  who, 
^-^  liy  the  ships  and  the  crew. 

And  the  long,  blended  ranks  of  the  gray  and  the  hlue. 
Who  gave  you.  Old  Glory,  tl      name  that  yon  hear 
With  such  pride  everywhere 
As  you  cast  yourself  free  to  the  rapturous  air 
And  leap  out  full-length,  as  we're  wanting  yon  to'   - 
Who  gave  you  that  n.anie,  with  the  rhig  of  the  same. 
.•\nd  the  honor  and  fame  so  hecoitiing  to  you  ? — 
Your  stripes  stroked  in  ripples  of  white  and  of  red. 
With  your  stars  at  their  glittering  best  overhead— 
By  day  or  by  night 
Their  delightfulest  light 

Laughing  down  from  their  little  square  licaven  of  blue  I  - 
Who  gave  you  the  name  of  Obi  Glory? — say,  who— 
Who  gave  you  the  name  of  Old  Glory? 

Tlif  old  bmiiicr  liflrd,  nnd  faltering  llicn 
In  vague  Usfs  and  Tvluspcrs  fell  silenl  again. 
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01(1  Glory,-spMk  out  !-wc  are  asking  about 

How  yon  h;,i)iR„c(l  to  "favor"  a  nanic,  so  to  say, 

Tliat  soun.ls  so  familiar  and  carck-ss  and  gay 

As  ux  cliccr  it  and  shout  in  our  wild  breezy  way— 

We— the  tv.-urf,  every  man  of  us,  calling  you  that— 

f/V-Tom,  Dick,  and  Harry-each  swinging  his  hat 

And  hurr.d-.ing  "Old  Glory!"  like  you  were  our  kin, 

W  hen-/.,.,  ,//_we  all  know  we're  as  common  as  sin ! 

And  yet  ii  just  seems  like  you  hiiiiuiy  us  all 

And  wai,  us  your  thanks,  as  we  hail  you  and  fall 

Int(]  lino,  with  you  over  us,  waving  us  on 

Where  nur  glorified,  sanctified  betters  have  gone.- 

AiKl  this  is  the  reason  we're  wanting  to  know— 

(And  we're  wantijig  it  so! — 

Where  our  own  fathers  went  we  are  willing  to  go.)- 

Who  gave  you  the  name  of  Old  Glory- O-ho!- 

Who  gave  you  the  name  of  Old  Glory? 
The  old  flag  unfurled  leith  a  billuwy  thrill 
for  an  iiislani,  then  whlfully  siglu'd  and  zcas  still. 


Old  Glory:  the  story  we're  wanting  to  hear 

Is  what  the  plain  facts  of  your  christening  werc,- 

I'or  your  name — just  to  hear  it. 

Repeat  it,  and  cheer  it,  's  a  tang  to  the  spirit 

As  salt  as  a  tear ; 

And  seeing  you  fly,  and  the  boys  marching  by. 
There's  a  shout  in  the  throat  and  a  blur  in  the  eye 
And  an  aching  to  live  for  you  always— or  die. 
If,  dying,  we  still  keep  you  waving  on  high. 
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And  so,  by  our  love 
Eor  yoii,  flciatiiig  aliovi', 

And  the  scars  of  all  wars  and  the  sorrows  thereof, 
Who  gave  yon  the  name  of  Old  Glory,  and  why 
Are  we  thrilled  at  the  name  of  Old  Cllory? 

Thi'n  III,-  (lid  banner  U-afcJ,  like  a  sail  in  tin-  blast. 
And  flullciid  an  audible  answer  at  last.— 


And  it  spake,  with  a  shake  of  the  voice,  and  it  said : 
By  the  driven  snow-white  and  the  living  hlood-red 
Of  my  bars,  and  their  heaven  of  stars  overhead— 
By  the  symbol  conjoined  of  them  all,  skyward  cast. 
As  I  II,  ,at  from  the  steeple,  or  flap  at  the  mast. 
Or  droop  o'er  the  sod  where  the  long  grasses  nod,— 
My  name  is  as  old  as  the  glory  of  God. 
•    .    .    So  I  came  by  the  name  of  Old  Glory. 


?J5  As  Created 

HP  HERE'S  a  space  for  good  to  bloom  in 
-*■   Every  heart  of  man  or  woman,— 
And  however  wild  or  human. 

Or  however  brimmed  with  gall, 
Never  heart  may  beat  without  it ; 
And  the  darkest  heart  to  doubt  it 
Has  something  good  about  it 

After  all. 
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-V(5  A  Soil!/  of  the  Road 

r\   I  WILL  walk  with  yoti,  my  la.l,  wliiclu-ver  way  yoii 
^"'^     fare, 

Vnii-ll   i,avc  i„e,  too,  the  side  o'  yon,  with  heart  as  light 
as  air; 

Nu   care    f,.r   wliere   tlie   road   yon    take's   a-Ieadin'-a„v 

where, — 
It  can  h„t  he  a  joyfnl  jant  the  whilst  you  jonrn.'y  there 
I  lie  road  yon  take's  the  path  o'  love,  an'  that's  the  hridth 

o'  two 

And  I  will  walk  with  yon,  my  lad-0  I  will  walk  with  yon. 

Ho!    I  will  walk  with  yon,  my  lad, 

He  weather  hlack  or  hine 
Or  roadsides  frost  or  dew,  my  lad— 

O  I  will  walk  with  yon. 

Aye  glad,  my  la.l,  I'll  walk  with  yon,  whatever  winds  ,nay 
hlow. 

Or  snnnner  hlossoms  stay  our  steps,  or  blinding  drifts  of 

snow , 
i  lie  way  that  yon  set  face  and  foot's  the  way  that  I  will  go, 
\iid  hrave   I'll  he,  abreast  o'  yon,   the   Saints  and   .\ngels' 

know  ! 
With  loyal  ha.ul  in  loyal  h.and,  and  one  heart  .nadc  o'  two 
ilirongh  summer's  gold,  or  winter's  eold,  it's  I  will  walk 

with  yon. 

Sure,  I  will  walk  with  yon,  my  lad. 

As  love  ordains  me  to,— 
To  Heaven's  <loor,  and  through,  my  lad, 

O  I  will  walk  with  you. 
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-V"  To  t/ir  Jiiili/r 

A   VClllE   FROM   Tlln  INTERIOR  OK  ol.ll   I. 


•I'-IMIE   TOWNSlnl' 


'U'RIKXD  of  my  earliest  youth, 
•*•    Can't  you  arraiiKi-  to  come  down 
And  visit  a  fellow  out  here  in  the  woods- 
Out  of  the  dust  of  the  town  ? 
Can't  you  forget  you're  a  Judge 

And  put  hy  your  dolorous  frown 
And  i,ui  your  wan  lace  in  the  smile  of  a  friend— 

Can't  you  arrange  to  come  d.nvu? 
Can't  you  forget  for  a  while 

The  arguuienls  prosy  and  drear,— 
To  lean  at  full-lenglh  in  indelinite  rest 

In  the  la;,  of  the  greenery  here? 
Can't  you  kiek  over  "the  liench," 

.■\nd  ■•husk"  yourself  out  of  your  g.iwn 
To  dangle  your  legs  where  the  ilshiug  is  g,„>d— 

Can't  you  arrange  to  eonie  down? 

Bah!  for  your  office  of  State! 

And  hah  I  for  its  technical  lore  ! 
What  does  our  President,  high  in  his  chair, 

Hut  wish  himself  low  as  liefore! 
Pick  helween  peasant  and  king,— 

Poke  your  ha':!  head  through  a  crown 
Or  shadow  it  here  with  the  laurels  of  Spring!— 

Can't  you  arrange  to  come  down? 
"Jii'lge  it"  out  here,  if 


The  birds 


you  will, — 
are  in  session  bv  dawn 


You  can  draw,  not  coml>hiiiils.  but  a  sketch  of 
And  a  breath  that  your  betters  have  drawn; 
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Voii  c;iii  iipi'ii  mitr  licirt,  liki-  a  case. 

'I'o  a  jury  c.f  kiiir,  wliii,.  aiiil  lirowu, 
Anil  tluir  viTilii-t  nf  ".Mfin"  will  just  satisfy 

Can't  you  arrange  to  come  down? 


you : 


Can't  you  arrange  il,  old  E'ard?— 

t'ils'conhole  lilackstone  and  Kent  !— 
Here  we  have  "lircitmann,"  and  \Var<l, 

Twain,  liurdeltc,  N'ye,  and  content! 
Can't  you  forget  you're  a  Judge 

And  put  l)y  your  dolorous  frown 
And  tan  yonr  wan  face  in  the  smile  of  a  friend— 

Can't  you  arrange  to  come  down  ? 


-'jS  Henry  ir.  Gnidy 

ATN.WTA,   DKCEMBl-R  2J.   1889 

T'Rri.-IIKARTKD  friend  of  .all  true  friendliness!— 
lirutlicr  of  all  true  brotherlioodsl— Thy  hand 
And  its  late  pressure  now  we  understand 

Most  fully,  as  it  falls  thus  gcsturelcss 

And  Silence  lulls  thee  into  sweet  excess 
Of  sleep.    Sleep  thou  content !— Thy  loved  Southland 
Is  swept  with  tears,  as  rain  in  sunshine;  and 

Through  all  the  frozen  North  our  eyes  confess 
Like  sorrow— seeing  still  the  princely  sign 

Set  on  thy  lifted  hrow,  and  the  rapt  light 
Of  the  dark,  lender,  melancholy  eyes- 
Thrilled  with  the  music  of  those  lips  of  thine, 

And  yet  the  lire  thereof  th.it  lights  the  night 
With  the  white  splendor  of  thy  prophecies. 
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'iiiK  i.(xki:riiiic  iujok 
J'rum  Uclflii  to  Camdcii 


|_PR')M  IVl|)lii  to  Catnilcn— little  IliH.sicr  towns,— 
liiit   here   wiTc   classic   meadows,   blmmiiiig   dales  .1 
(I'lWIls; 
And  liiTc  wire  Krassy  pastures,  dewy  as  the  leas 
Trampled  over  by  the  trains  of  royal  patjeaiitries! 

Anrl  liere  the  wiiidinR  highway  loitered  tlirongh  the  sh.i 
Of  the  hazel-covert,  where,  in  ambuscade, 
l-oonicil  the  larch  and  linden,  and  the  «reenw.)..d  tree 
Under  which  bold  Robin  Hood  lond  hallooed  to  me! 

Here  the  stir  and  riot  of  the  busy  day 
dwindled  to  the  fpiiet  of  the  breath  of  May; 
(JurKlinR  brooks,  and  ridges  lily-marRcd  and  spanned 
Uy  the  rustic  bridges  found  in  Wonderland! 


From  Delphi  to  Camden,— from  Camden  bark  aRain  !— 
And  now  the  night  was  on  us,  and  the  lightning  and  ilir 

rain ; 
And  still  the  way  was  wondrous  with  the  flash  of  hill  an  1 

plain. — 
The  stars  like  printed  asterisks— the  moon  a  murky  stain ' 

And  I  thought  of  tragic  idyl,  and  of  night  and  hot  pur^nii. 
And  the  jingle  of  the  bridle  and  cuirass,  and  spur  on  boct. 
As    our   horses'    hooves    struck    showers    from    the    tliiiiy 

bowlders  set 
1.1  freshet-ways  of  writhing  reed  and  droy/ojr^  violet. 
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And  ttc  ii.T!-;.-.!  l»lc:i({iurol  iiiiK-.,  wiili  iluir  ImllUmenn 

a-frii»ii ; 
WluTC  .-I  iri'u  Ml  i„  il,,.  f.ircM   w.■l^  ;i  inrrri  loppl.d  ,|,nvii; 
Uliilc  my  m.i>lir  ami  oiiiiiii:iiii|,  r     lh,>  hrnn  kiiiulu  I  «al' 

lopi'd  with 
On  tliis  n'ckkbs  mail  lo  riilii  i,r  i,.  fame  was-Dr.  Smiili! 


-VO  Till-  XatiiralisI 

OLIVKR  II.WJK 

1  N'  Rcnllest  wnrsliip  lias  lie  liowtd 

To  Xaliirc.    Ri-scmd  I'roni  llu'  cmwd 
And  ilin  i,f  i.nvn  and  lliDruiiKlifari', 

II.'  turns  hiin  fmni  all  vKirldly  van- 

I'nio  iIk'  sai-icd  fa  Incss  (if 

Tlie  fiiri'sls,  anil  llic  p<ai-r  and  Invi- 

''I  .u  'j  .alln'r,  ih^rc  prayor  Ukr  in  llic  l)roC70 

And  a>«  of  doves  in  dreamfnl  lr«s— 

Their  inps  in  laps  ipf  snnsliine  laid. 

Tlieir  lower  Imnylis  all  slaked  willi  slinde. 

With  head  imcnvered  has  ho  stood, 
llearinK  llie  Spirit  of  the  Wood— 
Hearing  aright  the  Master  speak- 
In  trill  of  i>ird,  and  warhlins  creek; 
In  lisp  of  reeds,  or  rainy  sigh 
Of  grasses  as  the  loon  darts  hy— 
Hearing  aright  the  strrm  and  lull,  ' 
And  all  earth's  voices  wonderful,— 
Even  this  Iwil  an  unknown  friend 
Lifts  will  he  hear  and  comprehend. 
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One  ll'ith  a  Song 

FKAN'K   1,.    STANTciN 


T_r  F.  sings:  ami  liis  song  is  lu-ard, 
■*■  ■*■     Pure  as  a  joyniis  prayer, 
Ei'caiiso  IiL-  sings  <ir  the  siiiipk'  things— 

Tin'  Ik'lds,  and  llio  open  air, 
The  orchard-hdugh,  anrl  the  mockingbird, 

And  tile  blossoms  everywhere. 

He  sings  of  a  wealth  we  hold 

Tn  eominoii  ownership — 
The  wildwoo<l  no(>k,  and  the  laugh  of  the  brook. 

And  the  dewdrop's  drip  and  drip. 
The  love  of  the  lily's  heart  of  gold, 

And  the  kiss  of     ,e  rose's  lip. 

The  universal  heart 

Leans  listening  to  his  lay 
That  glints  and  gleams  with  the  glimmering  dreams 

Of  children  at  their  play — 
A  lay  as  rich  with  unconscious  art 

.^s  the  first  song-bird's  of  May, 

Ours  every  rapturous  tone 

Of  every  song  of  glee. 
Recause  his  voice  makes  native  choice 

Of  Nature's  harmony — 
So  that  his  singing  seems  our  own, 

And  ours  his  ecstasy. 

Steadfastly,  bravely  glad 

Above  all  earthly  stress. 
He  lifts  his  line  to  heights  divine, 
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And,  singing,  ever  says,— 
This  is  a  better  world  than  bad- 
God's  love  is  limitless. 

He  .sings :  and  his  song  is  heard, 
■  Pure  as  a  joyons  prayer, 
Because  he  sings  of  the  simple  things— 

The  fields,  and  ihc  open  air, 
The  orchard-hough,  and  the  mockingbird. 
And  the  blossoms  everywhere. 


-'■/-'  On  a  I-ly-I.caf 

IN  joH.M  nnvi.r.  o'rkii.i.v's  rorvs 

C  T\GER,S  there  arc  of  courtly  themes- 

Divfns  in  verse— who  would  dress  their  rhymes 
In  robes  nf  ermine:  and  singers  of  dreams 

Of  pods  high-throned  in  the  classic  times; 
Singers  of  nymphs,  in  their  dim  retreats, 

Satyrs,  with  sreptcr  and  diadem  ; 
But  the  singer  who  sings  as  a  man's  heart  beats 

Well  may  blush  for  the  rest  of  them. 

I  like  the  thrill  of  such  poems  as  these,— 

All  spirit  and  fervor  of  splendid  fact- 
Pulse,  and  muscle,  and  arteries 

Of  living,  heroic  thought  and  act  !— 
Where  every  line  is  a  vein  of  red 

And  rnpturons  blood  all  unconfine<l 
As  il  leap,  from  a  heart  that  has  joyed  and  bled 

With  the  rights  and  the  wrongs  nf  all  mankind. 
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^43  Oscar  C.  McCnlloch 

INDIANAPOLIS,   DECEMBER    12,    iSqI 

"YY'II^''"  wniikl  l,cst  plcasf  oiir  friend,  in  token  of 

Tlie  sense  of  onr  yrcat  loss?- Our  si^lis  and  tear- 
NXv,  these  lie  fongln  against  through  all  his  years, 

Hcroieally  voicing,  high  above 

Grief's  ceaseless  minor,  moaning  like  a  d.ne. 
The  pscan  triumphant  that  the  sohlier  hears'. 
Scaling  the  walls  of  death,  mi.lst  shouts  and  cheers. 

The  old  Flag  laughing  in  his  eyes'  last  love. 

Nay,  then,  to  pleasure  him  were  it  not  meet 
To  yield  him  bravely,  as  his  fate  arrives?— 

Hrape  bim  in  radiant  roses,  heafl  and  feet. 
And  be  partakers,  while  bis  work  survives. 

Of  his  fair  fame,— paying  the  tribute  sweet  ' 
To  all  humanity— our  nobler  lives. 


244  The  Sermon  of  the  Rose 

'V^/'n.FUr,  we  are,  in  our  infirmity 

Of  childish  questioning  and  discontent. 
Whate'er  befalls  us  is  divinely  nieam— 
Thou  Truth  the  clearer  for  thy  niyst?ry! 
Make  us  to  meet  what  is  or  is  to  be 
With  fervid  welcome,  knowing  it  is  sent 
To  serve  us  in  some  way  full  excellent. 
Though  we  discern  it  all  belatedly. 
The  rose  buds,  and  the  rose  blooms,  and  the  rose 
Bows  in  the  dews,  and  in  its  fullness,  lo. 
Is  in  the  lover's  hand.— then  on  the  breast 
Of  her  he  loves,— and  there  dies.— And  who  knows 
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U'lial  falc  of  all  ; 
Is  fairest,  deares 


r<'  c  may  tuidor^-o 
I,  sivecU'st,  lovulio^l  ? 


Nay,  we  arc  chil.lrcn  :  wc  will  not  mafiiro 
A  Wcssod  gift  ,misi  sceni  a  tl.cft;  .-u,,!  u-ars 
Must  slc.rin  our  eyes  wlieii  I,„t  a  j.      ;i|,pears 
I"  <lrear  dissnisc  of  sorrow;  and  how  i,„or 
Wo  seem  when  we  arc  rieliest,-m„sl  secure 
AK.-imst  all  poverty  tlic  lifeLmR  years 
Wc  yet  must  waste  i„  cl.il.lisl,  do„b,s  and  fears 
lliat,  m  despite  of  reason,  still  endure  I 
Alas!  the  sermon  of  tlic  rose  we  will 
Not  wisely  ponder;  nor  the  sulis  of  grief 
Lulled  into  sighs  of  r;,pt„re,  nor  the  cry 
Of  rietec  deliancc  that  again  is  still. 
Be  patient— patient  with  our  frail  helief, 
And  stay  it  yet  a  little  ere  we  die. 

O  opulent  life  cf  ours,  though  dispos.es.ed 
Of  treasure  after  treasure!    Youth  most  fair 
Went  first,  but  left  its  priceless  c.il  of  hair- 
Moaned  over,  sleepless  nights,  kissed  and  caressed 
Through  drip  an<l  hhir  of  tears  the  tenderest 
And  next  went  Love-the  ripe  rose  glowing  there, 
Her  very  sister!    .    .     .    // is  here.  Intt  where 
rs  .9/ir,  of  all  the  world  the  first  and  best? 
And  yet  how  sweet  the  sweet  earth  after  rain- 
How  sweet  the  sunlight  on  the  garden-wall 

Across  the  roses— and  how  sweetly  flows 

The  limpid  yodel  of  the  brook  again ! 

And  yet— and  yet  how  sweeter,  after  all. 

The  smoldering  sweetness  of  a  dead  red  rose. 
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What  the  IVind  Said 

J  MUSE  to-day,  in  a  listless  nay, 
In  the  gleam  of  a  summer  land; 
I  c  ose  my  eyes  as  a  lover  may 

At  the  touch  of  his  s-eivetUearfs  hand. 
And  I  hear  these  things  in  the  zehisfenn. 
Of  the  zephyrs  'round  me  fanned:— 

I  am  the  Wind,  and  I  rule  mankind, 
And  I  hold  a  sovereign  reign 

Over  the  lands,  as  God  designed. 
And  the  waters  they  contain : 

Lo!  the  bound  of  'he  wide  world  round 
Falleth  in  my  domain! 

I  was  born  on  a  stoimy  morn 
In  a  kingdom  walled  with  snow, 

Whose  crystal  cities  laugh  to  scorn 
The  proudest  the  world  can  show ; 

And  the  daylight's  glare  is  frozen  there 
In  the  Dreath  of  the  blasts  that  blow. 

Life  to  ine  was  a  jubilee 
From  the  first  of  my  youthful  days : 

Clinking  my  icy  toys  with  glee- 
Playing  my  childish  plays; 

Filling  my  hands  with  the  silver  sands 
To  scatter  a  thousand  ways : 


Chasing  the  flakes  that  the  Polar  shakes 

From  his  shaggy  coat  of  white, 
Or  hunting  the  trace  of  the  track  he  makes 
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And  swicpinj;  it   from  siglii. 
As  li"  tiiriicil  to  Rlaro  from  \hc  slipiKTv  stair 
Of  tile  iceberg's  farthest  lieJHlii. 

Till  r  (jrcw  so  strong  that  I  strayed  ere  h.nt,' 

I'njin  my  home  of  ice  and  chill ; 
With  an  eager  heart  and  a  merry  s..ng 

I  traveled  the  snows  ntilil 
I  heard  the  thaws  in  the  ice-crag's  jaws 

Crnnched  with  a  hungry  will; 

Anil  the  angry  crash  of  the  waves  that  dash 

Themselves  on  the  jagged  shore 
Where  the  splintered  masts  of  the  ice-wreeks  Hash, 

And  the  frightened  hreakers  n.ar 
In  wild  unrest  on  the  ocean's  hreast 

I-'or  a  thousand  leagues  or  more. 

And  the  grand  old  sea  invited  me 

With  a  million  beckoning  hands, 
And  r  spread  my  wings  fo;  a  (liylu  as  free 

As  ever  a  sailor  plans 
When  his  thoughts  are  wild  and  his  heart  beguiled 

With  the  dreams  of  foreign  lands. 

I  passed  a  ship  on  its  homeward  trip. 

With  a  weary  and  toil-worn  crew; 
And  I  kissed  their  flag  with  a  welcome  lip. 

And  so  glad  a  gale  I  blew 
That  the  sailors  quafTed  their  grog  and  laughed 

At  the  work  I  made  them  do. 
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T  (Iriflc'd  liv  where  sen-Rroves  lie 
Like  brides  in  tlie  foiul  enress 

Of  llie  warm  siiiisliine  and  the  tender  sky- 
Where  the  ocean,  passioidess 

And  tranqnil,  lies  hke  a  child  wliose  eyes 
Are  hhirred  witli  drowsiness. 

I  drank  tile  air  and  the  pcrfnnie  there, 

And  bathed  in  a  fountain's  spray; 
And  i  smoothed  the  winRS  and  the  phnnage  rare 

Of  a  bird  for  his  roiindekiy, 
And  fluttered  a  rap;  from  a  signal-crag 

Ko;  -i  wretched  castaway. 

With  a  sea-gull  resting  on  my  breast, 

I  lannehed  on  a  madder  flight : 
And  T  lashed  the  waves  to  a  wild  unrest, 

.\nd  howled  with  a  Tierce  delight 
Till  the  daylight  slept ;  and  1  wailed  and  wept 

Like  a  fretful  babe  all  night. 

For  T  beard  the  boom  of  a  gun  strike  doom; 

.\nd  the  gleam  of  a  blood-red  star 
Glared  at  me  through  the  mirk  and  gloom 

From  the  liglilbouse  tnwcr  afar; 
And  I  held  my  breath  at  the  shriek  of  death 

That  came  from  the  harbor  bar. 

For  T  am  the  Wind,  and  I  rule  mankind, 

.And  I  hold  a  sovereign  reign 
Over  the  lands,  as  God  designed. 
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And  lli(  wnlcrs  tiny  coiilain: 
Lo!  the  Imiind  of  ilie  wiiU'  world  round 
]'';cllclli  in  my  domain! 

I  journeyed  on,  wlicn  the  night  was  Rone, 

O'er  a  coast  of  oak  and  jiine; 
And  I  followed  a  path  that  a  stream  had  drawn 

TlirouRh  a  land  of  vale  and  vine, 
And  here  and  there  was  a  village  fair 

In  a  nest  of  shade  and  shine. 

I  passed  o'er  lakes  where  the  sunshine  shakes 

And  shivers  his  Roklen  lance 
On  the  glitterins  shield  of  the  wave  that  hreaks 

Where  the  fish-boats  dip  and  dance. 
And  the  trader  sails  where  the  mist  unveils 

The  glory  of  old  romance. 

I  joyed  to  stand  where  the  jeweled  hand 

Of  the  maiden-niorninp;  lies 
On  the  tawny  lirow  of  the  niountaindand, 

Where  the  cafile  shrieks  and  cries. 
And  holds  his  throne  to  himself  alonu 

From  the  lisht  of  human  eyes. 

Adown  deep  glades  where  the  forest  shades 

Are  dim  as  the  dusk  of  day— 
Where  only  the  foot  of  the  wild  hcast  wades. 

Or  the  Indian  dares  to  stray. 
As  thehlacksnakes  glide  through  the  reeds  and  hide 

In  the  swamp-depths  grim  and  gray. 
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And  I  Uirncd  and  flod  frnm  the  place  of  dread 

To  the  far-off  haunts  of  men. 
"In  the  city's  heart  h  rest."  I  said,— 

r.iit  I  found  it  not,  and  when 
I  saw  but  care  and  vice  reign  there 

1  was  tilled  witli  wrath  again : 

And  I  blew  a  spark  in  the  niidniglit  dark 

Till  it  flashed  to  an  angry  flame 
And  scarred  the  sky  with  a  lurid  mark 

As  red  as  the  blush  of  shame: 
And  a  hint  of  hell  was  the  dying  yell 

That  up  from  the  ruiif  came. 

The  bells  went  wild,  and  the  black  smoke  piled 

Its  pillars  against  the  night. 
Till  I  gathered  them,  like  flocks  defiled. 

Anil  scattered  them  left  and  right. 
While  the  holocaust's  red  tresses  tossed 

As  a  maddened  Iniry's  might. 

"Ye  overthrown!"  did  I  jeer  and  groan— 
"Ho!  who  is  your  master?— say !— 

Ye  shapes  that  writhe  in  the  slag  and  moan 
Your  slow-charred  souls  away— 

Ye  worse  th.an  worst  of  things  accurst- 
Ye  dead  leaves  of  a  day !" 

I  am  the  Wind,  and  T  rule  mankind, 

And  I  hold  a  sovereign  reign 
Over  the  lands,  as  God  designed, 
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Anil  the  waters  tli  y  nintaiii: 
Lo!  the  bound  of  the  wide  world  roiinii 
I  ..Icth  in  my  domain! 

/  zvahc,  ai  one  from  a  dream  half  done, 
And  gaze  leitli  a  da::led  eye 

On  an  aultinni  leaf  like  a  seraf"  of  sun 
7  Ihil  lite  wind  goes  leliirling  hy. 

iriiile  afar  /  hear,  ifiV/j  a  ehill  of  fear. 
The  xeintcr  storm-king  sigh. 


■^16         On  a  Yonthfiil  Portrait  of 
Stevenson 

\     FACE  nf  youth  maliirc;  a  month  of  tender, 
Sad,  Inmian  syinpnthy,  yet  sonicthinR  stoic 
In  clasp  of  lip:  wide  eyes  of  calmest  ^|)leiii!.  r. 

And  brow  serenely  ample  and  heroic  :  — 
The  features— all— lit  with  a  sonl  ideal    .    . 

O  visionary  boy!  what  were  yon  seeing. 
What  hearing,  as  you  stood  thus  midst  llie  real 
Ere  yet  one  master-work  of  yours  had  being? 

Is  it  a  foolish  fancy  that  we  humor- 
Investing  daringly  with  life  ami  spirit 

This  youthful  portrait  of  you  ere  one  rumor 
Of  your  great  future  spoke  that  men  might  hear  it?- 

Ts  It  a  fancy,  or  your  first  of  glories, 
That  you  were  listening,  and  the  camera  'irew  you 

Hearing  the  voie  s  of  your  untold  stories 
And  all  your  lovely  poems  calling  to  you? 
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1  Itf  l.oriiu)  Cup 

1"'l<A\l'l':i)  in  ilu'  Kl.uipiur  nl  .1  .Inani 
\\\kxk  iKiniiint-liKlii'*  :ii"l  f^iini'*  vS^m\\ 
And  ripest  wit  ami  wine  aliuuiul, 
And  pU-dKis  lialc  k'i  round  and  ruurid,— 
L(i,  dazzled  Willi  endianud  rays— 
As  in  llic  Ki)ldi.n  olden  days 
Sir  Galaliad— my  eyes  swim  np 
To  greet  your  splendor,  Loviny  Cup! 

Wlial  is  the  secret  of  your  art. 
Linking  togellier  liaml  and  luart 
Your  myriad  votaries  who  do 
'I'liemselves  most  lioniir  lion<iriii,;;  yi'U? 
What  gracious  service  liave  y   '  done 
To  win  die  name  that  you  !  iv    ■  on?  - 
Kissing  it  hack  from  lunofnl  iips 
That  sing  your  praise  hctween  the  sips! 

Your  spicv  breath,  O  Loving  Cup. 
That,  like  an  incense  steaming  up, 
Full-freighted  with  a  fragrance  fine 
As  ever  swooned  on  sense  of  mine. 
Is  rare  enough.— Hut  then,  ah  me! 
How  rarer  every  memory 
That,  rising  with  it,  wreatl.os  an'l  blends 
In  forms  and  faces  of  my  friends! 


0  Loving  Cup!  in  fancy  still, 

1  clasp  their  hands,  and  feel  the  thrill 
Of  fellowship  that  still  endures 
Wliilc  lips  arc  theirs  and  wine  is  yours ! 
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All'!  wliilo  my  iiicniory  j.mrncys  (l,.wii 

'111.     Vcnrs    i'    II    |,;ic|    In    |!..^lM|l     |,,rtll, 

Al)i(le  wliiTc  lirsi  were  rcmliTccI  up 
Our  imiiiial  luvcs,  (J  |.(,vin«  dip' 


-'/'V  Tlh-  Oiiavnl  Tiuiil 

MVRIIN    W.    KKIII,    IIKNVKR,   JSMARV    \n,    \H,f, 

Jl'ST  as  nf  ,,!,1,— wiih  frnrlrss  fo.,t 
Anil  |il,ic-iil  f,ii-r  .-iiiil  ri".nliitc, 
lie  takis  tile  faint,  niyslcriniis  iiail 
Mint  lead',  licyoii.l  mir  i-anlily  jinl. 

We  wfiiili!  cry,  as  in  |,ist  f  irouc-ll. 
Hilt  tl,  I  lii^  hanil  w.iv.  s.  ;iiiil  a  s|).II 
Is  laid  ujiriii  niir  (iiii)riUN:  ami  lliiis 
lie  takes  iiiiwordcd  leave  of  iis. 

An<l  it  is  fittins:— As  lie  fared 
Here  with  'is,  so  is  lie  pnpared 
I"<ir  any  fortuning  the  night 
May  hold  for  him  beyond  our  sight. 

The  moon  and  .stars  they  still  attend 
His  wandering  footsteps  to  the  eml,— 
lie  (lid  not  (incstion,  nor  will  we, 
Their  guidance  and  security. 

So,  never  parting  word  nor  cry: — 
We  feel,  with  liim,  that  hy  and  by 
Our  onward  trails  will  meet  and  then 
Merge  and  be  ever  one  again. 
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.'V9     A  Pcacc-Ilyxin  of  the  Republic 
Loiisvii.i.r„  Kv.,  sKi'T.  iJ,  iRqs;  -zorii  eniampment.  r,.  a.  v 

1 'HERE'S   a   Voice   acrn>is   llio    Natinii   liki-    a   ininliiv 
mian  li.iil, 
llnriio   up   from  (.111  ihi'  Suiilluvanl  a^  i\w  wa*  lioforc  ili' 

Rale ; 
lis  bnalli  i^  in  tlif  streaming  I'la^  aii<l  in  llie  llyiim  sail  ■ 

As  we  H"  sailiuK  i>i> 
'Tis  a  Voice  that  we  renieiiilKT— ere  iis  siiininoiis  snothcl 

as  now — 
WluM   il    raiiK  ill   iKiltle  ehalleiiKe.  and   we   answered   v  w 

willi  \o\\ ,  — 
Willi  roar  of  Kmi  and  liiss  of  sword  and  erasli  of  prow 
and  prow, 

As  we  weiil  sailing  on. 

Our  hope  sank,  even  as  we   saw   llic  snn   sink    faint   nnl 

far,— 
The    Ship   of    Slate    went    RropiiiK   throimli    the    blimlnv^ 

smoke  of  War — 
Through  blackest  niiilni(.dit  lurchinR,  all  nneheered  of  1110.  n 

or  star. 

Yet  sailinR— sailiuK  on. 

As  One  who  sp.ake  the  dead  awake,  with  life-blood  Iciir 

ins  warm — 
Who  walked  the  troubled  waters,  all  unscathed,  in  iiinri,,! 

(orni, — 
We   felt   our    Pilot's   preset    e   with    His    hand   npon    il- 
storm, 

As  we  went  sailing  on. 
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I)  \'..ii-c  <.f  i);i»^J..M   liilliil  to  pcaci'.  lliis  .lawiiiiin  of  Tu 

.l.iy-- 
()  VmIi-i-  twain  luiw  MiMii  as  mu',  yi-  >iii^;  all  fears  away, 
SiiHi-   fuc   and   Ii.c   an-   friuiils,  and   lo '   ilu    Lord,  as  glad 

as  tiny  — 

Hi;  sinds  lis  sailing  un. 


.\io  .//  Crown  mil 

TI'.AV'F  liliii  lien-  in  ilic  freih  Kneniniir  Rrn-i'?  and  trees 
•*■-'    And  the  symbols  of  love,  an<l  tlie  s,)lac.    ..f  these— 
The  saintly  while  lilies  anil  hli'ssunis  he  keeps 
In  endlevs  earess  as  he  breathlessly  sleeps. 
I'he  tears  of  onr  e\es  wmni.;  the  sci'ne  of  his  rest, 
I  "r  the  sk\'s  ;it  its  elearesl-lhe  sini's  at  i's  best  — 
I  he  earth  at  its  greenest  -its  wihl  bnd  and  bloom 
At  its  sweetest— and  sweetest  its  honey'il  perfume. 
Home!  b.inie!— Leave  him  here  in  bis  lordly  istate, 
And  with  never  a  tear  as  we  turn  from  the  Kate! 


Turn  back  to  the  luMiic  that  wi7     ;  '    \-  h.i  i  -lo  tnore, — 
I  he  vines  at  the  window — the  si  "    !-  t|j,>  door. — 

\'or  sonnd  of  liis  voice,  nor  the  bVdit  of  his  face!    .    . 
lUit  the  birds  will  siiif;  on,  and  the  rose,  in  his  place, 
\\  ill  tenderly  smile  till  wc  daringly  feign 
Me  is  lionie  with  lis  still,  tlunigb  the  trenuilons  rain 
I  If  onr  tears  reappear,  and  ayain  all  is  gloom, 
.\nd  all  prayerlcss  we  sob  in  the  Inng-darkeneil  room. 
Heaven  portions  it  thus — the  old  mystery  dim, — 
It  is  midnight  to  us — it  is  morning  to  liiin. 
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The  Enduring 


A  MISTY  memory— faint,  far  away 
And  vague  and  dim  as  childhood's  long-lost  day- 
Forever  haunts  and  holds  mc  with  a  spell 
Of  awe  and  wonder  indcfinahle: — 
A  grimy  old  engraving  tacked  upon 
A  shoe-shop  wall— An  ancient  temple,  drawn 
Of  crnnihlmg  granite,  sagging  portico. 
And  gray,  forhidding  gateway,  grim  as  woe ; 
And  o'er  the  portal,  cut  in  antique  line, 
The  words— cut  likewise  in  this  hrain  of  mine- 
"Wouldst  have  a  friend?— Wouldst  know  what  friend  is 

best  ? 
[lave  God  thy  friend:   He  passcth  all  the  rest." 

Again  the  old  shoemaker  pounds  and  pounds 
Resentfully,  as  the  loud  laugh  resounds 
And  the  coarse  jest  is  bandied  round  the  throng 
That  smokes  about  the  smoldering  stove;  and  long, 
Tempestuous  disputes  arise,  and  then- 
Even  as  all  like  disconls— die  again ; 
The  while  a  barefoot  boy  more  gravely  heeds 
The  quaint  old  picture,  and  tiptoeing  reads 
There  in  the  rainy  gloom  the  legend  o'er 
The  lowering  portal  of  the  old  church  door— 

"Woiddst  ha%e  a  friend?— Wouldst  know  what  friend  is 
best? 

Have  God  ihy  friend :   He  passeth  all  the  rest." 


So  older— older— older,  year  by  year. 
The  boy  has  grown,  that  now,  an  old  man  here, 
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IIo  fccms  n  pnrt  of  Allegory,  where 

Ho  stands  lu-fore  Life  as  the  old  print  there — 

Still  awed,  and  marveling  what  light  must  be 

Hid  by  the  door  that  bars  Futurity 

Though,  ever  clearer  than  with  eyes  nf  youth, 

He  reads  with  his  vid  eyes — and  tears  forsooth — 

"Wouldst  have  a  friend?— Wouldst  know  what  friend  is 
best  ? 

Have  Go!J  thy  friend:   He  passeth  all  the  rest." 


-'5-' 


The  Mother  Sainted 


A  ND  yet  she  docs  not  stir, — 
■^  ^     Such  silence  weighs  on  her 

We  hear  the  drip 
Of  tear-drops  as  we  press 
Our  kisses  answerlcss 

On  brow  and  lip. 

Not  even  the  yearning  touch 
Of  lips  she  loved  so  much 

She  made  their  breath 
One  with  her  own,  will  she 
Give  answer  to  and  be 

Wooed  back  from  death. 

And  though  he  kneel  and  plead 
Who  was  her  greatest  need, 

And  on  her  cheek 
Lay  the  soft  baliy-face 
In  its  old  resting-place, 

She  will  not  speak. 
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The  Old  Guitar 

NEGLECTED  now  is  the  old  guitar 
And  mouldering  into  decay; 
Fretted  with  many  a  rift  and  scar 
That  the  dull  dust  hides  away, 
While  the  spider  spins  a  silver  star 
In  its  silent  lips  to-day. 

The  keys  hold  only  nerveless  strings— 

The  sinews  of  brave  old  airs 
Are  pulseless  now ;  and  the  scarf  that  clings 

So  closely  here  declares 
A  sad  regret  in  its  ravelings 

And  the  faded  hue  it  wears. 

But  the  old  cnitar,  with  a  lenient  grace, 

Has  cherished  a  smile  for  nie : 
And  its  features  hint  of  a  fairer  face 

That  comes  with  a  memory 
Of  a  flower-and-pcrfume-haunted  place 

And  a  moonlit  balcony. 

Music  sweeter  than  words  confess, 
Or  the  minstrel's  powers  invent. 

Thrilled  here  once  at  the  light  caress 
Of  the  fairy  hands  that  lent 

This  excuse  fur  the  kiss  I  press 
On  the  dear  old  instrument. 

The  rose  of  pearl  with  the  jeweled  stem 

Still  blooms;  and  the  tiny  sets 
In  the  circle  all  are  here:  the  gem 

In  the  keys,  and  the  silver  frets ; 
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Put  the  dainty  fingers  that  ;lani-eil  o'er  tliem- 
Alas  for  the  heart's  regrets ! — 

Alas  for  the  loosened  strings  to-day, 
And  the  wounds  of  rift  and  scar 

On  a  worn  old  heart,  witli  its  romidelay 
Entliralled  with  a  stronger  bar 

That  Fate  weaves  on,  through  a  dull  decay 
Like  that  of  the  old  guitar ! 


^54  Red  Riding-Hood 

C  WEET  little  myth  of  the  nursery  story— 
'-^  liarliest  love  of  mine  infantile  breast. 
Be  something  tangible,  bloom  in  thy  glory 
Into  existence,  as  thou  art  addressed ! 
Hasten  !  appear  to  me,  guileless  and  good — 
'I'hou  art  so  dear  to  me.  Red  Riding-Hood! 

A?urc-blue  eyes,  in  a  marvel  of  wonder, 
Over  the  dawn  of  a  blush  breaking  out ; 
Sensitive  nose,  with  a  little  smile  under 
Trying  to  hide  in  a  blossoming  pout— 
Couldn't  be  serious,  try  as  you  would, 
Little  mysterious  Red  Riding-Hood! 

Hah !  little  girl,  it  is  desolate,  lonely. 
Out  in  this  gloomy  old  forest  of  Life! — 
Here  are  not  pansies  and  buttercups  only — 
Brambles  and  briers  as  keen  as  a  knife ; 
And  a  Heart,  ravenous,  trails  in  the  wood 
For  the  meal  have  he  must, — Red  Riding-Hood ! 
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o^:;  At  His  IViiitry  Tent 

SAMUEL  RICIIARnS— ARTIST— DENVKR,   COLORADO 

NOT  only  m.Tstcr  of  his  art  was  he, 
Hut  master  of  his  spirit— wingeil  indeed 

For  lordHest  heisht,  yet  poised  for  lowliest  need 
Of  those,  alas!  upheld  less  buc.intly. 
lie  gloried  even  in  adversity, 

And  won  his  country's  plaudits,  and  the  meed 

Of  Old  World  praise,  as  one  loath  to  succeed 
While  others  were  denied  like  victory. 
Though  passed,  I  count  him  still  my  master-friend. 

Invincible  as  throur'''  his  niorl.al  fight,— 
The  laughing  light  oi  laith  still  in  i.is  eye 
As,  at  his  wintry  teir,  pitched  at  the  end 

Of  life,  he  gaily  called  to  me  "Good  night, 
Old  friend,  good  night— for  there  i'  no  good-bye." 

^'5(5  Say  Somcthbuj  to  Mc 

SAY  something  to  me !    I've  waited  so  long- 
Waited  and  wondered  in  vain; 
Only  a  sentence  would  fall  like  a  song 

Over  this  listening  pain — 
Over  a  silence  that  glowers  and  frowns,- 

Even  my  pencil  to-night 
Slips  in  the  dews  of  my  sorrow  and  wounds 
Each  tender  word  that  I  write. 

Say  something  to  me — if  only  to  tell 

Me  you  remember  the  past ; 
Let  the  sweet  words,  like  the  notes  of  a  bell, 

Ring  out  my  vigil  at  last. 
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0  it  were  better,  far  better  tlian  this 
Doubt  and  distrust  in  the  lireast,— 

l"ur  in  the  wine  of  a  fanciful  kiss 
I  could  taste  Heaven,  and— rest. 

Say  something  to  me !     I  kneel  and  I  plead. 
In  my  wild  need,  for  a  word; 

1  f  my  poor  heart  from  this  silence  were  freed, 

1  could  soar  up  like  a  bird 
In  the  glad  morning,  and  twitter  and  sing, 

Carol  and  warble  and  cry 
Blithe  as  the  lark  as  he  cruises  awing 

Over  the  deeps  of  the  sky. 

2',j  The  Noblest  Service 

m.  WVCKLIFFE  SMITH,  LATE  SI'KGEOM  l6lst  REGIMENT  INUIANA 
VOI.L-NTtEKS,  DELI'III,   DECEMBER  2Q,    iSgg 

II"  all  his  mourning  friends  unselfishly 
Might  speak,  high  over  grief,  in  one  accord. 

What  voice  of  joy  were  lifted  to  the  Lord 
For  having  lent  our  need  such  ministry 
As  this  man's  life  has  ever  proved  to  be! 

Yea,  even  through  battle-crash  of  gun  and  sword 

His  steadfast  step  still  found  the  pathway  toward 
The  noblest  service  paid  Humanity. 
O  ye  to  whose  rich  firesides  he  has  brought 

A  richer  light !   O  watcher  at  the  door 
Of  the  lone  cabin ! .  O  kindred !   Comrades !— all ! 
Since  universal  good  he  dreamed  and  wrought. 

Be  brave,  to  pleasure  him,  as.  on  before. 
He  leads  us,  answering  Glory's  highest  call. 
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The  Ban 


C  TRAXGE  dreams  of  what  I  used  to  be, 

•^    And  what  I  dreamed  I  would  be,  swim 

Before  my  vision,  faint  and  dim 

As  misty  distances  we  see 

In  pictured  scenes  of  fairy-lands; 

And  ever  on,  with  empty  hands. 

And  eyes  that  ever  lie  to  me. 

And  smiles  that  no  one  understands, 

I  grope  adpwn  my  destiny. 


Some  say  I  waver  as  I  walk 
Along  the  crowded  thoroughfares; 
And  some  leer  in  my  eyes,  and  talk 
Of  dullness,  while  I  see  in  tiieirs — 
Like  fishes'  eyes,  alive  or  dcad^ 
But  surfaces  of  vacancy — 
Blank  disks  that  never  seem  to  see, 
But  glint  and  glow  and  glare  instead. 


The  ragged  shawl  I  wear  is  wet 
With  driving,  dripping  rains,  and  yet 
It  seems  a  royal  raiment,  where. 
Through  twisted  torrents  of  my  hair, 
I  see  rare  gems  that  gleam  and  shine 
Like  jewels  in  a  stream  of  wine; 
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The  gaping  shoes  that  clothe  my  feet 
Are  golileii  sandals,  and  the  shrine 
Where  courtiers  grove!  and  repeat 
Vain  prayers,  and  where,  in  joy  thereat, 
A  fair  Prince  doffs  his  plumed  hnt. 
And  Icnecls,  and  names  me  all  things  sweet. 


Sometimes  the  sun  shines,  and  the  lull 
Of  winter  noon  is  like  a  tune 
The  stars  might  twinkle  to  the  moon 
If  night  were  white  and  beautiful— 
For  when  the  clangor  of  the  town 
And  strife  of  traffic  softens  down, 
The  wakeful  hunger  that  I  mirsc. 
In  listening,  forgets  to  curse, 
lentil— ah,  joy!  with  drooping  head 
I  drowse,  and  dream  that  I  am  dead 
And  buried  safe  beyond  their  eyes 
Who  cither  pity  or  despise. 


.^59  The  Edge  of  the  Wind 

"\7'E  stars  in  ye  skies  seem  twinkling 

■*■       In  icicles  of  light, 
And  ye  edge  of  ye  wind  cuts  keener 

Than  ever  ye  sword-edge  might ; 
Ye  footsteps  crunch  in  ye  eounwny. 

And  ye  trough  and  ye  cask  go  "ping!' 
Ye  china  rrarks  in  ye  pantry. 

And  ye  crickets  cease  to  ; 


'  sing. 
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-■"(io  Eugene  field 

■\  \  TTTII  Kctilksl  ti'rirs,  nn  Irss  llian  jiiliili'o 
'  '        Of  l)lillK'St  jciy.  we  licanl  liim.  and  still  lic.ir 
Ilim  sinking  on,  with  full  voice,  pure  and  clear, 

Uplifted,  as  some  classic  melody 

In  sweetest  legends  of  old  minstrelsy; 
Or,  swarming  Elfin-like  upcm  the  ear, 
His  airy  notes  make  all  the  atmosplurc 

One  lilur  of  bird  and  bee  and  lullahy. 

His  tribute; — Lustre  in  the  faded  bloom 
Of  checks  of  old,  old  mothers ;  and  the  fall 
Of  gracious  dews  in  eyes  long  dry  and  dim ; 

And  hope  in  lovers'  pathways  midst  perfume 
Of  woodland  haunts;  and — meed  exceeding  all, — 
The  love  of  little  children  laurels  hiiu. 


?6i  Our  Boyhood  Haunts 

T  T  O !   I'm  going  back  to  where 
■^  ■*■  We  were  youngsters. — Meet  me  thert, 
Dear  old  barefoot  chum,  and  we 
Will  be  as  we  used  to  be, — 
Lawless  rangers  up  and  down 
The  old  creek  beyond  the  town — 
Little  sunburnt  gods  at  play, 
Just  as  in  that  far-away ; — 
Water  nymphs,  all  unafraid. 
Shall  smile  at  us  from  the  brink 
Of  the  old  mill-race  and  wade 
Tow'rd  us  as  we  kneeling  drink 
At  the  spring  our  boyhood  knew, 
Pure  and  clear  as  morning-d"-v : 
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Anil,  as  we  are  risiii)^  tliere, 
Uoiiljly  (low'r'il  to  licar  ami  see, 
We  shall  tliiis  be  made  aware 
Of  an  eerie  piping,  heard 
High  ahove  the  happy  liird 
In  the  hazel:    And  then  we. 
Just  across  the  creek,  shall  see 
(Hah!  the  goaty  rascal!)  Pan 
Hoof  it  o'er  the  sloping  green. 
Mad  with  his  own  melody, 
Ay,  and  (bless  the  bcasty  man!) 
Stamping  from  the  grassy  soil 
Bruised  scents  of  fleur-de-lis, 
Boneset,  mint,  and  pciniyroyal. 


idj         To  Robert  Louis  Sfczciison 

ON  ins  FIRST  visrr  to  America 

T^OBERT  LOUIS  STE\'EXSON! 
•'■^  Blue  the  lift  and  braw  the  dawn 
O'  yer  coiiiin'  here  aniang 
Strangers  wha  hae  hived  ye  laiig! 
Strangers  tac  ye  we  maun  be, 
Vet  tac  us  yc're  kenned  a  wee 
By  the  writin's  ye  hae  done, 
Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 

Sync  yc've  pit  ye'r  pen  tac  sic' 
Tales  it  stabbt  us  tae  the  quick— 
Whiles  o'  tropic  isles  an'  seas 
"^n"  o'  gowden  treesuries — 
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Tal'.s  ii'  (Irid  men's  hancs;  an'  talcs 
Swctc  as  sanHS  o'  niKhtinRalis 
W'hiii  the  ninie  o'  mirk's  begun — 
Rol>irt  Lcjiiis  Stevenson. 

Sac  we  hail  llice!  nane  ihe  less 
l''(ir  the  "bnrr"  that  yc  caress 
\Vi'  yer  denly  limine  o'  Scots, 
Makin'  words  forget-me-nots 
O'  yer  lionnie  braes  that  were 
Sung  o'  Burns  the  Poemer — 
And  that  later  lavrock,  one 
Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 


^tfj 


A 


The  Silent  Singer 

MRS.  D.   M.  JORDAN,  APRII.  20.    1^95 

LL  sudden  she  hath  ceased  to  sing 
Hushed  in  eternal  slumbering. 
And  wc  make  moan  th.it  she  is  dead.- 
Nay;  peace!  be  comforted. 


Between  her  singing  and  her  tears 
Slie  pauses,  listening — and  she  hears 
The  So.ig  we  cannot  hear. — .\iid  thus 
She  mutely  pities  us. 


Could  she  speak  out,  we  doubt  r    '  she 
Would  turn  to  us  full  tenderly. 
And  in  the  old  melodious  voice 
Say :    "Weep  not,  but  rejoice." 
328 


TIIF.  I.OCKFRnir.  nooK 

Ay,  miisii-.il  as  w.itiis  rim 
111  wondlaiul  rills  llirniiKli  slia.lo  and  sun, 
Tlie  swcit  voice  winiM  flow  on  and  say,- 
"Ro  glad  with  iiic  lo-day. — 

"Your  r^arlh  was  very  dear  and  fair 
To  nic— llic  ((roves  and  (;rasses  there: 
The  hurstinK  hiids  ami  hlossoins— (J 
I  always  loved  them  so!— 

"The  very  dews  within  them  soemeil 
KeHecled  hy  mine  eyes  and  shamed 
Adown  my  cheeks  in  what  yon  knew 
As  'tears,'  and  not  as  dew. 

"Your  hirds,  too,  in  the  orchard-houghs— 
I  conlil  not  hear  them  from  the  lionse. 
But  I  must  leave  my  work  and  stray 
Out  in  the  open  day 

"And  till.      imitalile  ran^ie 
Of  the      .ast  freedom— always  straiiRe 
And  .lew  to  me— It  pierced  my  heart 
With  siveetness  as  a  dart!— 

"The  singing!  singing!  singing!— All 
The  trees  bloomed  blossoms  musical 
That  chirped  and  trilled  in  colors  till 
My  whole  soul  seemed  to  fill 


"To  overflow  with  music,  so 
That  I  have  found  me  kneeling  low 
329 


THE   LOCKT.RBIE   BOOK 

Midst  the  lush  Brass,  widi  murtntiroiis  wi>rils 
'I'h.'inkiiiK  thi-  Ituwirs  ami  hinls. 

"So  with  the  cj'iis  to  iiic  most  (har — 
I  JDviil  ihom,  as  I  luve  Ihnn  IIitc: 
Hear  with  my  iiu'mnry,  thtrcforc, 
As  whtii  in  ilajs  vl  yuri', 

"O  friiiids  of  mine,  ye  [iraiseil  'he  note 
Of  some  soup,  (|iiaverinK  from  my  throat 
Out  of  the  overstress  of  love 
And  all  the  pain  thereof. 

"And  ye,  too,  do  I  hive  with  this 
Same  love — and  Heaven  knows  all  it  is, — 
The  hirds'  sons  in  i^--li\id  and  bloom — 
The  turf,  hn'    lot  the  tomh." 

Between  her  <•)  o;ing  and  her  tears 
She  pauses,  listening — anil  she  hears 
The  Sont?  we  cannot  hear. — And  thus 
She  mutely  pities  us. 


I 


26^  The  Christ 

"■pATHER!"  (so  The  Word)  He  rried.- 
■'■    "Son  of  Thine,  and  yet  denied ; 
By  my  brothers  dragged  and  tried, 
Scoffed  and  scourged,  and  crucified, 
With  a  thief  on  either  side — 
Brothers  mine,  alike  belied, — 
Arms  of  mercy  open  wide. 
Father!  Father!"  So  He  died. 


B\ 
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-'dj  The  llotitc-l'oyaijc 

ENERAL   HENRY   «,  l,A WToN— FKI.I.  AT  SAN    MATEO,  DErKMBED 
!<;,    1*//      IN    STATE,    INUIANAIIM.IS,    FFBRUARY   (\    igOO. 

F.AK  willi  lis,  O  Grrat  Cnpt.nin,  if  our  pride 
SliDw  t'liuiil  incisure  with  nur  f{rii'f's  cxcvis 
III  Kri'i'ling  you  in  tliis  your  liilplcssmss 
1  o  couiitirnianil  our  vaiiily  nr  hide 
Yiiur  stirii  (lispkasnre  lh;it  we  thus  liai!  tried 
To  praise  you,  kiiowiii(;  praise  was  your  ihstress: 
Hut  this  hoiiu  cuiuiiiK  swell.i  our  hearts  tio  less — 
Itecause  for  love  of  hoiue  you  prc^uilly  ilied. 
I.o !  then,  the  cable,  fathoms  'ueatli  the  keel 
'I'hat  shapes  your  course,  is  elo(|uem  of  you; 
Tile  olil  llap,  ton,  at  half-mast  overhead — 
We  douht  not  that  its  (jalc-kissed  ripples  feci 
A  prouder  sense  of  red  and  white  and  lilne, — 
The  stars — .*\h,  God,  were  they  interpreted ! 

Ill  ^irange  lands  were  your  latest  honors  won — 
111  strange  wilds,  with  strange  dangers  all  heset ; 
With  rain   like  tears,  the  face  of  day  was  wet. 
As  rang  the  ambushed  foenian's  fateful  gun ; 
And  as  you  felt  your  final  duty  done. 
We  feel  tha    glory  thrills  your  spirit  yet, — 
When  at  the  .ront,  in  swiftest  death,  ynu  met 
'I  he  patriot's  c'lXim  and  best  reward  in  one. 
And  So  the  t'linult  of  that  island  war. 
At  last,  for  you,  is  stilled  forevermort — 
Its  scenes  of  blood  blend  white  as  ocean  foam 
On  your  rapt  vision  as  you  sight  afar 
The  sails  of  peace,  and  from  that  alien  shore 
The  proud  ship  bears  you  on  ynnr  voyage  home. 
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Or  rough  or  smooth  tlie  wave,  or  lowering  day 
Or  starlit  sky — you  holil,  by  native  right, 
Your  high  tranquillity — the  silent  might 
Of  the  true  hero — so  yon  led  the  way 
To  victory  through  stormiest  h.nttle-fray, 
Because  your  followers,  high  above  the  fight, 
Heard  your  soul's  lightest  whisper  bid  theiu  smite 
Tor  God  and  man  and  space  to  kneel  and  pray. 
And  thus  you  cross  the  seas  unto  your  own 
Beloved  land,  convoyed  with  honors  meet, 
Saluted  as  your  home's  first  heritage — 
Nor  salutation  from  your  State  alone, 
But  (ill  the  States,  gathered  in  mighty  fleet, 
Dip  colors  as  you  move  to  anchorage. 


^66 


The  Bed 


"'T^HOU,  of  all  God's  gifts  the  best, 
-'■   Blessed  Bed !"    I  muse,  and  rest 
Thinking  how  it  havened  me 
In  my  dazed  Infancy — 
Ere  mine  eyes  could  bear  the  kind 
Daylight  through  the  window-blind, 
Or  my  lips,  in  yearning  quest, 
Groping  found  the  mother-breast. 
Or  mine  utterance  but  owned 
Minor  sounds  that  sobbed  and  moaned. 


II 

Gracious  Bed  that  nestled  me 
Even  ere  the  inother's  knee, — 
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Lulling  me  to  slumber  ere 
Conscious  of  my  treasure  there — 
Save  the  tiny  pahus  that  kept 
Fondling,  even  as  I  slept, 
That  rare  dual-wealth  of  mine, — 
Softest  pillow — sweetest  wine! — 
Gentlest  cheer  for  mortal  guest, 
And  of  Love's  fare  lordliest. 


By  thy  grace,  O  Bed,  the  first 
Blooms  of  Boyhood-memories  burst  :- 
Dreams  of  riches,  swift  withdrawn 
As  I,  wakening,  find  the  dawn 
With  its  glad  Spring-face  once  more 
Glimmering  on  me  as  of  yore : 
Then  the  bluebird's  limpid  cry 
Lulls  me  like  a  lullaby, 
Till  falls  every  failing  sense 
Back  to  sleep's  sheer  impotence. 


Or,  a  truant,  home  again, — 
With  the  moonlight  through  the  pane, 
And  the  kiss  that  ends  the  prayer — 
Then  the  footsteps  down  the  stair; 
And  the  close  hush ;  and  far  click 
Of  the  old  clock;  and  the  thick 
Sweetness  of  the  locust-bloom 
Drugging  all  the  enchanted  room 
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Into  darkness  fallionis  doip 
As  mine  own  pure  cliildisli  sleep. 


Gift  ami  spell,  O  Bed,  retell 
Every  lovely  miracle — 
Up  from  childhood's  simplest  dream 
Unto  manhood's  pride  supreme ! — 
Sacrcdness  no  words  express, — 
Lo,  the  young  wife's  fond  caress 
Of  her  first-born,  while  beside 
Ben<ls  the  husband,  tearful-eyed, 
Marveling  of  kiss  and  prayer 
Which  of  these  is  holier  there. 


Trace  the  vigils  through  the  long, 
Long  nights,  when  the  cricket's  song 
Stunned  the  sick  man's  fevered  brain, 
As  he  tossed  and  moaned  in  pain 
Piteous— till  thou,  O  Bed, 
Smoothed  the  pillows  for  his  head. 
And  thy  soothest  solace  laid 
Round  him,  and  his  fever  weighed 
Into  slumber  deep  and  cool, 
And  divinely  merciful. 


Thus,  O  Bed,  all  gratefully 
I  would  ever  sing  of  thee — 
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Till  the  final  sleep  shall  fall 
OVr  mc,  ami  the  crickets  call 
In  the  RTasscs  where  at  last 
1  am  indolently  cast 
Like  a  play-worn  hoy  at  will.— 
'Tis  a  Bed  hefriends  nie  still — 
Vea,  and  Bed,  belike,  the  hest, 
Softest,  safest,  blessedest. 


7(5/         JVIiitficr — At  Nnvhuryport 

SEPTEMBER  7,    l8g2 

T  T  AIL  to  thee,  with  all  good  cTieer! 
-*■  -*•  'Ihuiiyh  men  say  thou  liest  here 

Dead, 
And  mourn,  all  uncomforted. 

By  thy  faith  refining  mine, 

Life  still  lights  those  eyes  of  thine, 

Clear 
As  the  AutuiTin  atmosphere. 

Ever  still  thy  smile  appears 
As  the  rainbow  of  thy  tears 

Bent 
O'er  thy  love's  vast  firmament. 


Thou  cndiirest — shalt  endure, 
Purely,  as  thy  song  is  pure. 

Hear 
Thus  my  hail :    Good  cheer !    Good  cheer ! 
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The  I'lihcard 


/'^XF,  in  the  musical  ilirong 
^^     Stood  forth  with  his  violin; 
And  warm  was  his  welcome,  and  Ions 

The  later  applause  and  the  din.— 
He  had  uttered,  with  masterful  skill, 

A  melody  hailed  of  men ; 
And  his  own  blood  leapt  a-thrill. 

As  they  thundered  again. 


Another  stood  forth.— .\nd  a  rose 
TMoonicd  in  her  h.tir— likewise 

One  at  her  tremulous  throat— 

.^nd  a  rufitiirc  liloonied  in  her  eyes. 

Tempests  of  cheers  upon  cheers. 
Praises  to  last  a  life  loni;; 

Roses  in  showers  of  tears — 
All  for  her  song. 


One  sat  apart  and  .alone, 

Her  lips  clasped  close  and  straight, 
Uttering  never  a  tone 

That  the  World  might  hear,  elate— 
Uttering  never  a  low 

Murmurous  ■  .rse  nor  a  part 
Of  the  veriest  song — But  O 

The  song  in  her  heart ! 
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?dp 


In  the  Evening 


T  N  the  evening  of  our  days, 

-•■      When  the  first  far  stars  above 

Glimmer  dimmer,  through  the  haze, 

Than  the  dewy  eyes  of  love, 
Shall  wc  mournfully  revert 

To  the  vanished  morns  and  Mays 
Of  our  youth,  with  hearts  that  Imrt,- 

In  the  evening  of  our  days? 

II 

Shall  the  hand  that  holds  your  own 

Till  the  twain  are  thrilled  as  nnw,- 
P.e  withheld,  or  colder  grown? 

Shall  my  kiss  upon  your  brow 
Falter  from  its  hi.tjh  estate? 

And,  in  all  forgetful  ways. 
Shall  we  sit  apart  and  wait — 

In  the  evening  of  our  days? 


Kay,  my  wife — my  life! — the  gloom 

Shall  enfold  us  vclvetwise. 
And  my  smile  shall  be  the  groom 

Of  the  gladness  of  your  eyes: 
Gently,  gently  as  the  dew 

Mingles  with  the  darkening  maze, 
1  shill  fall  asleep  with  you — 

In  the  evening  of  our  days. 
337 


THE  LOCKERBIE  BOOK 
2 JO  At  Sea 

"\7'EA,  we  go  down  tn  sea  in  sliips — 
■*■    But  llopc  remains  behind. 
And  Love,  with  laughter  on  his  lips, 

And  Peace,  of  passive  mind ; 
While  out  across  the  deeps  of  night, 

With  lifted  sails  of  prayer. 
We  voyage  off  in  quest  of  light, 

Nor  find  it  anywhere. 

O  Thou  who  wroughtcst  earth  and  sea, 

Yet  kecpest  from  our  eyes 
The  shores  of  an  eternity 

In  calms  of  Paradise, 
Blow  hack  upon  our  foolish  quest 

With  all  the  driving  rain 
Of  blinding  tears  and  wild  unrest, 

And  waft  us  home  again ! 
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271  Ucr  ncaiitiftil  Hamis 

/^  YOUR  hands — tlicy  are  strangely  fair! 
^-^  I'air— for  tlie  jewels  that  sparkle  there,— 
I'air — for  llic  witchery  of  the  spell 
That  ivory  keys  alone  can  tell; 
r>nt  when  their  delicate  touches  rest 
Here  in  my  own  do  I  love  them  best, 
As  1  clasp  with  eager,  acquisitive  spans 
My  glorious  treasure  of  beautiful  hands! 

Marvcif  us— wonderful— beautiful  hands  I 
They  can  coax  roses  to  bloom  in  the  strands 
Of  your  brown  tresses;  and  ribbons  will  twine. 
Under  mysterious  touches  cf  thine, 
Into  such  knots  as  entangle  tlic  soul 
And  fetter  the  heart  under  such  a  control 
As  only  the  strength  of  my  love  understands — 
My  passionate  love  for  your  beautiful  hands. 

As  I  remember  the  first  fair  touch 
Of  those  beautiful  hands  that  I  love  so  much, 
I  seem  to  thrill  as  I  then  was  thrilled. 
Kissing  the  glove  that  I  found  unfilled— 
When  I  met  your  gaze,  and  the  queenly  bow. 
As  you  said  to  me,  laughingly,  "Keep  it  now !"   . 
And  dazed  and  alone  in  a  dream  I  stand, 
Kissing  this  ghost  of  your  beautiful  hand. 
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When  fir^t  I  loved,  in  tlic  U>ng  agn, 
And  held  your  hand  as  I  told  you  so — 
Pressed  and  caressed  it  and  nave  it  a  kiss 
And  said  "I  could  die  for  a  hand  like  this !" 
I.illlc  I  dreamed  love's  fullness  yet 
Had  to  ripen  when  eyes  were  wet 
And  prayers  were  vain  in  their  wild  denian<ls 
l"or  one  warm  touch  of  your  beautiful  hands. 


Beautiful  Hands!— O  Beautiful  Hands! 

Could  you  reach  out  of  the  alien  lands 

Where  you  are  lingering,  and  give  nie,  to-night. 

Only  a  touch — were  it  ever  so  light — 

My  heart  were  soothed,  and  my  weary  brain 

Would  lull  itself  into  rest  again; 

For  there  is  no  solace  the  world  connnamls 

Like  the  caress  of  your  beautiful  hands. 


'V-' 


A  Tinkle  of  Bells 


'  I  ^HE  light  of  the  moon  on  the  white  of  the  snow. 

■*■  And  the  answering  twinkles  along  the  street. 
And  our  sleigh  flashing  by,  in  the  glamour  ,ind  glow 
Of  the  glorious  nighi;  of  the  long  ago. 

When  the  laugh  of  her  lips  r.ing  clear  and  sweet 
As  the  tinkle  our  horses  shook  out  of  the  bells 

And  flung  and  tossed  back 

On  our  glittering  track 
In  a  shower  of  tremulous,  murmuring  swells 

Of  the  echoing,  airy,  melodious  bells ! — 
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O  tlic  mirth  of  tlie  bells ! 
And  tht  worth  of  the  bells! 
Come  tinkle  again,  in  this  dearth  of  the  bells, 
This  laughter  an<l  love  that  I  lack,  yearning  back 
Tor  the  far-away  sound  of  the  bells ! 

Ah !  the  bells,  they  were  glad  in  the  long  ago ! 
And  the  tinkles  they  had,  they  have  thrilled  me  so 
1  have  saiil :    "It  is  they  and  her  songs  and  face 
Make  summer  for  me  of  the  wintriest  place!" 
And  now — bnt  sobbings  and  sad  farewells, 
As  I  peer  in  the  night  through  the  sleeted  pane, 
Hearing  a  clangor  and  wrangle  of  bells, 
And  never  a  tinkle  again  ! 

The  snow  is  a-swoon,  and  the  moon  dead-white. 
And  thf   frost  is  wild  in  the  air  to-night! 
Yet  still  will  I  linger  and  listen  and  pray 
Till  the  sound  of  her  voice  shall  come  this  way, 
With  a  tinkle  of  bells, 
And  the  lisp-like  tread 
Of  the  hooves  of  the  sleigh, 
And  the  murnuirs  and  swells 
•  Of  the  vows  she  said. 
And  O,  I  shall  linen  as  madmen  may, 
Till  the  tinkling  bells  ring  down  this  way! — 
Till  again  the  grasp  of  my  hand  entwines 
The  tensioncd  '     is  of  the  quivering  lines. 
And  again  v;  in  the  wake  of  the  pride 

And  the  strei  _      jf  the  coursers,  side  by  side; 
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With  our  f:icis  smilti'ti  .iRain  liy  the  spray 
Of  the  froth  of  our  sln-ils  as  wo  gallop  away 

In  aflfriKht  of  the  hells, 

And  the  niisht  of  the  bolls, 
And  the  infinite  glee  and  deliRht  of  the  bells. 
As  they  tinkle  and  tinkle  and  tinkle,  till  they 
Are  heard  thronph  a  <la\vn  where  the  mists  arc  drawn 
And  we  eanter  a  Rallop  and  dash  away 

Sheer  into  The  Jndgmcnt  Day! 


'72 


The  Old  Man  of  the  Sea 


T  'M  The  Old  Man  of  the  Sea— I  am  !— 

■*"     And  this  is  my  secret  pride. 

That  I  have  a  hundred  sh.apes,  all  sham. 

And  a  hnndred  names  beside: 
They  have  named  me  "Habit,"  and  "Way,' 

"Caprieions."  and  "Fancy- free"; — 
But  to  you,  O  Youth,  I  confess  the  truth, — 

I'm  The  Old  Man  of  the  Sea. 


forsn<j(li, 


I'm  The  Old  Man  of  the  Sea,  yo-ho! 

So  lift  ti/i  a  song  zvilh  me, 
As  I  sit  on  the  throne  of  your  shoulders,  alone, 

I'm  The  Old  Man  of  the  Sea. 

Crowned  with  the  crown  of  your  noblest  thought, 

I'm  The  Old  Man  of  the  Sea: 
I  reign,  rule,  ruin,  and  palter  not 

In  my  pitiless  tyranny : 
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Yon,  my  lad,  arc  my  pray  Sindbail, 

FriskiiiK  aliniit,  w  iih  mc 
HiRh  im  the  perch  I  have  always  had — 

I'm  'Ihc  Old  Man  df  llic  Sea. 

I'm  The  01 J  .U.m  of  the  .?.■«,  yn-ho! 

So  lift  ii/i  II  suiii/  tilth  mc, 
As  I  sil  on  Ihc  throne  of  your  shouhl,-rs,  alone, 

im  The  Old  Man  of  the  Sea. 

Tricked  in  the  Ruiso  of  yonr  best  intent, 

I  am  yonr  faihires — all — 
I  am  the  victories  ynn  invnt, 

An<l  yonr  high  resolves  that  fall : 
I  am  the  vow  yon  are  breaking  now 

As  Ihc  wnssailbowl  swings  free 
And  the  red  gnilt  flnshes  yonr  cheek  ar.d  brow- 

I'm  The  Old  Man  of  the  Sea. 


I'm  The  Old  Man  nf  lite  Sea,  yo-hol 

So  lift  up  a  soii.i  -,vilh  mc. 
As  I  sit  on  Ihc  throne  of  your  shoulders,  alone, 

I'm  The  Old  Man  of  the  Sea. 

I  am  yoi:r  f.alse  dreams  of  success 

And  yonr  mythical  fnture  fame — 
Yonr  life-long  lies,  and  yonr  soul's  distress 

And  your  slowly-dying  shame : 
I'm  the  chattering  half  of  yonr  latest  langh, 

And  yonr  tongue's  last  perfidy — 
Your  doom,  your  tomb,  and  your  epitaph    .    , 

I'm  The  Old  Man  of  the  Sea. 
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I'm  The  OIJ  Man  of  the  Sea.  yo  Iw! 

S,i  lift  «/'  II  .Ml///  tir'/i  Hii'. 
As  I  sil  I'll  '/!'•  Ihriiiic  (if  your  .kIiuuIJiis,  alone, 

I'm  The  Old  Man  of  Ihe  i.M. 


?;/ 


Toil 


HP.  liatl  toiled  away  for  a  weary  while. 
Thro'  day's  (hill  Klarc  ami  iiiKhls  <lecp  Rlootii ; 
And  many  a  ImiK  ami  lomsonie  nille 
111-  had  paced  in  the  round  of  his  dismal  room; 
lie  had  fared  on  luinger— had  dnmk  of  pain 
As  the  drouthy  earth  miKht  dtink  of  rain; 
And  the  lin.w  he  leaned  in  his  trenihhng  palm 
Throhhcd  with  a  misery  so  intense 
That  never  again  did  it  seem  that  calm 
Might  come  to  him  with  ihe  Rracions  halm 
Of  old  time  langnor  and  indolence. 
And  he  said,  "I  will  leave  the  laic  half  told, 
And  leave  the  song  for  the  winils  to  sing; 
And  the  pen— that  pitiless  hiade  of  gold 
That  stahs  my  heart  like  a  daRger-sting— 
I  will  drive  to  the  hilt  throngh  the  inkstand's  top 
And  spill  its  hlood  to  the  last  Iilack  drop!" 
Then  he  masked  his  voice  with  a  Uuigh,  and  went 
Out  in  the  world  with  a  lawless  grace— 
With  a  hrazen  lie  in  his  eyes  and  face 
Told  in  a  smile  of  glad  content: 
He  roved  the  round  of  pleasures  through. 
And  tasted  each  as  it  pleased  him  to; 
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He  joined  old  songs,  and  the  clink  and  din 

Of  the  revelers  at  the  bnnqiiet  lidl ; 

And  he  tripped  his  fcit  wliin   th^'  violin 

Spnii  in  waltz  for  tlio  carnival; 

He  liHiked,  lieda/eil,  en  ihc  luring'  wile 

And  llic  >.iren-liKhl  nl  a  ui.nians  smile, 

And  peered  in  her  eyes  as  a  iliver  niinlit 

Peer  in  ihe  sea  ere  lie  leaps  i>utriKli'. — 

Causlit  his  breath,  with  a  glance  ahnvc. 

And  dropped  fnll-lcngth  in  the  depths  (if  love. 


"lis  well  if  ever  the  false  lights  die 

On  ihe  alien  coasts  where  our  wreckd  hopes  lie! 

"lis  well  to  feci,  tliroiiRh  the  lilinilinj;  rain, 

f)iir  ontdnnc  hands  tonch  earth  ajjain  ! 

So  iIk'  castaway  came,  safe  from  doom, 

H.'ick  at  l;ist  to  his  Icmely  room, 

I'illcil  with  its  treasure  of  work  to  do 

And  radiant  with  the  light  and  hloom 

Of  the  summer  sun  an<l  his  glad  soul,  too! 

And  sweet  as  ever  the  song  of  birds, 

Over  his  work  he  sang  these  words: — 

"0  friends  are  good,  with  their  princely  ways, 
And  royal  hearts  they  are  goodly  things; 
And  fellowship,  in  the  long  dark  days 
When  the  drear  soul  cowers  with  drooping  wings, 
Is  a  tiling  to  yearn  for. — Mirlli  is  good,— 
For  a  ringing  laugh  is  a  rhythmic  cry 
Blown  like  a  hail  from  the  Aiigclh^or! 
To  the  barque  of  the  lone  soul  drifting  by. — 
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Goodly,  too,  is  the  miitc  caress 
Of  woman's  hands  and  their  tenderness— 
The  warm  breath  wet  with  the  dews  of  Inve— 
The  vinc-hke  arms,  and  the  fruit  thereof— 
The  touch  that  thrills,  and  the  kiss  that  melts,— 
But  Toil  is  sweeter  thaii  all  things  else." 


^■75  The  Mute  Singer 

'T"'HE  morning  .-.un  seemed  fair  as  though 
••■   It  were  a  great  red  rose  ablow 

In  lavish  bloom, 
With  all  the  air  for  its  perfume — 
Yet  he  who  had  been  wont  to  sing, 
Coulil  trill  no  thing. 

Snpinc,  at  noon,  as  he  looked  up 
Into  the  vast  inverted  cnp 
Of  heavenly  gold, 
Brimmed  with  its  marvels  manifold. 
And  his  eye  kindled,  and  his  cheek — 
Song  eould  not  speak. 

Night  fell  forebodingly;  he  knew 
Soon  must  the  rain  be  falling,  too, — 
And,  home,  hearlsore. 
A  missive  met  him  at  the  door — 
— Then  Song  lit  on  his  lips,  and  he 
Sani;  gloriously. 
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■^76         Old  School-Day  Romances 

f~\  F  the  wealtli  of  facts  and  fancies 
^-^  That  our  memories  may  recall, 
The  old  school-day  romances 

Are  the  dearest,  after  all!^ 
When  some  sweet  thought  revises 

The  half-forgotten  tunc 
That  opened  "Exercises"' 

On  "Friday  Afternoon." 

We  seem  to  hear  the  clicking 

Of  the  pencil  and  the  pen, 
And  the  solemn  ceaseless  ticking 

Of  the  time-piece  ticking  ihcn ; 
And  we  note  the  watchful  master, 

As  he  waves  the  warning  rod, 
With  our  own  heart  beating  faster 

Than  the  boy's  who  threw  the  wad. 

Some  little  hand  uplifted. 

And  the  creaking  of  a  shoe : — 
A  problem  left  unsifted 

For  the  teacher's  hand  to  <lo. 
The  murmured  hum  of  learning. 

And  the  flutter  of  a  hook— 
The  smell  of  something  Ininiing, 

And  the  school's  iniiuiring  look. 

The  bashful  boy  in  blushes; 

And  the  girl,  with  glancing  eyes, 
Who  hides  her  smiles,  and  bushes 

The  laugh  about  to  rise,— 
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Then,  with  a  quick  invention, 

Assumes  a  serious  face, 
To  meet  the  words,  "Attention  1 

Every  scholar  in  his  place !" 

The  opening  song,  page  twenty— 

Ah !  dear  old  "Golden  Wreath." 
Yim  willed  your  sweets  in  plenty; 

And  some  who  look  heneath 
The  leaves  of  Time  will  linKcr, 

And  loving  tears  will  start. 
As  l''ancy  trails  lu-r  linger 

O'er  the  index  of  Uie  heart. 

"Good  news  from  Home" — We  hear  it 

Welling  tremiilons.  yet  clear 
And  holy  as  the  spirit 

Of  the  song  WL  nsed  to  hear— 
"Good  news  for  me"-  ( .\  ihrobhing 

And  an  aching  melody)  — 
"Has  come  .across  the"— <  soliUing. 

Yea.  and  salty)  "dark  blue  sea!" 

Or  tlie  p.-ean  "Scotland's  burning!" 

\ .  III!  ils  mighty  surge  and  swell 
f  )f  chorus.  st-Jl  returning 

To  its  universal  veil — 
Till  we're  almost  glnil  t'.  drop  to 

Something  snd  and  full  of  pain— 
And  "Skip  verse  three,"  and  stop,  too. 

Ere  our  hearts  arc  broke  again. 
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Then  "the  big  girls' "  coinpotitioi.s, 

W'itli  their  (lc)iil>t,  ami  Ikiih,  aiiJ  glow 
Of  heart  and  face, — conditions 

Of  "the  big  buys" — even  so. 
When  themes  of  "Spring"  and  "Summer,' 

And  of  "Fall"  and  "Wintertime" 
Droop  our  heads  and  hold  us  dumber 

Than  the  sleighbell's  fancied  chime. 

Elocutionary  Science — 

Still  in  cli:ni;j;clcss  infancy! — 
With  its  "Cataline's  Uctiance", 

And  "The  Hanner  of  the  Free": 
Or — lured  fnim  Grandma's  altic, 

A  ramshackle  rocker  there 
Adds  a  skreek  of  the  dramatic 

To  the  poet's  "Old  Ann-Chair." 

Or  the  "Speech  of  Logan"  shifts  us 

From  the  pathos  to  the  fire ; 
An(l  Tell  (with  Gessler)  lifts  ns 

Many  noble  notches  higher  — 
Till  a  youngster,  far  from  sunny. 

With  sad  eyes  of  watery  blue, 
Win<ls  up  with  something  "funny," 

Like  "Cock  a-doodle-doo !" 

Then  a  Dialogue — selected 

For  its  realistic  worth ; — 
The  Cruel  Boy  detected 

With  a  turtle  turned  to  earth 
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Back-downward ;  and,  in  pleading, 
The  Good  Boy— strangely  gay 

At  such  a  sad  proceeding — 
Says,  "Turn  him  over,  pray  I" 

So  the  exercises  taper, 

Through  gradations  of  delight. 
To  the  reading  of  "The  Paper" 

Whicli  is  entertaining— quite  !— 
For  it  goes  ahead  and  mentions 

"If  a  certain  Mr.  O. 
Has  serious  intentions 

That  he  ought  to  tell  her  so." 

It  also  "Asks  permission 

'I'o  iiuiuiale  to  'Jo'm' 
The  diiliious  condition 

Of  ilie  ground  he's  standing  on;" 
And,  dropping  the  suggestion 

To  "mind  what  he's  about," 
It  sums  him  with  the  question 

"Does  his  mother  know  he's  out?" 

And  among  the  contributions 

To  this  "Academic  Press" 
Arc  "Versified  Effusions" 

By— "Our  Lady   Editress"— 
Which  fact  is  proudly  stated 

By  the  Chief  of  the  concern,— 
Though  the  verse  communicated 

Bears  the  pen-name  "Fanny  Fern.' 
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When  all  has  been  recited, 

And  the  teachers  bell  is  heard. 
And  visitors,  invited. 

Have  dropped  a  kindly  word, 
A  hnsh  of  holy  fcelinR 

Falls  down  upon  us  there, 
As  though  t!io  day  wcri   kneeling, 

With  the  twilight  fur  the  prayer. 

Midst  the  wealth  of  fact  and  fancies 

That  our  memories  may  recall. 
Thus  the  old  school-day  romances 

Are  the  dearest,  after  all ! — 
When  some  sweet  thought  revises 

The  half-forRottcu  tunc 
That  opened  "Exercises" 

On  "Friday  Afternoon." 


2'j'/         He  Cometh  in  Sxveet  Sense 

T  T  E  conielh  in  sweet  sense  to  tbeci 
■^  ■*■      Be  it  or  dawn,  or  noon,  or  nights- 
Mo  'teepest  pain,  nor  halest  glee. 
Bat  He  diM-enieth  it  aright. 

If  there  he  lear^  iiodirn  thine  eyes, 
His  sympathy  thou  tlndest  pl.iin, — 

Tlic  darkest  midnight  '>f  the  skies 
He  weepeth  with  the  tears  of  rain. 
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If  thon  art  joyful,  He  hath  had 
His  gracious  will,  and  lo,  'tis  well, — 

As  thou  art  jjlad,  so  lie  is  glad, 
Nor  mercy  strained  one  syllable. 

Wild  vows  arc  words,  as  prayers  arc  words.- 
God's  mercy  is  not  measured  by 

Our  poor  deservings :   He  aflords 
To  listen,  if  we  laugh  or  cry. 


2j8  In  State 

T  S  it  the  martins  or  katydids? 
-*•  Early  morniiiit  or  late  at  night  ? 
A  dream,  belike,  kneeling  down  on  the  lids 
Of  a  dying  man's  eyesight. 


Over  and  over  I  heard  the  rain — 
Over  and  over  I  waked  to  see 

The  blaze  of  the  lamp  as  again  and  again 
Its  stare  insulted  me. 


It  is  not  the  click  of  the  clock  I  hear— 
It  is  the  fiihc  of  the  clock, — and  lo! 

How  it  throbs  and  throbs  on  the  quickened  car 
Of  the  dead  man  lisleiiiug  so! 
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I  liearil  tliem  whisper  "She  would  not  come ;" 
But,  being  dead,  I  knew — I  l<ncw !    .    .    . 

Some  hearts  they  love  us  alive,  and  some 
They  love  us  dead — they  do ! 

And  /  am  dead — and  I  joy  to  be, — 
For  here  arc  my  folded  hands,  so  cold. 

And  yet  blood-warm  with  the  roses  she 
Has  given  me  to  hold. 

Dead — yea,  dead ! — But  I  hear  the  beat 
Of  her  heart,  as  her  warm  lips  touch  my  brow- 

And  O  how  sweet — how  blinding  swctt 
To  know  that  she  loves  me  hoii'.' 


J/9  A  Noon  Inten'ul 

A    DEEP,  delicious  hush  in  earth  and  sky — 
A  gracious  lull — since,  from  its  wakening. 
The  morn  has  been  a  feverish,  restless  thing 
In  wh'ch  the  pulse  of  Summer  ran  too  high 
And  riotous,  as  though  its  heart  went  nigh 
To  bursting  with  delights  past  uttering; 
Now,  as  an  o'erjoycd  child  may  cease  to  sing 
All  falteringly  at  play,  with  drowsy  eye 
Draining  the  pictures  of  a  fairy-tale 
To  brim  his  dreams  with — there  comes  o'er  the  day 
A  loathful  silence,  wherein  all  sounds  fail 
'  Like  loitering  tones  of  some  faint  roundelay    .    .   . 
No  w.okeful  effort  longer  may  avail — 
The  wand  waves,  and  the  dozer  sinks  away. 
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His  Room 


T  'M  home  again,  my  dear  old  Room, 
■*•  I'm  home  Bgnin,  and  happy,  too, 
As,  peering  through  the  lirightcning  gloom, 
I  find  myself  alone  with  yon : 
Though  hrief  my  st.iy,  nor  far  away, 
I  missed  you — missed  you  night    •   '  day- 
As  wildly  yearned  for  you  as  n   ..  — 
Old  Room,  how  arc  you,  any!  i w .' 

My  easy  chair,  with  open  arms. 

Awaits  mc  just  within  the  door; 
The  littered  carpet's  woven  charms 

Have  never  seemed  so  bright  before, — 
The  old  rosettes  and  mignonettes 
And  ivy-leaves  and  violets. 
Look  up  as  pure  and  fresh  of  hue 
As  though  baptized  in  morniiig-dew. 

Old  Room,  to  mc  yonr  homely  walls 

Fold  round  me  like  the  arms  of  'ove. 
And  over  all  my  being  falls 
A  blessing  pure  as  from  above- 
Even  as  a  nestling  child  caressed 
And  lulled  upon  a  loving  breast. 
With  folded  eyes,  too  glad  to  weep 
And  yet  too  sad  for  dreams  or  sleep. 

You've  been  so  kind  to  me,  old  Room — 

So  patient  in  your  tender  care, 
My  drooping  heart  in  fullest  bloom 

Has  blossomed  for  you  unaware; 
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And  who  but  you  had  cared  to  woo 
A  heart  so  ilark,  and  heavy  ion, 
As  in  the  past  you  lifted  mine 
From  out  the  shadow  to  tlie  shine? 

For  I  was  but  a  wayward  boy 

Wlien  first  yoti  glailly  welcomed  me 
And  taught  me  work  was  truer  joy 
Than  rioiing  incessantly: 
And  thus  the  din  that  stormed  within 
The  old  guitar  and  violin 
Has  fallen  in  a  fainter  lone 
And  sweeter,  for  your  suke  alone. 

Though  ill  my  absence  I  have  stood 

In  festal  halls  a  favored  guest, 
I  missed,  in  this  old  quietude, 

My  worthy  work  and  worthy  rest — 
By  this  I  know  that  long  ago 
Yon  loved  nic  first,  and  told  me  so 
In  art's  mute  eloquence  of  speech 
The  voice  of  praise  may  never  reach. 

For  lips  and  eyes  in  truth's  disguise 
Confuse  the  faces  of  my  friends,- 
Till  old  aflfection's  fondest  ties 
I  find  unraveling  at  the  ends ; 
Bu!,  as  I  turn  to  you,  and  le.irn 
To  meet  my  griefs  with  less  concern, 
Yoiir  love  seems  all  I  have  to  keep 
Me  smiling  lest  I  needs  must  weep. 


353 


THE  LOCKERBIE  BOOK 

Yi't  1  am  happy,  and  would  fain 

ror^il  tlic  world  and  all  it»  woes; 
So  sit  ni.'  to  my  tasks  again, 
Old  Room,  and  lull  mc  to  repose : 
And  as  \vc  glide  adown  the  tide 
Of  dreams,  forever  side  hy  side, 
I'll  hold  your  hands  as  lovers  do 
Their  sweethearts'  and  talk  love  to  you. 


281  A  Lost  Lovi 


''T^WAS  .1  summer  aro  wlii-n  lu>  li  ft  me  Ihti- 

vmmier  of  smiles,  with  nevir  a  tear 
Till  I  said  to  him,  with  a  s"h,  my  diar,— 
Clooil-hy,  my  lover;  good-liy  ! 


For  I  loved  him,  O  as  the  stars  love  ni^lit ' 
And  my  clicek^  for  him  flashed  red  and  while 
When  fi^^t  he  '  :ilk-d  me  his  Heart's  deliKlii,  - 
Good-ln.  my  lover;  i;ood-iiy  ! 

The  touch  of  his  hand  wis  a  thini?  divine 
.'Vs  he  sat  with  mc  in  the  soft  moonshine 
.•\nd  drank  of  my  love  as  men  drink  wine,— 
Good  by,  my  lovei  ;  good-hy  ! 

And  never  a  night  iis  I  knelt  in  rrrror. 
Tn  thought  as  white  as  our  own  souls  were. 
But  in  fancy  he  came  and  he  kissed  me  there,— 
Good-hy,  my  lover  ;  good-hy  ! 
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I'.iit  iimv— nil.  iioii/  wli:it  ail  i'iii|ity  tiliue 

My  wlicilc  lu'.irt  is!— Of  llic  nl'l  iinlir.uc 

And  llic  kiss  1  loved  llurc  lives  n..  Iraii;  — 

Good-bj-,  my  lover ;  guod-l))  ! 

He  sailed  not  over  tlio  stormy  sea, 
And  lie  went  not  down  in  tlie  waves-  not  lie- 
r.nt  U,  lie  is  l()*t— for  lie  married  mo  - 
Good-by,  my  luvtr ;  goud-by ! 


j,S'-'  The  Paths  of  Peace 

MAURICE  THOMI'SON—KKIIKI'ARY    M.   "X"! 

HF.  would  have  lioliday— outworn,  in  sooth. 
Would  tnrn  again  to  seek  the  old  release, - 
Thr  open  fielils— the  loved  hannis  of  his  yontli- 
The  woods,  the  waters,  and  the  paths  of  peaee 

The  rest— the  recreation  he  wonid  ehoi'sc 
Re  his  abidingly!     Long  has  be  served 

And  greatly— ay,  and  greatly  let  ns  use 
Onr  grief,  and  yield  him  nobly  as  deserved. 

Perch,ance — with  snbtler  senses  than  our  own 
And  love  exceeding  ours — he  listens  thus 

To  ever  nearer,  clearer  pipings  blown 
Krom  out  the  lost  lands  of  Theocritus. 

Or,  h.iply.  he  is  beckoned  from  us  here 
By  knight  or  yeoman  iif  the  bosky  wood, 
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Or,  chaincil  in  roses,  halc<l  a  prisoner 
Before  the  blithe  Immortal,  Robin  Hood. 

Or,  mayhap,  Chancer  signals,  and  with  him 
And  his  rare  fellows  he  goes  pilgriming; 

Or  Walton  signs  him,  o'er  the  morning  brim 
Of  misty  waters  midst  the  dales  of  Spring. 

Ho!  vvheresoe'er  he  goes,  or  whosoe'er 

He  fares  with,  he  has  bravely  earned  the  boon. 

Be  his  the  open,  and  the  glory  there 
Of  April-buds,  May-blooms  and  flowers  of  June! 

Be  his  the  glittering  dawn,  the  twinkling  dew, 

The  breathless  pool  or  gush  of  laughing  streams- 
Be  his  the  triumph  of  the  coming  true 
Of  all  his  loveliest  dreams ! 


283  Kathleen  Maz'onniecn 

1894 

Frederick  Nirhnlls  Cmvch.  the  musical  ricnius  and  com- 
foscr  of  the  well-known  air.  "Kathleen  Mavourneeii,"  zvas. 
at  abovi  date,  living,  in  helpless  aye,  in  his  adopted  country. 
America — 0  citizen  since  1849. 


T/'ATHLEEN  Mavourneen !  The  song  is  still  ringing 
■*-^     As  fresh  and  as  clear  as  the  trill  of  the  birds; 
In  world-weary  hearts  it  is  throbbing  and  singing 

In  pathos  too  sweet  for  the  tenderest  words. 
Oh,  have  we  forgotten  the  one  who  first  breathed  it? 
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Oh,  have  wc  foryoltcii  his  rapturous  art — 
Our  meed  to  the  master  whose  genius  bequeathed  it? 

Oh,  why  art  thou  silent,  thou  Voice  of  the  Heart?— 
Our  meed  to  the  master  whose  genius  bequeathed  it— 

Oh,  why  arc  we  silent,  Kathleen  Mavouriieen! 

Kathleen  Mavourneen  !    Thy  lover  still  lingers ; 

The  long  night  is  waning,  the  stars  pale  and  few ; 
Thy  sad  serenadcr,  with  tremulous  fingers. 

Is  bowed  with  his  tears  as  the  lily  with  dew ; 
The  old  harpstrings  quaver,  the  old  voice  is  shaking- 

In  sighs  and  in  sobs  moans  the  yearning  refrain ; 
The  old  vision  dims,  and  the  old  heart  is  breaking   .   . 

Kathleen  Mavourneen,  inspire  ur,  again ! 
The  old  vision  dims,  and  the  old  heart  is  breaking: 

Oh,  why  arc  we  silent,  Kathleen  Mavourneen! 


284  An  Order  for  a  Song 

TV /r  AKE  me  a  song  of  all  good  things, 
■^'-*-    And  fill  it  full  of  murmurings, 
Of  merry  voices,  such  as  wc 
Remember  in  our  infancy; 
But  make  it  tender,  for  the  sake 
Of  hearts  that  brood  and  tears  that  break, 
And  tune  it  with  the  harmony, 
The  sighs  of  sorrow  make. 


Make  me  a  song  of  summer-time. 
And  pour  such  music  down  the  rhyme 
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As  ripples  over  gleaming  sands 
And  grassy  brinks  of  incaclow-lands; 
Bui  ma  ;c  it  very  sweet  and  Imv, 
For  need  of  them  tliat  sorrow  so, 
Becanse  tlicy  reap  with  empty  hands 
The  dreams  of  long  ago. 

Make  me  a  song  of  such  a  tone, 
That  when  we  croon  it  all  alone. 
The  tears  of  longing  as  they  drip, 
Will  break  in  laughter  on  the  lip; 
And  make  it,  oh,  so  pure  and  clear 
And  jubilant  that  every  ear 
Shall  drink  its  rapture  sip  by  sip 
And  Heaven  lean  to  hear. 


285  Child's  Christ  mas  Carol 

/"^'HRIST  used  to  be  like  you  and  me, 
^-^  When  just  a  lad  in  Calilee,-- 
So  when  we  pray,  on  Christmas  Day, 
He  favors  first  the  prayers  we  say : 
Then  waste  no  tear,  but  pray  willi  cheer, 
This  gladdest  day  of  all  the  year : 


O  Brother  mine  of  birth  Divine, 
Upon  this  natal  day  of  Thine 
Bear  with  our  stress  of  happiness 
Nor  count  our  reverence  the  less 
Because  with  glee  and  juliilee 
Our  hearts  go  singing  up  to  Thee. 
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Old  lice's  hlulatry 


HKIGU-O!  our  jolly  tilts  at  N'l-w  World  song!— 
What  was  the  poem  indeed !  and  where  tlie  bard — 
"Staliliiiig  his  inkpot  ever,  not  his  heart," 
As  Hector  phrased  it  contumelioiisly, 
Mouthing  and  nuinching,  at  the  orchard-stile, 
A  water-cored  ranibo  vvdiose  spirited  juice 
Glanced,  sprayed  and  llecked  the  sunlight  as  he  ninuth'd 
And  mnnclit,  and  niuncht  and  niouth'd.    All  loved  the  man' 
"Our  Hector"  as  his  .ihini  Muter  oozed 
It  into  utterance — "Old  Ilec"  said  we 
Who  knew  him,  hide-.ind-talIow,  hoof-and-horn! 
So  he :    "O  ay !  my  soul !  our  Xew  World  song — 
The  tweedle-deedles  of  our  modern  school — 
A  school  oi  minnows, — not  one  gamy  bass — 
To  hook  the  angler,  not  the  angler  him. 
Here !  all  ye  little  fishes :  tweedlc-dee ! 
St)li !  one — along  the  vasty  stream  of  time — 
Glints  to  the  surface  with  a  gasp, — and,  lo, 
A  bulible  !  and  he  thinks,  'My  eye! — see  there, 
Ve  little  fislns, — there's  a  song  I've  sung!' 
Another  g.-ipes  :  another  bubble  ;  then 
He  tliinks:  'Well,  is  it  not  a  wondrous  art 
To  breathe  a  great  immortal  poem  like  that !' 
And  then  aiKJther — and  another  still — 
And  yet  another, — till  from  brim  to  brim 
The  tide  is  pustuled  over  with  a  pest 
Of  Imbbles — bursting  bubbles!    Ay!  O  ay!" 
So,  bluff  old  I  lec.    And  we,  who  knew  his  mood 
Had  ramped  its  worst — unless  we  roused  it  yet 
To  ire's  huriffiekest  insanity 
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By  some  inane,  unguarded  reference 

To  "verse  beraggcd  in  lloosier  dialect" — 

(A  strangely  unforgotlen  coinage  of 

Old  Hec's,  long  years  agone) — we,  so,  forbore 

A  word,  each  glimpsing  eacli,  as  down  we  sank, 

Couched  limply  in  the  orchard's  selvage,  where— 

The  rambo  finished  and  the  soggy  core 

Zippt  at  a  sapphire  wasp  wilh  waist  more  slim 

Than  any  slender  lady's,  of  old  «nrs. 

Pent  fasting  for  long  sennights  in  tall  towers 

That  overtop  the  undercringing  seas — 

With  one  accordant  voice,  the  wliile  .le  creased 

H*'  scroll  of  ma.uiscript,  we  said,  "Go  on.' 

'I'h.  .1  Hector  thus : 

AN-   IIIVI.  OF  THE  KING 


Erewliilc,  as  Autumn,  to  King  Arthur's  court 
Came  Raelns,  clamoring :    "Lo,  has  our  house 
Been  sacked  and  pillaged  by  a  lawless  band 
Of  robber  knaves,  led  on  by  Alstanes, 
The  Night-Flower  named,  because  of  her  fair  face, 
All  like  a  lily  gleaming  in  the  dusk 
Of  her  dark  hair— and  like  a  lily  brimmed 
Wilh  dewy  eyes  that  drip  their  limpid  smiles 
\ike  poi>on  out,  for  iiy  them  has  been  wro't 
My  elder  brother's  doom,  as  ninch  I  fear. 
While  three  days  gone  was  holden  harvest-feast 
At  Lynion  Castle — clinging  like  a  gtdl 
High  up  the  gray  cliffs  of  Caerleon — 
Came,  leaf-like  lifted  from  the  plain  below 
As  by  a  twiai^d  wind,  a  rustling  pack 
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Of  bandit  pillagers,  with  Alstaiics 

Briglit-fluttcriiig  like  a  red  leaf  in  the  front 

And  urc  \vc  were  aware  of  fell  intent— 

Xiit  knowing  whether  it  was  friend  or  foe — 

We  fonnd  ns  in  their  toils,  and  all  the  lionse 

In  place  of  guests  held  only  prisoners — 

Save  that  the  host,  my  brother,  wro't  upon 

tly  the  strange  beauty  of  the  robber  queen. 

Was  left  unfettered,  hut  by  silken  threads 

Of  fine-spun  flatteries  and  wanton  smiles 

Of  the  enchantress,  till  her  villain  thieves 

Had  rifled  as  they  willed  and  signal  given 

To  get  to  horse  again.    And  so  they  went — 

Their  leader  flinging  backward,  as  she  rode, 

A  kiss  to  my  mad  brother — mad  since  then, — 

For  from  that  sorry  hour  he  but  talked 

Of  Alslanes,  and  her  rare  beauty,  and 

Iler  purity — ay,  even  that  he  said 

Was  slar-white,  and  .^hoidd  light  his  life  with  love 

Or  leave  him  groping  blindly  in  its  quest 

Thro'  all  eternity.    So,  ^ighl  ig,  he 

Went  wandering  about  til'  set  of  sun. 

Then  got  to  horse,  and  bade  us  all  farewell ; 

And  with  his  glamoured  eyes  bent  trancedly 

I'pon  the  tumbled  sands  that  marked  the  way 

The  robber-woman  went,  he  turned  and  chased 

His  long  black  shadow  o'er  the  edge  of  night." 

—So  Raelus,  all  seemingly  befret 

With  such  concern  as  nipped  his  utterance 

In  scraps  of  speech :  at  which  Sir  Lancelot, 


363 


THE   LOCKERBIE   BOOK 

Lifting  a  slow  smile  to  the  King,  and  then 
Turning  his  cool  eye  on  the  youth— "And  you 
Wonki  track  this  siren-robber  to  her  hold 
And  rout  her  rascal  followers,  and  free 
Your  brother  from  the  meshes  of  this  queen 
Of  hearts— for  there  you  doubtless  think  him'" 

"Ay!" 
Foamed  Kaeliis,  cheek  flushed  and  eye  aflame,— 
"So  even  have  I  tracked,  and  found  them,  too. 
And  know  their  burrow,  shrouded  in  a  copse, 
Wlicre,  faring  in  my  brotlier's  quest,  I  heard 
The  nicker  of  his  horse,  and  followed  on. 
And  found  him  tethered  in  a  thicket  wild. 
As  tangled  in  its  tress     f  leaf  and  limb 
As  is  a  madman's  hair;  and  down  the  path 
That  parted  it  and  ran  across  a  knoll 
And  dipped  again,  all  suddenly  I  came 
Upon  a  cave,  wide-yawning  'neath  a  beard 
Of  tangled  moss  and  vine,  whence  issuing 
I  heard,  blown  o'er  my  senses  faint  and  clear 
As  whiffs  of  sumn-»r  wind,  my  brother's  voice 
Lilting  a  love-song,  with  the  burden  tricked 
With  dainty  warblings  of  a  woman's  tongue : 
And  even  as  I  listening  bent,  I  heard 
Such  peals  of  wanton  merriment  as  made 
My  own  heart  flutter  as  a  bird  that  beats 
For  freedom  at  the  bars  that  prison  it. 
So  turned  I  then  and  fled  as  me  who  flies 
To  save  himself  alone — forgetful  all 
Of  that  my  dearer  self— my  brother.— O  !"— 
Breaking  as  sharply  as  the  icy  blade 
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That  loosens  from  llif  cave  tn  slice  the  air 

Aiul  spMiitcr  into  scales  of  Hying  frost— 

"Thy  help !   Thy  help !   A  dozen  goodly  kniyhts— 

Ay,  even  that,  if  so  it  be  their  hearts 

Arc  hungry  as  my  own  to  right  the  wrong!" 

So  Raehis.    And  Arthur  graciously 

Gave  ear  to  him,  and,  patient,  heard  him  thro', 

And  pitied  him,  and  granted  all  he  asked; 

Then  took  his  hand  and  held  it,  s.iying,  "Strong 

And  ever  stronger  may  its  grasp  be  knit 

About  the  sword  that  flashes  in  the  cause 

Of  good." 

Thus  Raelus,  on  the  morrow's  froiu. 
Trapped  like  a  knigh:  and  shining  like  a  star, 
Pr.anced  from  the  archway  of  the  court,  and  led 
His  glittering  lances  down  the  gleaming  road 
That  river-like  ran  winding  till  it  slipped 
Out  of  the  palace  view  and  spilled  their  shields 
Like  twinkling  bubbles  o'er  the  mountain  brim. 

Then  happed  it  that  as  Raelus  rode,  his  tongue 
Kept  even  pace  and  cantered  ever  on 
Right  merrily.    His  brother,  as  he  said, 
Had  such  an. idle   .oul  within  his  breast — 
Such  shallowness  of  fancy  for  his  heart 
To  drift  about  in— that  he  well  believed 
Its  anchor  would  lay  hold  on  any  smile 
The  lees  of  womanhood  might  ofTcr  him. 
As  for  himself,  he  loved  his  brother  well. 
Yet  had  far  liefer  see  him  stark  aid  white 
In  marble  death  than  that  his  vt.ns  should  burn 
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With  such  viiah'ly  as  sptnt  its  ll.imc 

So  garishly  it  knew  lui  sicady  l)l;i/c, 

But  ever  wavered  round  as  veered  the  wind 

Of  his  conceit;  for  he  had  made  liis  boast— 

The'  to  his  own  shame  did  he  speak  of  it— 

That  with  a  wink  he  could  hny  every  smile 

That  virtue  owned.     So  tattled  Raelus 

Till,  heated  with  his  theme,  he  lifted  voice 

And  sang  the  song,  ••The  Light  of  Woman's  Kycs  I" 

"O  bright  is  gleaming  morn  on  mountain  height ; 
And  bright  the  moon,  slipt  from  its  sheaili  <if  night,— 
But  brighter  is  the  light  of  woman's  eyes. 

"And  bright  the  dewdrop,  trembling  on  the  lip 
Of  some  red  rose,  or  lily  petal-tip, 

Or  lash  of  pink,— but  brighter  wt,:iian's  eyes. 

"Bright  is  the  firefly's  cver-dn fling  spark 
That  throbs  its  pulse  of  light  oi:;  in  the  dark; 

And  bright  the  stars,— but  brighter  w< .man's  eyes, 

"Bright  morn  or  even;  bright  or  moon  or  star. 

And  all  the  many  twinkling  lights  that  are,—  ' 

O  brighter  than  ye  all  are  woman's  eyes." 

So  Raelus  sang.— And  they  who  rode  with  him 

Bewildered  were,  and  even  as  he  sang 

Went  straggling,  twos  and  threes,  and  fell  behind 

To  whisper  wonderingly,  "Is  he  a  fool?" 

And  "Does  he  waver  in  his  mind  ?"  and  "Does 
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The  newness  of  adventure  ilazzle  him?" 

So  spake  they  each  to  caeh,  till  far  heynnil, 

With  hut  one  Inathfnl  kiiiglit  in  company, 

They  j   w  him  nnit  the  heaien  track,  and  turn 

Into  the  grassy  nvirj;in  of  a  wood. 

And  loitering,  they  fell  in  mocking  jest 

Of  their  slraiiKc  leader!     ''Sec!  why.  se^'!"  .said  onc,- 

"Ile  needs  no  h  ■'    to  fight  his  hornets'  nest, 

Hut  one  brave  knight  to  squire  liiui  !"~pr!";:.,jr  ,,n 

'I  o  where  fared  on  the  two  and  disappeared. 

"O  ay !"  said  one,   "helikc  he  is  some  old 

War-batteied  knight  of  long-forgotten  age, 

That,  bursting  fmm  his  chrysalis,  the  grave, 

Comes  back  to  show  us  tricks  we  nev  r  dreamed  I" 

'Or  haply,"  said  another,  with  a  lauKli, — 

"lie  rides  ahead  to  tell  them  that  be  comes 

.And  shrive  tbcni  ere  his  courage  calchcs  \ip." 

.■\nd  merry  m.idc  lluy  all,  and  each  in  tuin 

I'illiped  a  witty  pellet  at  his  head  : 

I'ntil.  at  last,  liitir  shadows  snrnnk  away 

.\m\  slu  rtetieil  'neath  them  and  the  hour  was  nnon. 

They  flimg  them  from  their  horsvs  listlessly 

Within  the  grassy  margin  of  the  wood 

Where  bad  passed  Raclus  an  hour  agone: 

And,  hungered,  spied  a  rustic ;  aud  they  sent 

To  have  them  such  refreshment  as  might  bo 

Fi  md  at  the  nearest  farm, — where,  as  it  chanced. 

Was  had  most  wholesome  meat,  and  milk,  and  bread; 

And  honey,  too,  colled  in  its  fretted  vase 

Of  gummy  gold  and  dripping  nectar-sweet 

•As  dreamed-of  kisses  from  the  lips  of  love; 
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Wine.  too.  wn^  IiroiiKlitin,  rusy  as  ilic  dawn 
I  hat  iislurs  in  tin-  morning  (if  the  heart; 
Ami  tawny,  iiu'l!i>w  piar,  whose  golden  ore 
l'\ll  miilteii  on  'he  tonnue  and  oozed  away 
In  creamy  and  delicions  nothingness; 
Ami  netted  melon,  musky  as  the  hreath 
Of  hrcczes  hlown  from  out  the  Orient; 
And  purple  clusterings  of  plum  and  grape, 
llhirred  with  a  dust  dissolvint.  at  the  touch 
Like  (l.ikes  the  fairies  had  snow.-d  over  them. 
And  as  tlie  idle   ,  hasked,  '..iili  toast  and  song 
Ami  graceful  ■   lUiancc  and  wanton  jest, 
A  sound  of  tr.iniiiiing  ho<ivcs  .ind  jingling  reins 
Brake  siulilen,  stilled  them;  and  from  out  a  diin 
Path  leading  from  the  bosky  wood  there  came 
A  troop  of  mounted  damsels,  nigh  a  score, 
I.ed  hy  a  (|ueenly  girl,  ii,  crimson  clad. 
With  lissome  figure  lithe  and  willowy. 
And  face  as  fair  and  sweet  and  pure  withal 
As  might  a  maiden  lily-hlossoni  he 
Ere  it  has  lea,-ned  the  sin  of  perfect  bloom: 
Her  hair,  hiown  backward  like  a  silken  scarf 
And  fondled  hy  the  sun,  was  glossier 
And  bluer  black  than  any  raven's  wing. 
"And  O !"  she  lau.uhed,  not  knowing  she  was  heard 
By  any  but  her  fellows :  "Men  are  fools  I " 
Then  drawing  rein,  and  wheeling  suddenly, 
llcr  charger  mincing  backward, — "Raelus — 
My  Raelus  is  greater  than  yc  all, 
Since  he  is  such  a  fool  that  he  forgets 
He  13  a  man,  and  lets  his  tongue  of  love 
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Run  babbling  like  a  lilly  child's;  inC,  pah  I 
I  puff  him  to  the  winds  like  thistle-down  I" 
And,  wheeling  as  she  spake,  found  stnring  up. 
Wide-eyed  and  wondering,  a  grc.up  of  knights. 
Half  lifted,  as  their  elbows  propped  their  heads. 
Half  lying;  and  one,  smirker  than  the  rest, 
.Stood  bowing  very  low,  with  upturned  eyes 
Lit  with  a  twinkling  smile:  "i"air  lady — and 
Most  gracious  gentlewomen" — seeing  that 
The  others  drew  them  back  as  tho'  abashed 
And  veiled  thr-r  faces  with  all  modesty, 
Tho'  she,  their  le.idcr,  showed  not  any  qualm, — 
"Since  all  unwittingly  we  overheard 
Vour  latest  speech,  and  since  we  know  at  last 
'All  men  arc  fools,'  right  glad  indeed  am  I 
That  such  a  nest  of  us  remains  for  you 
To  vanquish  with  those  eyes."     Il'en,  serious, 
That  she  nor  smiled  nor  winced,  nor  anything — 
"Vour  pardon  will  be  to  me  as  a  shower 
Of  gracious  rain  unto  a  panting  drouth  " 
So  bowed  in  humblest  reverence ;  at  which 
Tile  damsel,  turning  to  her  followers. 
Laughed  musically, — "See!  he  proves  my  words!" 
Whereat  the  others  joined  with  inward  glee 
Her  pealing  mirth;  and  in  the  inerrimcnt 
The  knights  chimed,  too,  and  he,  the  vanquished  one. 
Till  all  the  wood  rant;  as  at  hunting-tide 
When  bugle-rumors  float  about  the  air 
And  echoes  leap  and  revel  in  delight. 
Then  spake  the  vanquished  knight,  with  tuental  eye 
Sweeping  the  vantage-ground  that  chance  had  gained,- 
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"Your  further  pnrdon,  lady:    Since  llic  name 
Of  Raclus  fell  from  Ihose  lips  of  tinnc, 
We  fain  would  know  of  him.    He  led  us  here, 
And  as  he  went  the  way  whcrefrom  your  path 
Emerges,  haply  you  may  tell  us  where 
He  may  be  found?" 

"What!  Raelus?"'  she  cried,— 
"He  comes  with  you?— The  brave  Sir  Raelus?— 
That  mighty  champion?— that  gallant  knight?— 
That  peerless  wonder  of  all  nobleness? 
Then  proud  am  1  to  greet  ye,  knowing  that ; 
And,  ccrtes.  had  I  known  of  it  ere  now, 
'1  hen  had  I  proffered  yon  more  courtesy 
And  told  you,  ere  the  asking,  that  he  hides 
The  coming  of  his  !•  lends  a  league  from  this. 
Hard  by  a  reedy  mere,  -.v'here  in  high  time 
We  left  him  singing,  nigh  an  hour  agonc." 
Then,  as  she  lightly  wheeled  her  horse  about 
And  signal  gave  to  her  com:Mnions 
To  follow,  gaily  cried :    "Tell  Raclus 
His  cousin  sends  to  him  her  sad  farewells 
And  fond  regrets,  and  kisses  many  as 
His  valorous  deeds  are  numbered  in  her  heart." 
And  with  "I'"air  morrow  to  ye,  gentle  knights !" 
Her  steed's  hooves  struck  the  highway  at  a  bound; 
And  dimly  thro'  the  dust  they  saw  her  lead 
Her  fluttering  cavalcade  as  recklessly 
As  might  a  queen  of  Araby,  fleet-horsed. 
Skim  o'er  the  level  sands  of  Syria. 
So  vanished.    And  the  knights  with  one  accord 
Put  foot  in  stirrup,  and,  with  puzzled  minds 
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Ami  nianj-clmnnclcrl  iiiarvcllngs,  filcil  in 

The  woody  path,  and  fared  them  on  and  on 

Thro'  denser  glooms,  and  ways  more  intricate; 

Till,  mystified  at  last  and  wholly  lost. 

They  made  full  halt,  and  would  have  turned  them  back 

Cut  that  a  sudden  voice  brake  on  their  cars 

All  piteous  and  wailing,  as  distressed: 

And,  following  these  cries,  they  sharply  came 

Upon  an  open  road  that  circled  round 

A  reedy  flat  and  sodden  tract  of  sedge, 

Moated  with  stagnant  water,  crusted  thick 

With  slimy  moss,  wdierein  were  wriggling  things 

Entangled,  and  blind  bubbles  bulging  up 

And  bursting  where  from  middle  way  upshot 

A  trcc-triuik,  with  its  gnarled  and  warty  hands 

As  tho'  upheld  to  clutch  at  sliding  snakes 

Or  nip  the  wet  wings  of  the  dragon-lly. 

Here  gazing,  lo!  they  saw  their  comrade,  he 

Tliat  had  gone  on  with  Raelus ;  and  he 

Was  tugging  to  fling  back  into  its  place 

A  heavy  log  that  once  had  spanned  the  pool 

And  made  a  footway  to  the  sedgy  flat 

Whence  came  the  bitter  wailing  cries  they  heard. 

Then  hastened  they  to  join  hint  in  his  task; 

But,  panting,  as  they  asked  of  Raelus, 

Ail  winded  with  his  work,  yet  jollier 

Tiian  meadow-lark  at  morn,  he  sent  his  voice 

In  such  a  Iwiltering  of  nieriiiucnt, 

The  wail  of  sorrow  died  and  laughter  strewed 

Its  grave  with  melody. 
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"O  Raelus ! 
Rare  Raelus !"  he  cried  and  clapped  his  hands, 
And  even  in  the  weeds  that  edged  the  pool 
Fell  wrestling  with  his  mirth.— "Why,  Raelus," 
He  said,  when  he  at  last  could  speak  again, 
'•Drew  magnet-like— you  know  that  talk  of  his,— 
And  so,  adhesive,  did  I  cling  and  cling 
Until  I  found  us  in  your  far  advance. 
And,  hidden  in  the  wood,  I  stayed  to  say 
'Twas  better  we  should  bide  your  coming.     'No.' 
Then  on  again;  and  still  a  second  time— 
'Shall  we  not  bide  their  coming?'    'No!'  he  said; 
And  on  again,  nntil  the  third ;  and  'No— 
We'll  push  a  little  further.'    As  we  did ; 
And,  sudden,  came  upon  an  open  glade — 
There  to  the  northward, — by  a  thicket  bound : 
Then  he  dismounted,  giving  me  his  rein, 
And,  charging  me  to  keep  myself  concealed, 
And  if  he  ncre  not  back  a  certain  time 
1  o  ride  for  you  and  search  where  he  had  gone, 
He  crossed  the  opening  and  passed  from  sight 
Whhin  the  thicket.    I  was  curious: 
And  so,  dismounting,  tethered  our  two  steeds 
And  followed  him;  and,  creeping  warily, 
Came  on  him  where — unseen  of  him— I  saw 
Him  pause  before  the  cave  himself  described 
Before  us  ycsternoon.    And  here  he  put 
His  fingers  to  his  lips  and  gave  a  call 
Bird-like  and  quavering:  at  which  a  face, 
As  radiant  as  summer  sun  at  morn, 
r.irted  the  viny  curtains  of  the  cave ; 
And  then,  a  moment  later,  came  in  view 
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A  woman  even  fairir  than  my  sight 
•Might  understand.     'What !  dare  you  come  again  ?' 
As,  lifting  up  her  eyes  all  flashingly, 
She  scorched  Iiini  with  a  look  of  hate. — 'Begone! 
Or  have  you — traitor,  villain,  knave,  and  cur, — 
Uro't  minions  of  the  law  to  carry  out 
The  vengeance  of  your  whimpering  jealousy?' 
Then  Raelus,  ail  cowering  before 
Her  queenly  anger,  faltered:  'Hear  me  yet; 
I  do  not  threaten.     But  your  love — your  love ! — 
O  give  nic  that.    I  know  you  pure  as  dew: 
Vour  love !  Your  love ! — The  smile  that  has  griue  out 
.•\nd  left  my  soul  a  midnight  of  despair ! — 
Your  love  or  life !     For  I  have  even  now 
Your  stronghold  girt  about  with  certain  doom 
If  you  hut  waver  in  your  choice. — Your  love !' 
.•\t  which,  as  quick  as  iho't,  leapt  on  him  there 
\  strong  man  from  the  covert  of  the  gloom ; 
.■\nd  others,  like  to  him,  from  here  and  there 
Came  scurrying.     I,  turning,  would  have  fled, 
But  found  myself  as  suddenly  beset 
And  tied  and  tumbled  there  with  Raelus. 
.-\nd  him  they  haltered  by  his  squirming  heels 
Until  he  did  confess  such  villainy 
.•\s  made  me  wonder  if  his  wits  were  sound — 
Confessed  himself  a  renegade — a  thief — 
Ay,  even  one  of  them,  save  that  he  knew 
Xot  that  nice  honor  even  thieves  may  claim 
Among  themsehcs. — And  so  ran  on  thro'  such 
A  catalogue  of  littlenesses,  I 
For  deafest  shame  had  even  stopped  my  ears 
But  that  my  wrists  were  lockt.    And  when  he  came 
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To  liis  confession  of  his  lie  at  court, 
By  which  was  gained  our  knightly  sympathy 
And  valiant  service  on  this  fools'  crusade, 
1  seemed  to  feel  the  redness  of  my  hlush 
Soak  thro'  my  very  soul.    'I'lare  I  brake  in: 
'Eair  lady  and  most  gallant, — to  my  shame 
Do  I  admit  we  have  been  duped  by  such 
An  ingrate  as  this  bundled  lump  of  flesh 
That  I  am  helpless  to  rise  up  and  spurn : 
Unbind  me,  and  I  promise  such  amends 
As  knightly  hands  may  deign  to  wreak  upon 
A  thing  so  vile  as  he.'    Then,  laughing,  she : 
'First  tell  me,  by  your  honor,  where  await 
Your  knightly  brothers  and  my  enemies.' 
To  which  I  answered,  truthfully,  I  knew 
Not  where  you  lingered,  but  not  close  at  hand 
I  was  assured.    Tlien  all  abrupt,  she  turned : 
'Get  every  one  withii!    We  fide  at  once!' 
And  scarce  a  dozen  minutes  ere  they  came 
Outpouring  from  the  cave  in  such  a  guise 
As  made  me  sinile  fmni  very  wonderment.— 
I'"rom  head  to  heel  in  wi;uian's  tlress  they  came, 
Clad  richly,  loo,  and  trapped  and  tricked  withal 
As  maidenly,  but  in  tlie  face    nd  hand. 
As  ever  damsels  flock  at  holiday . 
Then  were  their  charger^  bro't,  caparisoned 
In  keeping;  and  they  mounted,  lifting  us. 
Still  bounden,  with  much  jest  and  mockery 
Of  soft  caress  and  wanton  blandishments. 
As  tho'  they  were  of  se.x  their  dress  declared. 
And  so  they  carried  us  until  they  came 
Upon  the  road  there  as  it  nicks  the  copse ; 
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And  so  drew  rein,  dismoiniled,  leaving  some 

To  guard  their  liorses;  Iinrried  us  across 

Tliis  footway  to  the  middle  of  the  flat. 

I  Icrc  Raelus  was  boundcn  to  a  tree, 

Stri|  t  to  the  waist;  my  fetters  cut,  and  then 

A  long,  keen  switcli  put  in  my  hand,  and  'Strike! 

Strike  as  all  duty  bids  yon!'  said  the  queen. 

And  so  I  did,  with  right  good  will  at  first; 

Till,  softened  as  I  heard  the  wretch's  prayers 

Of  anguish,  I  at  last  withheld  my  hand. 

What!  tiring?'  chirpt  the  queen:  'Give  me  the  stick  I' 

And  .".wish    and  swish,  and  mercy  how  it  rained! 

Then  all  the  others,  forming  circlewise, 

iJanced  round  and  round  the  howling  wretch,  and  jeered 

.And  japed  at  him,  and  mocked  and  scolted  at  him, 

And  spat  upon  him.    And  I  turned  away 

And  hid  iny  face;  t!icn  raised  it  pleadingly: 

.\'i)r  would  they  listen  my  appeal  fur  him ; 

lint  left  him  so,  and  thonged  and  took  me  back 

Across  the  mere,  and  drew  the  bridge,  that  none 

Might  go  to  him,  and  carried  me  with  them 

Far  on  their  way,  and  freed  me  once  again ; 

And  back  I  turned,  tho'  loath,  to  succor  him." 

And  even  as  he  ceased  they  heard  the  wail 

Rroak  nut  anew,  and  crossed  without  a  word, 

And  Raelus  they  found,  and  without  word 

riicy  loosed  him.    And  he  brake  away  and  ran 

As  runs  a  lie  the  truth  is  hard  upon. 

Tims  did  it  fare  with  Raelus.     And  they 
Who  knew  of  it  said  naught    t  court  of  it, 
Nor  from  that  day  spake  ever  of  him  once, 
Nor  heard  of  him  again,  nor  cared  to  hear. 
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0,97  My  Bachelor  Chum 

OA  corpulent  man  is  my  bachelor  chum, 
With  a  neck  apoplectic  and  thick— 
An  ahilomen  on  him  as  big  as  a  drum, 
And  a  fist  big  enough  for  the  stick ; 
With  a  walk  that  for  grace  is  clear  out  of  the  case, 

And  a  wobble  uncertain— as  though 
His  little  bow-legs  had  forgotten  the  pace 
That  in  youth  used  to  favor  him  so. 

He  is  forty,  at  least;  and  the  top  of  his  head 

Is  a  bald  and  a  glittering  thing; 
And  his  nose  and  his  two  chubby  checks  arc  as  red 

As  three  rival  roses  in  spring. 
His  mouth  is  a  grin  with  the  corners  tucked  in. 

And  his  laugh  is  so  breezy  and  bright 
That  it  ripples  his  features  and  dimples  his  chin 

With  a  billowy  look  of  delight. 

He  is  fond  of  declaring  he  "don't  care  a  straw"— 

That  "the  ills  of  a  bachelor's  life 
Are  blisses  compared  with  a  mother-in-law, 

And  a  boarding-school  miss  for  a  wife!" 
So  he  smokes  and  he  drinks,  and  he  jokes  and  he  winks, 

And  he  dines  and  he  wines,  all  alone, 
With  a  thumb  ever  ready  to  snap  as  he  thinks 

Of  the  comforts  he  never  has  known. 

But  up  in  his  den— (Ah.  my  bachelor  chum!)— 
I  have  sat  with  him  there  in  the  gloom. 

When  ihe  laugh  of  his  lips  died  away  tn  become 
But  a  phantom  of  mirth  in  the  room. 
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And  to  look  on  him  there  you  would  love  him,  for  all 

Ilis  ridiculous  w;iys,  and  be  dumb 
As  the  little  girl- face  that  smiles  down  from  the  wall 

On  the  tears  of  my  bachelor  chum. 
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An  OH  Friend 


H 


_,   EY,  Old  Midsummer !  are  you  here  aRain, 

■*■         With  all  your  harvest-store  of  olden  joys, — 

Vast  overhanging  meadow-lands  of  rain, 

And  drowsy  dawns,  and  noons  when  golden  grain 
Nods  in  the  sun,  and  lazy  truant  boys 

Drift  ever  listlessly  adown  the  day. 

Too  full  of  joy  to  rest,  and  dreams  to  play. 

The  same  old  Summer,  with  the  same  old  smile 

Beaming  upon  us  in  the  same  old  way 
Wc  knew  in  childhood!    Though  a  weary  while 
Since  that  far  time,  yet  memories  reconcile 

The  heart  with  odorous  breaths  of  clover-hay ; 
And  again  I  hear  the  doves,  and  the  sun  streams  through 
T!  ;  old  barn-door  just  as  it  used  to  do. 


.\nd  so  it  seems  like  welcoining  a  friend — 
An  old,  old  friend,  upon  his  coming  home 

From  some  far  country — coming  home  to  spend 

Long,  loitering  days  with  me :   And  I  extend 

My  hand  in  rapturous  glee  : — And  so  you've  come ! — 

!ti,  Vm  so  glad !    Come  in  and  take  a  chair : 

Well,  this  is  just  like  old  times,  I  declare  I 
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j8p  Ed  (jar  IVilsoii  Nye 

FKIIRUARY  22,  1896 

'T'llti;  saddest  silence  falls  wlicii  LaiiRlilcr  lays 
•'■   EiiiKcr  on  lip,  and  falloringly  breaks 
The  glad  voice  into  dyin^  minor  shakes 
And  quavers,  lorn  as  airs  the  wind-harp  plays 
At  urge  of  drearest  Winter's  bleakest  days : 
A  troubled  hush,  in  which  all  hope  forsakes 
Us,  and  the  yearning  npstrained  vision  aelies 
With  tears  that  drown  e'en  heaven  from  our  gaze. 
Such  silence — after  such  glad  merriment! 
O  prince  of  halcst  humor,  wit  and  cheer ! 
Could  you  yet  speak  to  us,  I  doubt  not  we 
Should  eatch  your  voice,  still  blithely  eloquent 
Above  all  nmrmurings  of  sorrow  here, 
Calling  your  love  back  to  us  laughi.igly. 


3po  I  Smoke  My  Pipe 

T   CAN'T  extend  to  every  friend 
■^     In  need  a  helping  hand- 
No  matter  though  I  wish  it  so, 
'Tis  not  as  Fortune  planned; 
But  haply  may  I  fancy  they 
Are  men  of  different  stripe 
Than  others  think  who  bint  and  wink,- 
And  so — I  smoke  my  pipe ! 

A  golden  coal  to  cown  the  bowl — 
My  pipe  and  I  alone, — 
I  sit  and  muse  with  idler  views 
Perchance  than  T  should  own : — 
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It  iniKlit  be  worse  to  cnvii  t!ic  purse 
Whose  Rhittiil  bowels  ^ripe 
In  little  qualms  of  stinted  alms; 
And  60  I  smoke  my  pipe. 

Ami  if  lncline<l  lo  moor  ni>  mind 

And  cist  tlic  anclior  I  lope, 

A  piilT  of  breath  will  put  to  death 

The  morbid  misanthrope 

That  lurks  inside— as  errors  hide 

In  standing  forms  of  type 

To  m-.r  at  birth  some  line  of  worth; 

And  so  I  smoke  my  pipe. 

The  sulile  stiuRs  misffirtune  flings 

Can  give  nte  little  p.iin 

When  my  narcotic  spell  has  wrought 

This  quiet  in  my  brain  : 

When  I  can  waste  the  past  in  taste 

So  luscious  and  so  ripe 

That  like  an  elf  I  hu!;  myself; 

And  so  I  smoke  my  pipe. 

An<l  wr.  ^pcd  in  shrouds  of  drifting  clouds 

I  watch  I'le  [ilinntoiu's  lli';ht, 

Till  alien  Cj  cs  frmn  I'a  .idii3e 

Smile  on  me  as  I  write  : 

And  I  forgive  the  wrongs  that  live, 

As  lightly  as  I  wipe 

Away  the  tear  that  rises  here ; 

And  so  I  smoke  my  pipe. 
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spi 


Dave  Field 


LET  tiic  write  you  a  rune  of  a  rhyme,  Dave  Field, 
For  the  sake  of  the  past  we  knew, 
When  we  were  vagrants  along  the  road. 

Yet  glad  as  the  skies  were  blue ; 
When  we  struck  hands,  as  in  alien  lands 

Old  friend  to  old  friend  is  revealed, 
And  each  hears  a  tongue  that  he  understands. 
And  a  laugh  ttiat  he  loves,  Dave  Field. 

Ho!  let  me  clir.nt  you  a  stave,  Dave  Field, 

Of  those  indolent  days  of  ours. 
With  our  chairs  atill  at  the  waysiilc  inn 

Or  onr  backs  in  the  womllaiid  Mowers; 
With  your  pipe  alit,  and  the  breath  of  it 

Like  a  nimbus  about  jinir  head, 
While  I  sipped,  like  a  monk,  of  your  winey  wit. 

With  my  matins  all  unsaid. 

Let  me  drone  you  a  dream  of  the  world,  Dave  Field, 

And  the  glory  it  held  for  us — 
You  with  your  pcncil-and-canvas  dreams, 

And  I  with  my  pencil  thus; 
Yet  with  ne\  cr  a  thought  of  the  prize  we  sought. 

Being  at  licst  but  a  pain, 
As  we  looked  from  the  heights  and  our  blurred  eyes  caught 

The  scenes  of  our  youth  again. 

0,  let  me  sing  you  a  song,  Dave  Field, 

Jolly  and  hale,  but  yet 
With  a  quaver  of  pathos  along  the  lines, 

And  the  throb  of  a  vain  regret ; — 
380 


TIIK   LOCKF.RI'Ili:   BOOK 

A  sigh  for  ilic  dawn  li.iiK  dead  and  yoiie, 
I'.ut  a  laiiuli  f(ir  the  ihiwii  CMiicealud, 

As  liravely  a  while  we  still  toil  un 

I'oward  the  topmost  heights,  Uave  Tield. 


--9-'  The  Yomig  01,1  Man 

VOI.IIKTARV  nv  ARTI.FSS  "l.ITTLF  UROTIIER" 

IV/r  AMMA  is  a  widow;    There's  only  us  three — 
■'■*■*■  Our  pretty  Maiiima,  little  sister,  and  me: 
And  we've  come  to  live  in  this  new  iieijilihinhorHl 
Whue  all  seems  so  qniet,  old-fasliionrd  and  K'"id. 
.Mamma  sits  and  sews  at  the  wiiidov.'.  and  I— 
I'm  out  at  the  gate  when  an  old  man  !.;oc5  hy— 
Such  a  hnwly  old  man,— though  I  can'i  lell  yuu  why, 

Unless  it's  his  greeting,— '^Good  morning! 
Good  morning!  g.iod  morning!"  the  old  man  will  say.- 
"Fine  bracing  weather  we're  having  to-day!— 
And  how's  little  hruther- 
And  sister— and  mother? — 
So  dear  to  each  other ! — 
Good  morning!" 

The  old  man  goes  by,  in  his  glossy  high-hat, 
And  stri|ie-trnusers  creased,  and  all  turned-up,  at  that. 
And  his  glancing  nose-glasses— and  pleasanlcst  eyes, 
As  he  smiles  on  mc,  always  in  newer  surprise: 
And  though  his  mustache  is  as  white  as  the  snow, 
He  wears  it  waxed  out  and  all  pointed,  you  know', 
And  gloves,  and  high  collar  and  bright,  jaunty  bow. 
And  stylish  umbrella— "Good  morning  ! 
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CkkiiI  niortiiiiK!  Mooil  morning!"  the  M  man  will  say,— 
"I'Inc  falling  wiatlitr  we're  protniseil  In-day!  — 

Ami  liiiw's  lillle  linitlier— 

And  si>^U'r— and  nintluT? — 

So  fiird  ipf  eacli  otlur!— 
Good  moriiinK!" 


It's  Cliristmai!— it's  Clirlstmns!  and  oh,  hut        're  Ray! 
The  postman's  hecn  here,  and  Ma  says,  "Run  and  )>lay;- 
You  must  leave  your  Mamma  to  herself  for  a  while  I" 
And  so  sweet  is  her  voice,  and  so  tender  her  smile ! — 
Ami  she  looks  so  pretty  and  happy  and— Well  I  — 
She's  just  too  delicious  for  lanBuaRe  to  tell!— 
So  Si>  huRS  her  morf — and  /  answer  the  hell, — 

And  there  in  the  doorwiy — "Good  i.ioruinK!— 
Gond  mornint,'!  good  morninR!  Rood  moruinR,  I  say! 
I'iue  Chiislmas  weather  we're  having  to-day!- 
And  how  's  little  hruther — 
Dear  sister— er,  rulhcr— 
Why,  here  is  your  molhir   .    ,   . 
Good  morning !" 


^pj  Lockerbie  Fnir 

OTHE  Lockerbie  Fair!— Have  you  heard  of  its  fame 
And  its  fabulous  riches,  too  rare  f  r  a  name! — 
The  gold  of  the  noo'i  of  the  June-time  refined 
To  the  Orient-Night,  till  the  eyes  and  the  mind 
Are  dazed  with  the  sights,  in  the  earth  and  'he  air, 
Of  the  opulent  splendors  of  Lockerbie  Fair. 
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What  tnnrr  fortunate  fate  mitjlit  to  mortal  befall, 
MiiKt  the  midsmmner  heauty  and  bloom  of  It  all, 
1  li.-m  to  ((lil  with  the  moon  o'er  the  r:itmiri'iis  sceilc 
Anil  iwiiik  with  the  star*  as  the.-  lanRhinKly  lean 
O'er  the  liiminons  revel  and  Rlamoiir  an<l  Klarc 
l''iised  in  one  dazzling;  glory  at  Lockerbie  l'"air. 

The  Nielli,  like  a  queen  in  hor  purple  and  lace, 
With  her  ilianionded  brow,  and  imperious  Rrace, 
As  she  leails  her  fair  votaries,  train  upon  train, 
A-dance  thro'    he  feasts  of  this  mystic  domain 
To  the  mandolin's  twaiiR,  anil  the  warble  and  blare 
Of  voice,  flute  and  bugle  at  Lockerbie  Fair. 

All  straiiRc,  cver-cliantjinB,  enchanted  delights 

I'onnd  now  in  this  newer  .\rabian  XiRhts, — 

\\  lure  encli  lovely  maid  is  a  Princess,  and  each 

I.ncky  swain  an  Aladdin— all  treasures  in  ri 

Of  the  "hviits"  and  the  "n'liffi"— and  with  Ci,       o  spare. 

Simply  waiting  your  orders,  at  Lockerbie  Fair. 


•?P-/  Ylladmar 

TJT  F.R  hair  was,  oil,  so  dense  a  bi;;r 

•"■Of  darkness,  midniRht  envied  lier; 
And  atars  grew  dimmer  in  the  skies 
To  see  the  glory  of  her  eyes ; 
And  all  thi  sumnur-rain  of  light 
That  showered  from  the  moon  at  night 
Fell  o'er  be    features  as  the  gloom 
Of  twilight  o'er  a  lily-bloom. 
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The  criiiisnn  fruitage  of  her  lips 
Was  ripe  and  lusli  with  sweeter  wine 
Than  Ijurgundy  or  muscadine 
Or  vintage  that  the  burgher  sips 
In  some  old  garden  on  the  Rhine: 
And  I  to  taste  of  it  could  well 
Jiclieve  my  heart  a  crucible 
Of  molten  love— and  I  could  feel 
'Ihe  drunken  soul  within  me  reel 
And  rock  and  stagger  till  it  fell. 

And  do  you  wonder  that  I  bowed 
Before  her  splendor  as  a  cloud 
Of  storm  the  golden-sandaled  sun 
Had  set  his  conquering  foot  upon? 
And  did  she  will  it,  I  could  lie 
In  writhing  rapture  down  and  die — 
A  death  so  full  of  precious  pain 
I'd  waken  up  to  die  again. 


^95 


"Go  Read  Your  Book!" 

HOW  many  times  that  grim  old  phrase 
Has  silenced  me,  in  childish  days  !- 
And  noiv — as  then  it  did— 
The  phantom  admonition,  clear 
And  dominant,  rings, — and  I  hear, 
And  do  as  I  am  bid. 


"Go  read  yf)iir  book !"  my  good  old  sire 
Commanded,  in  alTccted  ire, 
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Wlien  I,  with  querying  look 
And  speech,  dared  vex  his  studious  mind 
With  idle  words  of  any  kind. — 

And  so  I  read  my  book. 

Though  scMom,  in  that  jchesl  age, 
Did  I  discern  on  Wisdom's  page 

More  than  the  task:  That  led 
At  least  to  thinking,  and  at  last 
To  reading  less,  and  not  so  fast, 

And  longing  as  I  read. 

And,  lo !  in  gracious  time,  I  grew 

To  love  a  hook  all  through  and  through  !— 

With  yearning  eyes  1  look 
On  any  volume, — old,  maybe. 
Or  new— 't  is  meat  and  drink  lo  nje.— 

An^        '  read  my  book. 

Old  dog's-eared  Readers,  scarred  and  inked 
With  school-hoy  hatred,  long  extinct;— 

Old  Histories  that  horcd 
Me  worst  of  all  the  school :— old,  worn 
Arithmetics,  frayed,  ripped,  and  torn— 

Now  Ye  are  all  adored. 

And  likewise  I  revere  and  praise 
My  sire,  as  now,  with  vainest  gaze 

And  hearing,  still  I  look 
For  the  old  face  so  grave  yet  dear — 
Nay,  still  I  see,  and  still  I  hear! 

And  so  X  read  my  book. 
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Next  even  to  my  nearest  kin  — 
My  wife— my  cliildren  romping  in 

From  school  to  ride  my  knee,— 
I  love  a  book,  and  dispossess 
My  lap  of  it  with  loath  fidness, 

For  all  their  love  of  me. 
For,  grave  or  gny  the  book,  it  takes 
Me  as  an  equal— calms,  or  makes 

Me,  laughing,  overlook 
My  little  self— forgetful  all 
Of  being  so  exceeding  small. 

And  so  I  read  my  book. 


2p6         The  Tribute  of  His  Home 

BENJAMIN   HARRISON,   INIII ANArOLIS 
MARCH  14,  igOI 

BOWED,  midst  a  universal  grief  that  makes 
Columbia's  self  a  stricken  mourner,  cast 
In  tears  beneath  the  old  Flag  at  half-mast, 
A  sense  of  glory  rouses  us  and  breaks 
Like  song  upon  our  sorrowing  and  shakes 
The  dew  from  our  drenched  eyes,  that  smile  at  last 
In  childish  pride— as  though  the  great  man  passed 
To  his  most  high  reward  for  our  poor  sakes. 
Loved  of  all  men— we  muse,— yet  ours  he  was— 
Choice  of  the  Nation's  mighty  brotlierhood— 
Her  soldier,  statesman,  ruler.— Ay.  but  then, 
We  knew  him— long  before  the  world's  applause 
And  after— as  a  neighbor,  kind  and  good. 
Our  common  friend  and  tellow-citiicti. 
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^P7  Soiujs  of  a  Life-Time 

MBS.    SARAH   T.   BOLTON's   POEMS 
1897 

SONGS  of  a  Life-Time— with  the  Singer's  head 
A  silvery  glory  shining  midst  the  green 
Of  laurel-leaves  that  bind  a  brow  serene 
And  godlike  as  was  ever  garlanded. — 
So  see  n.i  her  glory  who  herein  has  wed 
Melodious  Beauty  to  the  strong  of  mien 
And  kin.i^ly  Speech — made  kinglier  by  this  queen 
In  lilied  cadence  voiced  and  raimcnted. 
Songs  of  a  Life-Time;  by  your  own  sweet  stress 
Of  singing  were  ye  loved  of  bygone  years — 
As  through  our  day  ye  are,  and  shall  be  hence, 
Till  fitmc  divine  marks  your  melodiousness 

And  on  the  Singer's  lips,  with  smiles  and  tears, 
Seals  there  the  kiss  of  love  and  reverence. 


3qS  Unless 

WHO  has  not  -i.'antcd  does  not  guess 
What  plenty  is. — Who  has  not  groped 
In  depths  of  doubt  and  hopelessness 

Has  never  truly  hoped. — 
Unless,  sometimes,  a  shadow  falls 
Upon  his  mirth,  and  veils  his  sight, 
And  from  the  darkness  drifts  the  light 
Of  love  at  intervals. 
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And  that  most  dear  of  everything, 
I  hold,  is  love;  and  who  can  sit 

Willi  lightest  heart  and  laugh  and  sing, 
Knows  not  the  worth  of  it. — 

Unless,  in  some  strange  throng,  perchance, 
He  feels  how  thrilling  sweet  it  is. 
One  yearning  look  that  answers  his — 

The  troth  of  glance  and  glance. 

Who  knows  not  pain,  knows  not,  alas  I 
What  pleasure  is. — Who  knows  not  of 

The  bitter  cup  that  w'ill  not  pass. 
Knows  not  the  taste  of  love. 

O  souls  that  thirst,  and  hearts  that  fast, 
And  natures  faint  with  famishing, 
God  lift  and  lead  and  safely  bring 

You  to  your  own  at  last  I 


299  Envoy 

T)E  our  fortunes  as  they  may, 
^^     Touched  with  loss  or  sorrow. 
Saddest  eyes  that  weep  to-day 
May  be  glad  to-morrow. 


Yesterday  the  rain  was  here, 
And  the  winds  were  blowing — 

Sky  and  earth  and  atmosphere 
Brimmed  and  overflowing. 
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But  to-day  the  sun  is  out, 
And  the  drear  November 

We  were  then  so  vexed  about 
Now  we  scarce  remember. 

Yesterday  you  lost  a  friend- 
Bless  your  heart  and  love  it ! — 

For  you  scarce  could  comprehend 
All  the  aching  of  it; — 

But  I  sing  to  you  and  say : 
Let  the  lost  friend  sorrow — 

Here's  another  come  to-day. 
Others  may  to-morrow. 


3S9 


MORNING 

Morning 

■pRH\TH  of  Morning— breath  of  May- 
•'-'     With  your  zest  of  yesterday 
And  crisp,  bahny  freshness,  smite 
Our  old  hearts  with  Youtli's  deliglit. 

Tilt  the  cap  of  Boyhood — yea, 
Where  no  "forelock"  waves,  to-day, — 
Back,  in  breezy,  cool  excess, 
Stroke  it  with  the  old  caress. 

Let  us  see  as  we  have  seen — 
W'hcre  all  paths  arc  dewy -green. 
And  all  human-kind  arc  kin — 
Let  us  be  as  wc  have  been ! 


SOI  The  Great  God  Pan 

"IVhat  was  lie  doing,  the  great  god  Pan?" 

— Mrs.  Broiuning. 

/^  PAX  is  the  goodliest  god,  I  wist, 

^-^   Of  all  of  the  lovable  gods  that  be! — 

For  his  two  strong  hands  were  the  first  to  twist 

From  the  depths  of  the  current,  through  spatter  and  mist. 

The  long-hushed  reeds  that  he  pressed  in  glee 
To  his  murmurous  mouth,  as  he  chuckled  and  kissed 

Their  souls  into  melody. 
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And  the  wanton  winds  arc  in  Icivc  with  I'an: 
They  loll  in  llie  shade  with  him  day  liy  day; 

And  betimes  as  beasl,  and  helinics  is  man, 

'Ihey  love  him  as  only  the  wild  winds  ean,— 
Or  sleeking  the  coat  of  his  limhs  one  way, 

Or  limshinK  his  brow  with  the  locks  they  fan 
To  the  airs  he  loves  to  play. 

And  he  leans  by  the  river,  in  gloom  and  gleam, 
lUowing  his  reeds  as  the  breezes  blow— 

His  checks  pufTcd  out,  and  his  eyes  in  a  dream. 

And  his  lioof-tips,  over  tlic  leaves  in  the  stream. 
Tapping  the  time  of  the  tunes  that  flow 

As  sweet  as  the  drowning  echoes  seem 
To  his  rollicking  wraith  below. 


303       His  Heart  of  Constant  Youth 

"And  I  never  hear  the  drums  beat 
that  I  do  nut  thinli  of  him." 

—Major  Cliarics  L.  Holstein. 

"T^l'RX  through  his  life,  each  word  and  deed 

-*•   Now  sacred  as  it  is — 
How  helped  and  soothed  we  are  to  read 
A  history  like  his ! 


To  turn  the  years,  in  far  review. 
And  find  him — as  To-day — 

In  orchard-lands  of  bloom  and  dew 
Again  a  boy  at  play : 
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The  jeweled  grass— the  sumptuous  trees 
And  flower  and  fragrance  there, 

With  song  of  birds  and  drone  of  bees 
And  Springtime  everywhere : 

Turn  any  chapter  that  we  will, 

Read  any  page,  in  sooth, 
We  find  his  glad  heart  owning  still 

The  freshness  of  his  youth. 

With  such  a  heart  of  tender  care 
He  loved  his  own,  and  thus 

}Iis  home  was,  to  the  loved  ones  there, 
A  temple  glorious. 

And,  ever  youthful,  still  his  love 

Enshrined,  all  manifold. 
The  people— all  the  poor  thereof. 

The  helpless  and  the  old. 

And  little  children— Ah!  to  them 

His  love  was  as  the  sun 
Wrought  in  a  maf,'ic  diadem 

That  crowned  them,  every  one. 

And  ever  young  his  reverence  for 
The  laws;  like  morning-dew 

He  shone  as  counsel,  orator. 
And  clear  logician,  too. 
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And,  as  a  Imy,  liis  gallant  soul 

Made  answer  to  llio  trill 
Of  battli  trnnipet  ami  the  roll 

Of  driuiis  that  tcho  still : 

Hi?  comrades — ns  his  coiinir;',  dear — 

They  knew,  and  ever  Uiww 
That  buoyant,  boyish  love,  sincere 

As  truth  itself  is  true: 

He  marched  with  them,  in  tireless  tmmp— 

Laughed,  cheered  and  lifted  up 
The  baltle-ehorns,  and  in  camp 

Shared  blanket,  pipe  and  cup. 

His  comrades!   .   .    .    When  you  meet  again. 

In  anguish  though  you  bow. 
Remember  how  he  loved  you  then. 

And  how  he  loves  \ou  iinzt.: 


303  The  Soldier 

Tiir   Dedicatiok  of  the   Soi.niERs'  and  Sailors'   Monu- 
ment, Indianapolis,  May  13,  1Q02 

"T^HE  Soldier !— meek  the  title,  yet  divine: 

•*•       Therefore,  with  reverence,  as  with  wild  acclaim, 
We  fain  would  honor  in  exalted  line 

The  glorious  lineage  of  the  glorious  name: 
The  Soldier. — Lo,  he  ever  was  and  is. 

Our  Country's  high  custodian,  by  right 
Of  patriot  blood  that  brims  that  heart  of  his 

With  fiercest  love,  yet  honor  infinite. 
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The  Soldier— within  whose  inviolate  care 

The  Nation  takes  repose, — her  inmost  fane 
Of  I'reedoni  ever  has  its  guardian  there, 

As  have  her  forts  .and  fleets  on  land  and  main: 
The  Heavenward  liamier,  as  its  ripples  stream 

In  happy  winds,  or  float  in  languid  flow. 
Through  silken  meshes  ever  sifts  the  gleam 

Of  sunshine  on  its  Sentinel  below. 

The  Soldier! — Why,  llie  very  utterance 

Is  music — as  of  rallying  bugles,  blent 
With  blur  of  drums  and  cyndials  and  the  chants 

Of  battle-hymns  that  shake  the  continent  I— 
The  thuniler-chorus  of  a  world  is  stirred 

To  awful,  univers.al  jubilee,— 
Yet  ever  through  it,  pure  and  sweet,  are  beard 

The  prayers  of  Womanhood,  and  Inf.uicy. 

Even  as  a  fateful  tempest  sudden  loosed 

Upon  our  senses,  so  our  thoughts  are  blown 
Back  where  The  Soldier  battled,  nor  refused 

A  grave  all  nameless  in  a  clime  unknown. — 
The  Soldier — though,  perchance,  worn,  old  and  gray ; 

Till.  Soldier— though,  perchance,  the  merest  lad,— 
The  Soldier — though  he  gave  his  life  aw.ay. 

Hearing  the  shout  of  "Victory,"  was  glad; 

Aye,  glad  and  grateful,  that  in  such  a  cause 

His  veins  were  drained  at  Freedoin's  holy  shrine— 

Rechristening  the  land — as  first  it  was, — 
His  blood  poured  thus  in  sacramental  sign 
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Of  m\v  liaplism  of  ihc  hallowed  name 
"My  Cminlry"  -nnw  mi  ivi-ry  lip  mice  more 

Anil  lilisi  iif  God  Willi  still  cnduririR  fame— 
This  thought  even  ihcii  The  Soldier  gloried  o'er— 

The  dying  eyes  upraised  in  rapture  there,— 

As,  haply,  he  renienil]crcd  how  a  breeze 
Once  swept  his  hoyish  lirow  an,l  tossed  his  hair, 

I'ndiT  Ihe  fresh  hlooni  of  the  orchard-trees— 
When  his  heart  liurried,  in  some  wistful  haste 

Of  leslasy,  and  liis  (piick  breath  was  wild 
And  balniy->liarp  and  cliilly-swect  to  taste, — 

And  he  towered  godlike,  though  a  trembling  child! 

Again,  through  Uiininous  mists,  he  saw  the  skies' 

Far  fields  white-tented ;  and  in  gray  and  blue 
And  dazzling  gold,  he  saw  vast  armies  rise 

And  fnse  in  fire— from  whicli,  in  swiftest  view, 
The  Old  I'lag  soared,  and  friend  and  foe  as  one 

Blent  in  an  instant's  vivid  mirage   .    .    .   Then 
The  eyes  closed  smiling  on  the  smiling  sun 

That  changed  the  seer  to  a  child  again. — 

And,  even  so,  The  Soldier  slept.— Our  own  !— 

The  Soldier  of  our  plaudits,  flowers  and  tears, — 
O  this  memorial  of  bronze  and  stone — 

His  love  shall  outlast  lliis  a  thousand  years! 
Vet,  as  the  towering  symbol  bid.s  us  do,— 

With  soul  saluting,  as  salutes  the  hand. 
We  answer  as  The  Soldier  answered  to 

The  Caplain's  high  command. 
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J04  The  Little  Woman 

\/\  Y  liltle  woman,  of  you  I  sing 
IVX         Willi  a  fervor  all  divine. — 
Kor  I  know  the  clasp  of  the  hands  that  cling 
So  closely  here  in  mine. 

Though  the  rosy  palms  I  iiseil  to  press 

Are  faded  and  worn  with  care, 
And  tremulous  is  the  old  caress 

That  nestles  in  my  hair, — 

Your  heart  to  me  if.  a  changeless  page ; 

I  have  read  it  hit  by  hit. 
From  the  dawn  (jf  love  to  the  dusk  of  age, — 

And  the  tale  is  Holy  Writ. 

Fold  your  eyes. — for  the  twilight  bends 

As  a  mother  o'er  her  child — 
Even  as  when,  in  the  long-lost  Then, 

You  bent  o'er  ours  and  smiled.     .     .    . 

(Nay,  but  1  spoke  all  unaware! 

See!    I  am  kneeling,  too. 
And  with  mine,  dear,  is  the  rose's  prayer, 

With  a  blur  of  tears  and  dew.) 

But  O  little  woinan.  I  often  grieve. 
As  I  think  of  the  vanished  years 

And  trace  the  course  of  the  cares  that  leave 
Your  features  dim  with  tears : 
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I  ciftrii  Rricvc,  for  tlio  frowns  I  wore 
Whin  Ilif  worlil  sicnuil  nil  unlruc,— 

When  my  hiird,  proud  heart  was  sick  and  sore 
And  would  not  come  to  youl 

I  often  Rricvc,  as  I  hold  your  hand- 
As  I  liohl  your  hand  to-night, — 

That  it  lakes  so  hmg  to  understand 
The  lesson  of  love  aright! 

But  sing  the  song  that  I  taught  you  once, 

Dear  little  woman,  as  limn 
Away  far  back  in  the  golden  months;— 

Sing  me  the  song  again ! 

For,  as  under  the  stars  wc  loved  of  yore 
When  the  nights  of  love  were  long, 

Your  poor,  pale  lips  grow  glad  once  more 
And  I  kiss  them  into  song:- 

il/y  Utile  woman's  hands  arc  fair 

As  even  Ihe  moonflonvrs  be 
When  fairies  creep  in  Iheir  defllts  and  sleep 

Till  the  sun  leaps  out  o'  the  sea. 

And  0  her  eyes,  Ihcy  are  spheres  of  light- 
So  brighter  than  stars  arc  they, 

The  briijhtest  day  is  the  darkest  night 
When  my  lillle  zvoman's  otcuy.  * 
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For  my  iilllc  a'omtiii  has  ever  a  Icar 

And  a  sigh  when  I  am  sad; 
And  I  have  a  thousand  smiles  fur  her 

When  my  little  zmman  is  glad. 

But  my  little  zcoman  is  strong  and  brave, 

I'or  all  of  her  tears  and  sighs, 
Her  stanelt  Utile  heart  knows  how  to  behave 

Whenever  the  storms  arise. 

My  little  woman,  of  you  I  sing 

With  a  fervor  all  divine, — 
For  I  know  the  clasp  of  the  hands  that  cling 

So  closely  here  in  mine. 


jo§  America 

Bi'FFAi.o,  New  York,  Sei'Tember  14,  1901 
O  Thou,  Ameriea — Messiah  of  Natit^ns! 


T  K  the  need  that  hows  us  thus 

■^        America ! 

Shape  a  mighty  song  for  us^ 

America! 
Song  to  whelm  a  hundred  years' 
Roar  of  wars  and  rain  of  tears 
'Neath  a  world's  triumphant  cheers : 

America !    America ! 
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Lift  the  trumpet  to  thy  month, 
America ! 

East  aiul  West  ami  North  ,iml  South- 
America! 

Call  us  round  the  dazzling  shrine 

Of  the  starry  ohi  ensign — 

New-baptized  in  blood  of  thine, 
America !    America ! 


Dying  eyes  through  pitying  mists, 

America ! 
See  tne  Assassin's  sliackled  wrists, 

America! 
Patient  eyes  that  turn  their  siglit 
From  all  blackening  crime  and  blight 
Still  toward  Heaven's  holy  light- 
America  I    America ! 


High  o'erlooking  sea  and  land, 

America! 
Trustfully  with  outheld  hand, 

America ! 
Thou  dost  welcome  all  in  quest 
Of  thy  freedom,  peace  and  rest- 
Every  exile  is  thy  guest, 

America !    America  J 
399 


THE   LOCKERBIE   BOOK 


Thine  a  universal  love, 

America! 
Thine  the  cross  and  crown  tlicreof, 

America ! 
Aid  us,  then,  to  sing  thy  worth  : 
God  hath  huilded,  from  tliy  birth, 
The  first  nation  of  the  earth — 

America !  America ! 


^06  General  Lew  Wallace 

FEnRUAEV  15,  iqo.T 

"NT  AY,  Death,  thou  mightiest  of  all 
■*■  ^       Dread  conquerors — thcni  drea<lest 
Thy  heavy  hand  can  here  but  fall 

Light  as  the  Autumn  leaf : 
As  vainly,  too,  its  weight  is  laid 

Upon  the  warrior's  knightly  sword : — 
Still  through  the  charge  and  cannonade 

It  flashes  for  the  Lord. 


rhief,- 


In  forum — as  in  battleficlil — 

His  voice  rang  for  the  truth — llie  right — 
Keyed  with  the  shiliholeth  that  pealed 

His  Soul  forth  to  tlie  figlit : 
The  inspiration  of  his  pen 

Glowed  as  a  star,  and  lit  anew 
The  faces  and  the  hearts  of  men 

W^atching,  the  long  night  through. 
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A  destiny  ordained — divine 

It  seemed  to  liosts  of  those  who  saw 
His  rise  since  youth  and  niarl<cd  the  line 

Of  his  ascent  with  awe: — 
Fr.>in  the  now-storied  little  town 

That  gave  him  hirth  and  wortli,  behold. 
Unto  this  day  of  his  renown, 

His  sword  and  word  of  gold. 

Serving  the  Land  he  lovc.l  so  well- 
Hailed  miilsea  or  in  foreign  port. 

Or  in  stransc-hanncred  citadel 
Or  Oriental  Court, 

He— honored   for  his  Nation's  sake, 
And  loved  antl  honored  for  his  own— 

Hath  seen  his  Flag  in  glory  shake 
Above  the  Pagan  Throne. 


S<V 


A  Iluiiiblc  Singer 


A    MODEST  siiiger,  with  meek  .sonl  and  heart. 
Sat,  yearning  that  his  art 
Might  hut  inspire  and  suffer  him  to  sing 
Even  the  simplest  thing. 

And  as  he  sang  thus  humbly,  came  a  Voice;— 
".Ml  mankind  shall  rejoice, 
llearnig  thy  pure  and  simple  melody 
Smg  on  immortally." 
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joS  The  Hflosicr  in  Exile 

THE  Iloosicr  in  Exile— a  tnast 
That  by  its  very  sound 
Mnvcs  us,  at  first,  to  tears  almost, 

And  sympathy  profound; 
Kut  musing  for  a  little  sp;.cc, 
We  lift  the  glass  and  s  idle. 
And  poise  it  with  a  royal  grace — 
The  Hoosier  in  Exile  I 

The  Hoosier  in  Exile,  forsooth  ! 

For  though  his  steps  may  roam 
The  earth's  remotest  bounds,  in  truth 

1  [is  heart  is  ever  home  ! 
O  loyal  still  to  every  tie 

Of  native  fields  and  streams, 
His  boyhood  fnends,  and  paths  whereby 

He  finds  them  in  his  dreams  I 

Though  he  may  fare  the  thronging  maze 

Of  alien  city  streets. 
His  thoughts  are  set  in  grassy  ways 

And  woodlands'  cool  retreats; 
Forever,  clear  and  sweet  above 

The  traflic's  roar  and  din. 
In  breezy  groves  he  hears  the  dove. 

And  is  at  peace  within. 

When  newer  friends  and  generous  hands 

Advance  him ;  he  returns 
Due  gratefulness,  yet,  pausing,  stands 

As  one  who  strangely  yearns 
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To  pny  slill  furllicr  llianks,  but  sighs 
111  think  he  knows  not  where, 

Till— like  as  hfe— with  misty  eyes 
He  sees  his  mother  there. 

Tile  Hoosicr  in  Exile?    Ah,  well, 

Accept  the  phrase,  but  know 
The  Hoosicr  heart  must  ever  dwell 

Where  orchard  blossoms  grow 
The  whitest,  apples  reddest,  and, 

In  conilands,  mile  on  mile. 
The  old  homesteads  forever  stand— 

"The  Hoosicr  in  Exile  I" 


J'^P  LoiKjfcllozi) 

iSo^-Ferrl-aev  27—1907 

^~\  (.EXTLEST  kinsman  of  Humanity! 

Thy  love  haih  touched  all  hearts,  even  as  thy  Song 

Halj.  touched  all  chords  of  music  that  belong 

To  the  quavering  heaven-strung  harp  of  harmony 
Thou  hast  made  man  to  feel  and  hear  and  sec 
Divmcly;-madc  the  weak  to  be  the  strong; 
l!y  thy  melodious  magic,  changed  the  wrong 
To  changeless  right-and  joyed  and  wept  as  we. 
Worlds  listen,  lulled  and  solaced  at  the  spell 
That  foMs  and  holds  us-souI  and  body,  too- 
As  though  thy  songs,  as  loving  arms  in  stress 
Of  sympathy  and  trust  ineffable, 
Vhere  thrown  about  us  thus  by  one  who  knew 
Our  common  human  need  of  kindliness. 
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3 to  The  Quest  of  the  Fathers 

"\  X  fHAT  were  our  Forefathers  trying  to  find 

When  they  wcighcil  anchor,  that  desperate  hour 
They  turned  from  home,  and  tlie  warning  wind 

Sighed  in  the  sails  of  the  old  Mayflower? 
What  sought  they  that  could  compensate 

Their  hearts  for  the  loved  ones  left  behind — 
The  household  group  at  the  glowing  grate? — 

What  were  our  Forefathers  tiying  to  find? 

What  were  the.  trying  to  find  mure  dear 

Than  their  natiy»  land  and  its  annals  old, — 
Its  throne — its  church — and  its  worldly  cheer — 

lis  princely  state,  and  its  hoarded  gold? 
What  iriore  dear  than  the  mounds  of  green 

There  o'er  the  brave  sires,  slumbering  long? 
What  more  fair  than  the  rural  scene^ 

What  more  sweet  than  the  throstle's  song? 

Faces  pallid,  but  sternly  set. 

Lips  locked  close,  as  in  voiceless  prayer, 
And  eyes  with  never  a  teardrop  wet — 

Even  the  tenderest  woman's  there ! 
But  O  the  light  from  the  soul  within. 

As  each  spake  each  with  a  flashing  mind — 
As  the  lightning  speaks  to  its  kith  and  kin ! 

What  were  our  Forefathers  trying  to  find  ? 

Argonauts  of  a  godless  day — 

Seers  of  visions,  and  dreamers  vain! 
Their  ship's  foot  set  in  a  pathless  way, — 

The  fogs,  the  mists,  and  the  blinding  rain ! — 
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When  the  gleam  of  sim,  and  moon  and  star 
Seemed  lost  so  long  they  were  lialf  forgot— 

Wlien  the  fixed  eyes  fonnd  nor  near  nor  far, 
And  the  night  whelmed  all,  and  the  world  was  not. 

And  yet,  befriended  in  some  strange  wise. 

They  groped  their  way  in  the  storm  and'  stress 
Through  whieh-lliongh  their  look  fomi.l  not  the  skies- 

1  he  Lord's  look  fotmd  llicm  neertheless— 
(■onnd  thein,  yea,  in  their  piteous  lot. 

As  they  in  their  failh  from  the  first  diviued- 
Found  them,  and  favored  them— too.    Rut  what— 

What  were  our  Forefathers  trying  to  find? 

X'umh  .and  agasp,  with  the  frost  for  breath, 

rhey  came  on  a  fro/en  shore,  at  last. 
As  bleak  and  drear  as  the  coasts  of  death,— 

And  yet  their  psalm  o'er  the  wintry  blast 
Rang  glad  as  though  'twere  the  chiming  n,irth 

Of  jubilant  children  landing  there— 
L'nlil  o'er  all  o;  the  icy  earth 

The  snows  seemed  warm,  as  ihcy  knelt  in  prayer. 

I'or.  lo!  ihey  were  rlose  on  the  trail  they  sought:— 

In  the  sacred  soil  ,  f  ihe  rights  of  men 
They  marked  where  the  Master-hand  ha.l  wrought; 

And  there  they  garnered  and  sowed  .again.— 
Tlh'ir  land— then  ours,  as  to-day  it  is. 

With  its  flag  of  heaven's  own  light  designed, 
And  Cod's  vast  love  o'er  all.    .    .    .    .^nd  //,«  ' 

Is  what  our  Forefathers  were  trying  to  find. 
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The  LovcUncss 

AH,  what  a  Innf?  anil  loiterinK  way 
XV     Ami  cvcrlovely  way,  in  trulli, 
Wc  travel  im  fmm  ilay  to  day 
Out  of  the  realms  of  youth  ! 

How  eagerly  we  onward  press 
The  lovely  path  that  lures  us  still 

With  cver-chanRinR  loveliness 
Of  grassy  vale  and  hill : 

Of  groves  of  May  and  morning-lands 

Dew-diamonded  and  genmuMl  wilh  hlonm; 

With  ainher  streams  and  golden  sands 
And  aisles  of  gleam  and  gloom ; 

Where  lovely  little  Fairy-folk, 
In  careless  ambush,  pipe  and  call 

From  tousled  ferns  'neath  elm  and  oak 
By  shoal  and  waterfall : 

Transparent  even  as  the  stream, 
The  gnarled  prison-tree  reveals 

Its  lovely  Dryad  in  a  dream 
That  scarce  itself  conceals; 

The  sudden  rcdbird  trips  the  sight 
And  tricks  the  car— or  rionhtless  we 

With  happy  palms  had  riapped  the  Sprite 
In  new  captivity. 
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On— on,  llimuKh  all  ll'c  K"lliirijin  years, 
Still  yli-anis  the  loviliiu^s,  tlninuli  mi'H 

TliruiiKh  (Insks  of  li.ss  ami  iiiisls  u!  kars 
'I'liat  vainly  inlirvini.-. 

Time  stints  lis  nut  of  lovely  tliiiiRs— 
t)l(l  Age  lialli  still  a  treasure  store,— 

'1  lie  loveliness  (if  sunns  and  wings 
And  voiees  on  before. — 

And — loveliness  beyond  all  grace 
(If  lovely  words  to  say  or  sing, — 

I  he  loveliness  of  Iloije's  fair  faee 
I'urever  briyluening. 


3^- 


Thc  Cointfrv  Editor 


AITIOUGIITFUL  brow  and  face— of  sallow  hue, 
r.ut  warm  with  welcome,  as  we  find  biin  there, 

I  hroned  in  his  old  misnomered  "easy-chair," 
ScrawlinpT  a  "leader,"  or  a  hook-review ; 
Or  staring  through  the  roof  for  something  new 

With  which  to  lift  a  wretched  rival's  hair, 

Or  blow  some  petty  clique  in  empty  air 
And  snap  the  party-ligaments  in  two. 

.\  man  he  is  deserving  well  of  tiice, — 
So  be  compassionate— yea,  pay  thy  dues, 

Xor  pamper  liini  with  thy  spring-poetry, 
Miit  haul  him  wood,  or  something  be  can  use; 

.And  promptly  act,  nor  tarry  long  when  he 

Gnaweth  his  pen  and  glareth  rabidly. 
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//(.«  Last  Picliii-i' 


T'lIF,  skies  have  Rrnwn  Irnnlilfil  anil  ilroary: 
1  TIk-  clmi.ls  uatlicr  f.'ld  iip'>"  f"'''; 

•llic  hand  iif  the  painur  is  weary 

Ami  the  pencil  has  droi.pcd  from  Us  hold: 
The  easel  slill  leans  in  (he  prasscs. 

And  the  palette  beside  on  the  lawn, 
But  the  rain  oVr  the  sketch  as  it  passes 

Weeps  low-f.>r  the  artist  is  gone. 

The  flowers  whose  fairy-like  features 

Smiled  up  in  his  own  as  he  wrought 
And  the  leaves  and  the  ferns  were  his  teachers, 

And  the  lints  of  the  sun  what  they  taught; 
The  low-swinwing  vines,  and  the  mosses— 

The  shadow-Idled  I.oukIi    of  the  trees. 
And  the  lilossumy  spray  as  it  tosses 

The  song  of  the  bird  to  the  breeze. 

The  silent  white  laugh  of  the  lily 

He  learned;  and  the  smile  of  the  rose 
Glowed  back  on  his  spirit  until  he 

Had  mastered  the  blush  as  it  glows; 
And  his  pencil  has  touched  and  caressed  them. 

And  kissed  them,  through  breaths  of  perfume, 
To  the  canvas  that  yet  shall  have  blessed  them 

With  years  of  unwithering  bloom. 

Then  cornel-Leave  his  palette  and  brushes 
And  easel  there,  just  as  his  hand 

Has  left  them,  ere  through  the  datk  hushes 
Of  death,  to  the  shadowy  land, 
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He  wended  liis  way,  happy-hcirtcd 
As  when,  in  his  youth,  his  rapt  cyu. 

Swept  the  pathway  of  Fame  v  here  it  started, 
To  where  it  wound  into  the  skies. 


314  An  Empty  Xcst 

T    ri.VD  an  ol<l  desiTli-d  nest, 

Half-hidden  in  the  niidcrhriish : 
A  witherid  leaf,  in  phantr.tn  jest. 

Has  nestled  in  it  like  a  thrush 
With  weary,  palpitating  breast. 

I  muse  as  nnc  in  sad  surprise 

Who  seeks  his  childhood's  home  once  more. 
And  hnds  it  in  a  strange  disRuise 

Of  vacant  rooms  an<l  naked  fl,,or. 
With  sudden  teardrops  in  his  eyes. 

An  empty  nest !  It  used  10  hear 
A  happy  burden,  when  the  breeze 

Of  summer  rocked  it,  and  a  pair 
Of  merry  tattlers  told  the  trees 

What  treasures  they  had  hidden  there. 

But  Fancy,  flitting  through  the  gleams 
Of  youth's  sunshiny  atmosphere. 

Has  fallen  in  the  past,  and  seems. 
Like  this  poor  leaflet  nestled  here,— 

A  phantom  guest  of  empty  dreams. 
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SIII-,  sntiK  :i  ■^""K  "f  ^'^'y  fnrmc, 
Wlurciii  (iiKc  more  I  luaril 
■llir  luirlh  nf  my  kI.uI  iiifano— 

Tlu'  orcliard's  carliost  l)inl-  - 
Tlic  jciyciiis  breeze  anii.nK  Uie  >r^;<:» 

New-elail  in  leaf  and  l)l'"im. 
Ami  lliere  the  happy  honey-bees 

In  dewy  uleani  and  «U)om. 
So  purely,  sweelly  on  ihe  sense 

Of  heart  and  spirit  fell 
Her  song  of  Spring,  its  influence— 

Still  irresistible,— 
Commands  mc  herc-with  eyes  abUir— 

To  mate  her  bright  refrain, 
ThonKh  I  but  shed  a  rhyme  for  her 
As  dim  as  Autumn  rain. 

?,d    0/1  Rcodhui  Dr.  Henry  Van  Dyke's 
J'oliime  of  Poems— Mnsie 

MUSIC!— Yea.  and  the  airs  you  play— 
Out  of  the  faintest  Far-Away 
And  the  sweetest,  too;  and  the  dearest  Here, 
With  its  quavering  voice  but  its  bravest  chccr- 
The  prayer  that  aches  to  be  all  expressed- 
The  kiss  of  love  at  its  lenderest : 
Music-music,  with  glad  heart  throbs 
Within  it;  and  music  with  tears  and  sobs 
Shaking  it,  as  the  startled  soul 
Is  shaken  at  shriek  of  the  fife  and  lol. 
Of  the  drums  ;-t"hen  as  suddenly  lulled  aga.n 
With  the  whisper  and  li^P  of  the  smnmer  ram: 
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Mist  nf  iiu'liulics  fraKraiire-fiMc- 

TIr.  l.ir.lsMiiK  flii-kc.l  frni,,  ihc  ..«l;i,itinr 

Willi  iliu  .lews  wlun  tlic  sprinKiiiK  l,r:.ii,l,lu  tliruws 

A  rarer  drciicli  on  its  ripest  ruso, 

Anil  ihc  wiiiKcil  soug  soars  up  and  sinks 

To  ilic  .love's  dim  coo  hy  the  riv..r  l>riiiks 

Where  the  ripple's  v.piee  slill  laii!;lH  alunjj 

Its  KlitieriiiK  path  of  |ij.|,t  and  sony. 

Music,  O  Poel,  and  all  your  own 

Hy  riKJii  of  capture  and  thai  alone,— 

l''"r  in  it  we  hear  the  harmony 

Horn  of  the  larHi  and  the  air  and  the  sea, 

And  over  and  under  it,  atid  ,dl  ihroiiKJi, 

We  catch  the  chime  i>f  -ihe  Anthem,  too. 


3'r 


1  lie  Ri'sc  l.ady 

T(»  TtlK  ROSI  S 


T    DREAM  that  you  arc  kisses  Allah  sent 
In  forms  material,  that  all  the  earth 

-May  taste  of  you  and  guess  of  Heaven's  worth. 
Since  it  can  waste  such  sweetness  with  content,— 
Seeing  you  showered  o'er  the  I3atllement— 

ny  Angel-hands  plucked  ripe  from  lips  of  mirtli 

And  ilimg  in  lavish  clusters,  yet  no  dearth 
Of  rapture  for  the  Anthem!    ...     1  have  bent 

Above  you,  nestled  in  some  li>w  retreat. 
Pressing  your  velvet  mouths  against  the  dust, 

And,  ever  nurturing  this  old  conceit, 
Have  lifted  up  your  lips  in  perfect  trust 

Against  my  mouth,  nor  found  them  the  less  swtet 

For  having  kissed  the  dust  beneath  my  feet. 
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^i8  Henry  Irving 

[October  13.  iQOSl 
''X'lS  Af'  reclaims  himl  By  those  gifts  of  hers 
1  With  which  so  nobly  she  endowed  his  mind, 
He  brought  back  Shakespeare,  in  quick  grief  and  glee- 
Tasting  the  world's  salt  tears  and  sweet  applause,- 
For,  even  as  through  his  master's,  so  there  ran 
Through  all  his  multitudinous  characters 

Kinship  and  love  and  honor  of  mankind. 

So  all  mankind  shall  grace  his  memory 

In  musing  proudly:   Great  as  his  genius  was, 

Great  likewise  was  the  man. 


,jg  We  Must  Believe 

■■Lord,  I  believe:  help  Thou  mine  unbelief." 
I 

WE  must  believe— 
Being  from  birth  endowed  with  love  and  trust- 
Born  unto  loving;— and  how  simply  just 
That  love-that  faith  !-even  in  the  blossom-face 
The  babe  drops  drcamward  in  its  resting-place, 
Intuitively  conscious  of  the  sure 
Awakening  to  rapture  ever  pure 
And  sweet  and  saintly  as  the  mother's  own 
Or  the  awed  father's,  as  his  arms  are  thrown 
O'er  wife  and  child,  to  round  about  them  weave 
An<l  wind  and  bind  them  as  one  harvest-sheaf 
Of  love— to  cleave  to,  and  forever  cleave.   .   .   • 
Lord,  I  believe: 

Help  Thou  mine  unbelief. 
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II 
Wo  must  helicve — 

Impelled  since  infancy  to  seek  some  clear 
Fulfilment,  still  withheld  all  seekers  here;— 
I<"or  never  have  we  seen  perfection  nor 
The  glory  we  are  ever  seeking  for : 
But  we  have  seen— all  mortal  souls  as  one- 
Have  seen  its  promise,  in  the  morning  sun— 
Tfs  blest  assurance,  in  the  stars  of  night  ;— 
The  ever-dawning  of  the  dark  to  light  ;— 
The  tears  down-falling  from  all  eyes  that  grieve— 

The  eyes  uplifting  from  all  deeps  of  grief, 
Yearning  for  what  at  last  we  shall  receive. 
Lord,  I  believe: 

Help  Thou  mine  unbelief. 

m 

We  must  believe: 

For  still  all  unappeased  our  hunger  goes, 

From  life's  first  waking,  to  its  last  repose: 

The  briefest  life  of  any  babe,  or  man 

Outwearing  even  the  allotted  span. 

Is  each  a  life  unfinished— incomplete: 

For  these,  then,  of  th'  outworn,  or  unworn  feet 

Hcnicd  one  toddling  step—  O  there  must  he 

Some  fair,  green,  flowery  pathway  endlessly 

Winding  through  lands  Elysian !    Lord,  receive 

And  lead  each  as  Thine  Ovm  Child— even  the  Chief 
Of  us  who  didst  Immortal  life  achieve.   . 
Lord,  I  believe: 

Help  Thou  mine  unbelief. 
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3,0  Even  as  a  Child 

Canton,  Sf.ptkmuer  19,  IQOI 

EVEX  as  a  child  to  whom  sad  neighbors  spc:.k 
In  symbol,  saying  that  his  father  "sleeps"- 
Who  feels  their  meaning,  even  as  his  cheek 

Feels  the  first  teardrop  as  it  stings  and  leaps— 
Who  keenly  knows  his  loss,  and  yet  denies 

Its  awful  import-grieves  unreconciled. 
Moans,  drowses-rouses,  with  new-drownmg  eyes- 
Even  as  a  child. 

Even  as  a  child ;  with  empty,  aimless  hand 

Clasped  sudden  to  the  heart  all  hope  deserts- 
With  tears  that  blur  all  lights  on  sea  or  land- 

The  lip  that  quivers  and  the  throat  that  hurls: 
Even  so,  the  Nation  that  has  known  his  Irve 

Is  orphaned  now ;  and,  whelmed  in  angu.sh  w.1.1. 

Knows  hut  its  sorrow  and  the  ache  thereof. 
Even  as  a  child. 


5^1 


An  Autumnal  Tonic 


WHAT  mystery  is  it?    The  morning  as  rare 
As  the  Indian  Summer  may  bring ! 
A  tang  in  the  frost  and  a  spice  in  the  air 

That  no  city  poet  can  sing ! 
The  crimson  and  amber  and  gold  of  the  leaves. 

As  they  loosen  and  flutter  and  fall 
In  the  path  of  the  park,  as  it  rustlingly  weaves 
Its  way  through  the  maples  and  under  the  eaves 
Of  the  sparrows  that  chatter  and  call. 
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What  hint  of  delight  is  it  tingles  me  through'- 

What  vague,  indefinable  joy? 
What  yearning  for  something  divine  that  I  knew 

When  a  wayward  and  wood-roving  hoy' 
Ah-ha!  and  O-ho!  but  I  have  it,  I  say- 

Oh,  the  mystery  brightens  at  last,— 
'Tis  the  longing  and  zest  of  the  far,  far  away 
For  a  bounliful.  old-fashioned  dinner  to-day  ' 
With  the  hale  harvest-hands  of  the  past 


3~^  The  Rainy  Morning 

'pIIE  dawn  of  (he  day  was  dreary, 

And  the  lowering  clouds  o'erhead 
Wept  in  a  silent  sorrow 

Where  the  sweet  sunshine  lay  dead ; 
And  a  wind  came  out  of  the  eastward 

Like  an  endless  sigh  of  pain, 
And  the  leaves  fell  <lown  in  (1,'e  pathway 
And  writhed  in  the  falling  rain. 

I  had  tried  in  a  brave  endeavor 

To  chord  my  harp  with  the  sun, 
But  the  strings  would  slacken  ever, 

And  the  task  was  a  weary  one : 
And  so,  like  a  child  impatient 

And  sick  of  a  discontent, 
I  bowed  in  a  shower  of  teardrops 

And  mourned  with  the  instrument. 
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And  lo!  as  i  bowed,  the  splendor 

Of  tlic  sun  licnt  over  nie, 
With  a  touch  as  warm  and  tender 

As  a  father's  hand  misht  be : 
And,  even  as  t  felt  its  presence. 

My  cloudci'  soul  grew  bright, 
And  the  tears,  like  the  rain  of  morning. 

Melted  in  mists  of  light. 


3^3 


IfV  Must  Get  Home 


WV.  must  get  home !     llow  could  we  stray  like  this?- 
So  far  from  home,  we  know  not  where  it  >  -  — 
Onlv  in  some  fair,  apple-blossomy  place 
Of  children's  faces— and  the  mother's  face— 
We  dimly  dream  it,  till  the  vision  clears 
Even  in  the  eyes  of  fancy,  glad  with  tears. 

We  must  get  home— for  we  have  been  away 
So  long,  it  seems  forever  and  a  day ! 
And  O  so  very  homesick  we  have  grown, 
The  laughter  of  the  world  is  like  a  moan 
In  our  tired  hearing,  and  its  songs  as  vain,- 
We  must  get  home-we  must  get  home  agam! 

We  must  get  home !    WMlh  heart  and  soul  we  yearn 
To  find  the  long-lost  pathway,  and  return!     .    .     ■ 
The  child's  shout  lifted  from    the  questing  band 
Of  old  folk,  faring  weary,  hand  in  hand. 
But  faces  bri^dlteninK,  as  if  clouds  at  last 
Were  showering  sunshine  on  ns  as  they  passed. 
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We  must  get  home :    It  hurts  so,  staying  here, 
Where  fond  hearts  must  be  wept  out  tear  by  tear, 
And  where  to  wear  wet  lashes  means,  at  best, 
When  most  our  laek,  the  least  our  hope  of  rest- 
When  most  our  need  of  joy,  the  more  our  pain— 
We  must  get  home-we  must  get  home  agair  ' 

We  must  get  home— home  to  the  simple  things— 
The     .orning-glories  twirling  up  the  strings 
And  bugling  color,  as  they  blared  in  blue- 
And-whitc  o'er  garden-gates  we  scampered  through- 
The  long  grape-arbor,  with  its  under-shade 
Blue  as  the  green  and  purple  overlaid. 

We  must  get  home:    All  is  so  quiet  there: 
The  touch  of  loving  hands  on  brow  and  hair- 
Dim  rooms,  wherein  the  sunshine  is  made  mild— 
The  lost  love  of  the  mother  and  the  child 
Restored  in  restful  lullabies  of  rain,— 
We  must  get  home-we  must  get  home  again ! 

The  rows  of  sweetcorn  and  the  China  beans 
Beyond  the  lettuce-beds  where,  towering,  leans 
The  giant  sunflower  in  barbaric  pride 
Guarding  the  barn-door  and  the  lane  outside ; 
The  honeysuckles,  midst  the  hollyhocks. 
That  clamber  almost  to  the  martin-box. 

We  must  get  home,  where,  as  we  nod  and  drowse, 
Time  humors  us  and  tiptoes  through  the  house, 
And  loves  us  best  when  sleeping  baby-wise. 
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With  dreams-not  tcar-dro„s-brimnung  our  clonchc.l 

Pure  ckc -'^that  know  nor  taint  nor  earthly  stain- 
WeUt  get  home-we  must  get  home  agam- 

We  must  get  home!    There  only  may  we  i^nd 
The  little  playmates  that  we  left  behmd- 
Il:eracingdown.heroad;somebyte    roo.. 

Some  droning  at  their  desks,  w,thw.stfuook 
Aeross  the  fields  and  orchards-farther  st.U 
WeJe  laughs  and  weeps  the  old  wheel  at  the  mdl. 

We  must  get  home!    The  willow-whistle's  call 
Trills  crisp  and  liquid  as  the  waterfall- 
Mocking  tho  trillers  in  the  cherry-trees 
And  making  discord  of  such  rhy.nes  as  these. 
That  know  nor  lilt  nor  cadence  but  the  h.rds 
First  warbled-then  all  poets  afterward-.. 

We  must  get  home;  and,  unremembering  there 
All  gain  of  all  ambition  otherwhere, 
Jest-from  the  feverish  victory,  and  the  crown 
Of  conquest  whose  waste  glory  weighs  us  down.- 
?ame-s  fairest  gifts  we  toss  back  w,thd,sda- 

We  must  get  home-we  nn,st  get  home  aga.n! 

We  must  get  home  again-we  must-we  must!- 
(Our  rainy  faces  pelted  in  the  dust) 
Creep  back  from  the  vain  quest  through  endless  str.fe 
To  find  not  anywhere  in  all  of  life 
A  happier  happiness  than  West  us  then.   ... 
We  must  get  home-we  must  get  home  agam! 
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Sis  Rapalyc 

■YXTHEN  rainy-greener  shoots  the  grass 

And  blooms  the  cherry-tree. 
And  children  laugh  by  glittering  brocks, 

Wild  with  the  ecstasy 
Of  bursting  Spring,  with  twittering  bird 

And  hum  of  honey-bee, 

"Sis  Rapalyc!"  my  spirit  shouts    .    . 
And  she  is  here  with  nie ! 

As  laughs  the  children,  so  her  laugh 

Haunts  all  the  atmosphere;— 
Her  song  is  in  the  brook's  refrain ; 

Her  glad  eyes,  flashing  clear. 
Are  in  the  morning  dews;  her  speech 

Is  melody  so  dear, 
The  bluebird  trills,— "Sis  Rapalye!— 

I  hear!— I  hear!— I  hear!" 

Again  in  races,  at  "Recess," 

I  see  her  braided  hair 
Toss  past  me  as  I  stay  to  lift 

Her  straw  hat,  fallen  there; 
The  school-bell  sends  a  vibrant  pang 

My  heart  can  hardly  bear.— 
Yet  still  she  leads— Sis  Rapalye— 

And  leads  me  everywhere  ! 

Now  I  am  old.— Yet  she  remains 

The  selfsame  child  of  ten.— 
Gay,  gallant  little  girl,  to  race 

On  into  Heaven  then ! 
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Yet  gallant,  gay  Sis  Rapalye— 

In  blossom-time,  and  when 
The  trees  and  grasses  beckon  her— 

Comes  back  to  us  again. 

And  so,  however  long  since  youth 

Whose  raptures  wild  and  free 
An  old  man's  heart  may  claim  no  more,— 

With  more  than  memory 
I  share  the  Spring's  own  joy  that  brings 

My  boyhood  back  to  me 
With  laughter,  blossoms,  singing  birds 

And  sweet  Sis  Rapalye. 


3^5 


The  Voice  of  Peace 

Independence  Bell 
Indianapolis,  November  t7,  1904 

^'' HOUGH  now  forever  still 
Your  voice  of  jubilee— 
We  hear— we  hear,  and  ever  will, 

The  Bell  of  Liberty  I 
Clear  as  the  voice  to  them 
In  that  far  night  agone 
Pealed  from  the  heavens  o'er  Bethlehem, 
The  voice  of  Peace  peals  on ! 

Stir  all  your  memories  up, 

O  Independence  Bell, 
And  pour  from  your  inverted  cup 

The  song  we  love  so  well  I 
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As  you  raiiK  in  llic  dawn 
Of  Freedom— lolled  the  knell 

Of  Tyranny,— ring  on— ring  on— 
O  Independence  Hell ! 

Ring  numb  the  wounds  of  wrong 

Unhealed  in  brain  and  breast ; 
With  music  like  a  siuniber-song 

Lull  tearful  eyes  to  rest. 

Ring!     Independence  Bell! 

Ring  oil  till  worlds  to  be 
Shall  listen  to  the  tale  you  tell 

Of  Love  and  Liberty! 


i-'<i  IVhat  Title:' 

"I^HAT  title  best  befits  the  man 
We  hold  our  first  American? 
Or  Statesman;  Soldier;  Hero;  Chief, 
Whose  Country  is  his  first  belief; 
Or  sanest,  safest  Leader;  or 
True  Patriot ;  or  Orator, 
Heard  still  at  Inspiration's  height, 
Because  he  speaks  for  truth  and  right; 
Or  shall  his  people  be  cniitent 
With  Our  Republic's  President, 
Or  trust  his  ringing  worth  to  live 
In  song  as  Chief  Executive? 
Nay— his  the  simplest  name— though  set 
Upon  him  like  a  coronet,— 
God  names  our  first  American 
The  highest,  noblest  name— The  Man. 
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j.'7      To  Edmund  Clan-ncc  Stcdman 
The  AuTiKiBs'  Ct.fn  Rfxeption,  Nkw  Yokk 
DKCRMnER  6,  1900 

IT  is  a  various  trilnite  yoii  cnnimand, 
O  Poct-scer  and  World-sage  in  one  !— 
The  scholar  Rrcots  you ;  and  the  student ;  and 

The  stoic — and  his  visionary  son : 
The  painter,  harvcstint!  with  quiet  eye 

Your  features;  and  the  Sculptor,  dreaming,  too, 
A  classic  marble  figure,  lifted  high 
Where  I'anic's  immortal  ones  arc  waiting  you. 

The  man  of  letters,  with  his  wistful  face; 

The  Rrii'/lcd  scientist;  the  young  A.  B.; 
The  true  historian,  of  force  ami  grace; 

The  orator,  of  pure  simplicity; 
The  journalist— the  editor,  likewise; 

The  young  war-correspondent;  and  the  olil 
War-seasoned  general,  with  saj^ging  eyes, 

And  nerve  and  hand  of  steel,  and  heart  of  gold. 

The  serious  humorist ;  the  blithe  divine ; 

The  lawyer,  with  that  twinkling  look  'le  wears ; 
The  bleak-faced  man  in  the  dramatic  line; 

The  social  lion— and  the  bulls  and  bears ; 
These— these,  and  more,  O  favored  guest  of  all. 

Have  known  your  benefactions,  and  arc  led 
To  pay  their  worldly  homage,  and  to  call 

Down  Heaven's  blessings  on  your  honored  head. 

Ideal,  to  the  utmost  plea  of  art— 

.-\3  real,  to  labor'?  most  exacting  need, — 

Your  dual  services  of  soul  and  heart 
Enrich  the  world  alike  in  dieam  and  deed: 
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Fnr  you  have  hroiiglit  to  i,s.  from  out  the  tiiine 
Delved  btit  hy  getiiiis  iti  scholastic  soil, 

The  hlendecl  ircnsiires  of  a  wealth  divine,— 
Your  peerless  gift  of  song-your  life  of  toil. 


j-'-y 


The  Rest 


V.   K. — NATLRALJST 

JJI-  rests  at  last,  as  on  the  niolhcr-hrcast 

The  playworn  child  at  evening  lies  at  rest,— 
for  lie,  a  buoyant  child,  in  veriest  truth 
Has  looked  on  hfe  will,  eyes  of  changeless  vo„,h - 

as  loved  our  green  old  earth  here  fron,  the  hour 
Of  his  lirst  memory  of  Inul  and  llower- 
Of  mornings  grassy  lawns  and  dewy  trees 
And  orchard-blossoms,  singing  birds  and  bees: 

When  all  the  world  about  him  was      and 
Elysian,  with  the  mother  near  at  I,  nd : 
With  steadfast  gaze  of  wonder  and  delight 
He  marked  the  miracles  of  day  an.l  night  :— 
neheld  the  kingly  sun,  in  dazzling  reign 
Ry  day;  and,  with  her  glittering,  glimmering  train 
Of  stars,  he  saw  the  queenly  moon  possess 
Her  throne  in  midmost  midnight's  mightiness. 

All  living  least  of  things  he  ever  knew 
Of  mother  Earth's  he  was  a  brother  to : 
The  lone  rose  by  the  brook-or,  under,  where 
The  swaying  water-lilies  anchored  there; 
423 


Till".    U)LKF.UI1IK    llOiiK 

Ili»  love  .lippol  cvin  to  Ihe  Kl"»»y  ll»"R» 
I  hat  walked  the  waters  an.l  f'Tgot  llicir  wingJ 
hi  sheer  insanity  of  sonic  delight 
Known  bnt  to  that  ecstatic  parasite. 

It  was  enough,  thus  childishly  to  sense 
All  works— since  worthy  of  Omnipotence— 
As  worshipful :  Therefor,  as  any  child. 
He  knelt  in  tenderness  of  tears,  or  smiled 
His  gratefulness,  as  to  a  playmate  gtail 
To  share  His  pleasures  with  a  poorer  lad. 
And  so  he  lived:  And  so  he  rfiVi/."— .^h,  no, 
We'll  not  believe  that  till  he  tells  us  so. 


i-'P 


The  Doctor 
[April  29,  1907] 


"lie  took  the  suffering  human  race, 
He  read  each  wound,  each  weakness  clear; 

And  struck  his  finger  on  the  flace, 
And  said:  'Thou  ailest  here,  and  here''  " 

—Matthew  Arnold. 


WE  may  idealize  the  chief  of  men- 
Idealize  the  hunihlest  citizen,— 
Idealize  the  ruler  in  his  chair— 
The  poor  man,  or  tlu  poorer  millionaire ; 
Idealize  the  soldier— sailor— or 
The  simple  man  of  peace-at  war  with  war  ;— 
Xhe  hero  of  the  sword  or  fife-anddrum.    .    .   . 
Why  not  idealize  the  Doctor  some? 
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The  Doctor  i,,  l.y  principle,  wr  know. 
Opposc.l  to  snitiment ;  he  veil,  all  show 
Of  feeling,  an.l  is  proudest  when  he  hi.les 
The  sympathy  which  natively  ahi.ics 
Within  the  stoic  precincts  of  a  so,il 
Which  owns  strict    '..ty  as  its  first  control 
And  so  mtist  gnard  the  ill.  lest  worse  may  come 
Vhy  n,'  idealize  the  Doctor  some? 

He  is  the  master  of  emotions— he 

Is  likewise  certain  of  that  mastcry.- 

Or  dare  he  face  contagion  in  its  ire. 

Or  scathing  fever  in  its  leaping  fire? 

He  needs  must  smile  upon  the  ghastly  f.icc 

I  hat  yearns  up  toward  him  in  that  war.le.l  place 

VS  here  even  the  Sain.-like  Sisters'  lips  ,,r,nv  dun.h. 

Why  not  idealize  the  Doctor  some? 

He  wisely  hides  his  heart  from  you  and  me- 
He  ha:h  grown  tearless,  of  necessity,— 
He  knows  tlic  sight  is  clearer,  b  ini    blind  • 
Tie  knov  s  the  cruel  knife  is  very  km,I; 
Ofttimes  he  must  be  pitiless,  for  ih.  ncht 
Of  the  remembered  wife  or  child  he  :o„R|,t 
To  ..ave  through  kindness  that  was  oiercome 
Why  not  ;dealize  the  Doctor  some? 

Bear  with  him,  trustful,  in  his  darkest  doubt 
Of  how  the  mystery  of  de.-.th  comes  out- 
He  knows-he  knows.-aye,  better  yet  than  we. 
That  out  of  Time  must  dawn  Eternity; 
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He  knows  his  own  con,passion-what  he  would 
Give  in  relief  of  all  ills,  if  he  could.- 
We  wait  alike  one  Master:   He  will  come. 
Do  we  idealize  the  Doctor  some? 
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Louisville.  Kentucky,  December  8,  1906 

Read  at  Baunuct  m  Honor  of  Henry  Waticrson 
Upon  His  Departure  for  Spam 

HERE  where  of  old  was  heard 
The  ringing,  singing  word 
That  orator  and  bard 

Alike  set  free 
To  soar,  through  heights  profound, 
Our  land's  remotest  bound, 
Till  all  is  holy  ground 
From  sea  to  sea— 

Here  still,  with  voice  and  pen. 
One  cheers  the  hopes  of  men 
(      5ives  us  faith  again— 
This  gifted  one 
We  hold  here  as  the  guest 
Most  honored-loved  the  best- 
Wisest  and  worthiest— 
Jur  Watterson. 
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His  spirit  is  the  Seer's— 
For,  though  he  sees  aii<l  hears 
Through  human  doubts  and  fears, 

His  heart  is  one 
With  Earth's  and  the  Divine— 
With  his  home-hearts — and  mine— 
And  the  chihi's  heart  is  thine. 

Our  Watterson ! 

Give  us  to  toucli  and  praise 
His  worth  in  subtlest  ways. 
Lest  even  our  fondest  gaze 

He  fain  would  shun — 
Laugh,  tl-ough  a  mist  appears— 
Tlie  glad  wino  salt  with  tears- 
Laugh,  a.   wo  drain  it— "Here's 

Our  Watterson!" 


"Out  of  Reach" 


'W'OV  think  them  "out  of  reach,"  your  dead? 

N'ay,  by  my  own  dead,  I  deny 
Your  "out  of  reach."— Be  comforted  : 
'Tis  not  so  far  to  die. 

O  by  their  dear  remembered  smiles 
.\nd  outhcld  hands  and  welcoming  speech. 

They  wait  for  us,  thousands  of  miles 
Tliis  side  of  "out  if  reach." 
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1^3  Life  at  the  Lake 

THE  green  below  and  the  blue  above !— 
The  waves  caressing  the  shores  they  love : 
Sails  in  haven,  and  sails  afar 
And  faint  as  the  waterlilies  are 
In  inlets  haunted  of  willow  wands, 
Listless  lovers,  and  trailing  hands 
With  spray  to  gem  them  and  tan  to  glove.— 
The  green  below  and  the  blue  abov-. 

The  blue  above  and  the  green  below ! 
Would  that  the  world  were  always  so!— 
Always  summer  and  warmth  and  light, 
With  mirth  and  melody  day  and  night ! 
Birds  in  the  boughs  of  the  beckoning  trees. 
Chirr  of  locusts  and  whiff  of  breeze- 
World-old  roses  that  bud  and  blow.— 
The  blue  above  and  the  green  below. 

The  green  below  and  the  blue  above ! 
Heigh!  young  hearts  and  the  hopes  thereof  !- 
Kate  in  the  hammock,  and  Tom  sprawled  on 
The  sward— like  a  lover's  picture,  drawn 
By  the  lucky  dog  himself,  with  Kate 
To  moon  o'er  his  shoulder  and  meditate 
On  a  fat  old  purse  or  a  lank  young  love.— 
The  green  below  and  the  blue  above. 

The  blue  above  and  the  green  below ! 
Shadow  and  sunshine  to  and  fro.— 
Season  for  dreams— whate'er  befall 
Hero,  heroine,  hearts  and  all ! 
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Wave  or  wildwood— the  blithe  bird  sings, 
And  the  leaf-hid  locust  whets  his  wings — 
Just  as  a  thousand  years  ago — 
The  blue  above  and  the  green  below. 


333  Our  Little  Girl 

TT  ER  heart  knew  naught  of  sorrow, 
-'•  -'■      Nor  ilie  vaguest  taint  of  sin— 
'Twas  an  ever-blooming  blossom 

Of  the  purity  within : 
And  her  hands  knew  only  touches 

Of  the  mother's  gentle  care, 
And  the  kisses  and  caresses 

Through  the  interludes  of  prayer. 

Her  baby-feet  had  journeyed 

Such  a  little  distance  here, 
They  could  have  found  no  briars 

In  the  path  to  interfere; 
The  little  cross  she  carried 

Could  not  weary  her,  wc  know, 
For  it  lay  as  lightly  on  her 

As  a  shadow  on  the  snow. 

And  yet  the  way  before  us — 

O  how  empty  now  and  drear! — 
How  ev'n  the  dews  of  roses 

Seem  as  dripping-tears  for  her ! 
And  the  songbirds  all  seem  crying. 

As  the  winds  cry  and  the  rain. 
All  sobbingly, — "We  want — we  want 

Our  little  girl  again !' 
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^5^  A  Parting  Guest 

\\Ty\AT  delightful  hosts  are  they— 

•  '   Life  and  Love! 
Liiigeriiigly  I  tufn  away, 

This  late  hour,  yet  slad  cuourIi 
They  have  not  withheld  from  me 

Their  h^gh  hospitality. 
So,  with  face  lit  with  delight 
And  all  gratitude,  I  stay 
Yet  to  press  their  hands  and  say, 
"Thanks.— So  fine  a  time !   Good  night." 
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Lauglihtg  Song 


STN'G  us  something  full  of  laughter; 
Tune  your  harp,  and  twang  Ihf  strings 
Till  your  glad  voice,  chirping  after. 

Mates  the  song  the  robin  sings : 
Loose  your  lips  and  let  them  flutter 
Like  the  wings  of  wanton  birds,— 
Though  they  naught  but  laughter  utter. 
Laugh,  and  we'll  not  miss  the  words. 

Sing  in  ringing  tones  that  mingle 
In  a  melody  that  flings 

Joyous  echoes  in  a  jingle 
Sweeter  than  the  minstrel  sings : 

Sing  of  Winter,  Spring  or  Summer, 
Clang  of  war,  or  low  of  herds; 

Trill  of  cricket,  roll  of  drummer- 
Laugh,  and  we'll  not  miss  tir   -.-.ords. 
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I-ike  ihe  lisping  laughter  glancing 

From  the  nicadow  brooks  and  springs. 
Or  Ihe  river's  ripples  dancing 

To  the  tune  the  current  sings- 
Sing  of  Now,  and  the  Hereafter; 

Let  your  glad  song,  like  Ihe  birds'. 
Overflow  with  limpid  laughter- 
Laugh,  and  we'll  not  miss  the  words. 


:36 


A  Good  Man 


igs 


A     GOOD  man  never  dies— 

In  worthy  deed  and  prayer 
And  helpful  hands,  and  honest  eyes. 

If  smiles  or  tears  be  there: 
Who  lives  for  you  and  me— 

Lives  for  Ihe  world  he  tries 
To  help— he  lives  eternally. 
A  good  man  never  dies. 


Who  lives  to  bravely  take 

His  share  of  toil  and  stress, 
And,  for  his  weaker  fellows'  sake, 

Makes  every  burden  less,— 
He  may,  at  last,  seem  worn  - 

Lie  fallen— hands  and  eyes 
Folded-yet,  though  we  mourn  and  mourn, 

A  good  man  never  dies. 
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,,7       The  Children  of  the  Childless 

^\lF  Clnlclron  of  the  Cl.iUUcss!-Yours-nncl  n,ine.- 

1      Yea.  thouBh  «e  sit  lure  in  the  l.it>i"K  K^ze 
Of  fathers  and  mothers  wh.ise  fon.l  lingers  twnie 
Their  chiUlren's  U.eks  of  living  goUl,  an.l  pra.se 
With  warn.,  caressing  palms,  the  head  of  brown. 

Or  cnnvn 

Of  opnlent  anhurn.  witli  its  amher  floss 

In  all  its  splendor  loosed  and  jostled  down 

The'tnother-lap  at  prayer.-Yea,  even  when 
These  sweet  petitioners  are  kissed,  and  then 
Are  kissed  and  kis-ed  again— 
The  pttrseO  mouths  lifted  with  the  worldlier  prayer 
That  bed  and  oblivion  spare 
Them  vet  a  little  while 
Besidetheir  envied  elders  by  the  glow 
Of  the  glad  firelight;  or  wresting,  as  they  go, 
Some  promise  for  the  morrow,  to  beguile 
Their  long  exile 

Within  the  wild  waste  lands  of  dream  and  sleep. 
Nay,  nav,  not  even  these  most  stably  real 
Of  childre.1  are  more  loved  than  our  .deal- 
More  ta.igil>le  to  the  soul's  touch  and  sight 
Than  llu-sc-our  children  by  Divine  b.rthr.ght.     .     . 
Thtse-thcse  of  ours,  who  soothe  us,  when  we  weep. 
With  tenderest  .ninistries. 
Or   flashing  into  smiling  ecstasies. 
Come  dasl,i..g  through  our  tears-aye,  laugh.ng  leap 
Into  our  empty  arms,  i.i  Fate's  desp.te. 
And  nestle  to  our  hearts.    O  Heavens  dehght!- 
The  children  of  the  childless-even  these! 
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My  Foe 


\/I  Y  FocT  You  >".ne  yourself,  then,— I  refuse 
A  term  so  dark  to  designate  you  by. 

To  me  you  are  most  kind  and  true ;  and  I 
Am  grateful  as  tlie  dust  is  for  tlic  dews 
That  brim  the  dusk,  and  falter,  drip  and  ooze 

From  the  dear  darkness  of  the  summer  sky. 

Vex  not  yourself  for  lack  of  moan  or  cry 
Of  mine.  Not  any  harm,  nor  ache  nor  bruise 
Cnulil  reach  my  soul  through  any  stroke  you  fain 

Might  launch  upon  mc,— it  were  as  the  lance 

Even  of  the  lightning  did  it  leap  to  rend 
A  ray  of  sunshine— 'twould  recoil  again. 

So,  blessing  you,  with  pitying  countenance, 

I  wave  a  hand  to  you,  my  helpless  friend. 


;p. 


339  The  Old  Days 

""PHE  old  days— the  far  days— 

■*■   The  overdear  and  fair! — 
The  old  days — the  lost  days — 

How  lovely  they  were! 
The  old  days  of  Morning, 

With  the  dew-drench  on  the  flowers 
And  apple-buds  and  blossoms 

Of  those  old  days  of  ours. 


:ap 


Then  was  the  real  gold 
Spendthrift  Summer  flung; 

Then  was  the  real  song 
Bird  or  Poet  sung  I 
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There  was  never  censure  then,— 

Only  honest  praise— 
And  all  things  were  worthy  of  it 

In  the  old  days. 

There  bide  the  true  friends— 
The  first  and  the  best ; 

There  clings  the  green  grass 
Close  where  they  rest : 

Would  they  were  here?    No;— 
Would  we  were  there !    .    .   . 

The  old  days— the  lost  days- 
How  lovely  they  were ! 


Lincoln— The  Boy 

OSIMPLr.  as  the  rhymes  that  tell 
The  simplest  talcs  of  youth. 
Or  simple  as  a  miracle 

Beside  the  simplest  truth— 
So  simple  seems  the  view  we  share 

With  our  Immortals,  sheer 
From  Glory  looking  down  to  where 
They  were  as  children  here. 

Or  thus  we  know,  nor  douht  it  not. 

The  boy  he  must  have  been 
Whose  budding  heart  bloomed  with  the  tb.niB' 

All  men  are  kith  and  kin— 
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Willi  iDvc-liglii  in  his  eyes  an<l  shade 
Of  prtsiieiit  li'ars :— Because 

Only  nf  snch  a  boy  were  made 
The  loving  man  he  was. 


34'  you  May  Not  Remember 

In  the  dccf  grave's  charmed  chamber, 
LyUuj  tranced  in  breathless  slumber, 
You  may  haf'ly  not  remember. 

V/'OU  may  not  remcniher  whether 

It  was  Spring  or  Summer  weather; 
But  /  know— we  two  tOKv....cr 

At  the  dim  end  of  the  day 

How  the  fireflies  in  the  twilight 
Drifted  hy  like  flakes  of  starlight, 
Till  o'er  floods  of  flashing  moonlight 
They  were  wave-like  bwept  away. 

You  may  not  rcmenilicr  any 

Word  of  mine  of  all  the  many 

Poured  out  for  yon  there,  though  then  a 

Soul  inspired  spake  my  lov  ,  - 
But  /  knew— and  still  review  it, 
All  my  passion,  as  with  awe  it 
Welled  in  speeeh  as  from  a  poet 
Gifted  of  the  gods  above. 


435 


THE  LOCKERBIE  BOOK 

Sleeping  here,  this  hour  I  grieve  in, 
You  may  not  remember  even 
Any  kiss  I  still  believe  in. 

Or  caress  of  ecstasy,— 
May  not  even  dream— O  can't  you?— 
That  I  kneel  here— weep  here— want  you- 
Feign  me  in  your  grave,  to  haunt  you. 
Since  you  come  not  back  to  mc ! 

Vain !  ah,  vain  is  all  my  yearning 
As  the  West's  last  embers  burning 
Into  ashes,  slowly  turning 

Ever  to  a  denser  gray  !— 
While  the  fireflies  in  the  twilight 
Drift  about  like  flakes  of  starlight. 
Till  o'er  wastes  of  wannest  moonlight 
They  are  wave-like  swept  away. 
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POEMS  HERE  AT  HOME 


SI-  The  i'scd-To-Bc 

D  rVnXD  the  purple,  liazy  trees 

Of  siiiiimcr's  utmost  boundaries; 
Heyond  the  sands— beyond  the  seas— 
Beyond  the  ranRc  of  eyes  like  these. 
And  (july  in  the  reach  of  the 
ICnraptnrcd  gaze  of  Memory, 
There  hes  a  land,  long  lost  lo  me,— 
The  land  of  Used-to-be ! 

A  land  enchanted— such  as  swung 
In  golden  seas  when  sirens  clung 
Along  their  dripping  brinks,  and  sung 
To  Jason  in  that  mystic  tongue 
That  dazed  men  with  its  melody— 
O  such  a  land,  with  such  a  sea 
Kissing  its  shores  eternally, 
Is  the  fair  Used-to-be. 

A  land  where  music  ever  girds 
The  air  with  belts  of  singing-birds. 
And  sows  all  sounds  with  such  sweet  words, 
That  even  in  the  low  of  herds 
A  meaning  lives  so  sweet  to  me. 
Lost  laughter  ripples  limpidly 
From  lips  hrininied  over  with  the  glee 
Of  rare  old  Used-to-be. 
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Lost  taURhtcr,  anil  the  wliistlcil  tunes 
Of  boyhooil'5  moutli  <i(  crcscini  riuus, 
That  roiindcil,  thnmgh  long  afurnoons. 
To  scri'niidinK  pkniluncs- 
When  starlight  k\\  «o  mistily 
That,  pciTing  np  from  biiulid  knee, 
I  dreamed  'twas  hrUlal  drapery 
Snowed  over  Used-to-be. 

O  land  of  love  and  dreamy  thoughts, 
And  shining  fields,  and  sha<ly  spots 
Of  cook-it,  greenest  grassy  pints, 
Knibossed  with  wild  fort;ot-m.-nots!— 
And  all  ye  blooms  that  lunt;ingly 
Lift  your  fair  faces  up  to  nic 
Out  of  the  past.  1  kiss  in  ye 
The  lips  of  Used-to-be. 
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Song  of  the  Bullet 

IT  whizzed  and  whistled  alonR  the  blurred 
And  reil-blent  ranks ;  and  it  nicked  the  star 
Of  an  epaulet,  as  it  snarled  the  word- 
War! 


On  it  sped— and  the  lifted  wrist 

Of  the  cnsigu-bearcr  stung,  and  straight 
Dropped  at  his  side  as  the  word  was  hissed- 

Hate! 
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Oii  wiiu  the  mifsilo— siiukjiIkiI  iIk  Mhp 
Of  a  jaiiiily  cap  ami  ilu-  curls  iluTinf, 
CiioiiiK,  sod  as  a  (luve  iiiiglK  .1,,.- 

I...V.   I 

SanR'— sanu  on  !— sang  Iiaii    -saiiK  war  - 

SaiiK  love,  ifi  siKitli,  till  ii  n.r.ls  iiiiisl  cca- 
UhsIkJ  ill  tlic  heart  it  was  .jiusiiiiK  l"r.   - 

IVacc ! 


I//  Dead,  My  Lords 

T\V.\r>,  my  lords  and  Rcnilomcn  !— 
Slillcil  the  tonRur,  and  stayed  ilk- 
Cluck  iriilliisliid  and  eye  indit  — 
Done  witli  life,  and  glad  of  it. 


pin ; 


Cnrl, 


yonr  praises  now  as  llu-ii: 


Head,  my  |„r,ls  ;,nd  Renll.men.- 
What  lie  wn.iiKlit  found  its  reward 
In  the  tolerance  of  ilir  Lord. 


Yc  who  fain  had  barred  hi.s  path, 
Dread  yc  now  this  look  he  liath?- 
")cad,  my  lords  and  gentlemen— 
l/are  yc  not  smile  back  again? 

Low  he  lies,  yet  high  and  great 
Looms  he,  lying  thus  in  state— 
How  exalted  o'er  ye  when 
Dead,  my  lords  and  gentlemen ! 
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^  j  5  Bereaved 

IF.T  me  come  in  where  you  sit  weeping,— ay, 
"•  Let  me,  who  have  not  any  child  to  die. 
Weep  with  you  for  the  little  one  whose  love 
I  have  known  nothing  of. 

The  littlf-  arms  that  slowly,  slowly  loosed 
Iheir  i,ressure  round  your  neck;  the  hands  you  used 
To  kiss.— Such  arms— such  hands  I  never  knew. 
May  I  not  weep  with  you? 

Fain  would  I  be  of  service— say  some  thing, 
Between  the  tears,  that  would  he  comforting,— 
But  ah !  so  sadder  than  yourselves  am  I, 
Who  have  no  child  to  die. 


Sl6  A  Vision  of  Summer 

'W.VS  a  marvelous  vision  of  Summer.- 
I'hat  morning  the  dawn  was  late, 
And  came,  like  a  long  dream-ridden  guest, 
Through  the  gold  of  the  Eastern  gate. 


>'T-*1 


Languid  it  came,  rnd  lialling. 

.\s  one  that  yawned,  half  roused, 
With  lifted  arms  and  indolent  lids 

And  eyes  that  drowsed  and  drowsed. 

A  glimmering  haze  hung  over 

The  face  of  the  smiling  air; 
And  the  green  of  the  trees  and  the  blue  of  the  lea> 

And  the  skies  gleamed  everywhere. 
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And  the  dewd.ops'  dazzling  jewels, 

In  garlands  and  diadems, 
Lightened  and  twinkled  and  glanced  and  shot 

As  the  glints  of  a  thousand  gems : 

Emeralds  of  dew  on  the  grasses; 

The  rose  with  rubies  set; 
On  the  lily,  diamonds;  and  amethysts 

Pale  on  the  violet. 


And  there  were  the  pinks  of  the  fuchsias 
And  the  peony's  crimson  hue, 

The  lavender  of  the  hollyhocks. 
And  the  morning-glory's  bhie : 

The  purple  of  the  pansy  hloom, 
And  the  pass  .  ,    te  flush  of  the  face 

Of  the  velvet-rose;  and  ihc  thick  perfume 
Of  the  locust  every  place. 

The  air  and  the  sun  and  the  shadows 
Were  wedded  and  made  as  one; 

And  the  winds  ran  over  the  meadows 
As  little  children  run  : 

And  the  winds  poured  over  the  meacbws 

And  along  the  willowy  wa;- 
The  river  ran,  with  its  ripples  shod 

With  the  sunshine  of  the  day : 

O  the  winds  flowed  over  the  meadows 
In  a  tide  of  eddies  and  calms, 
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And  the  bared  brow  felt  the  touch  of  It 
As  a  sweetheart's  tender  palms. 

And  the  lark  went  palpitatinR 

Up  throUKh  the  glorious  skies, 
His  song  spilled  down  from  the  blue  profound 

As  a  song  from  Paradise. 

And  here  was  the  loitering  current- 
Stayed  by  a  drift  of  sedge 

And  sodden  logs-scumme.l  thick  with  the  gold 
Of  the  pollen  from  edge  to  edge. 

The  cat-bird  piped  in  the  hazel. 

And  the  harsh  kingfisher  screamed ; 

And  the  crane,  in  amber  and  oozy  swirls. 
Dozed  in  the  reeds  and  dreamed. 

And  In  tbrnug'i  the  Inmblcd  driftage 

And  tbr  laiigl.d  roots  below, 
The  waters  warbled  and  Rurgle.l  and  lisped 

Like  the  lips  of  long  ago. 

And  the  senses  caught,  through  the  music, 

Twinkles  of  dabblinR  fret, 
And  glimpses  of  faces  in  coverts  green, 

Ami  voices  faim  and  wvect. 

And  back  from  the  i.mds  enchanted. 
Where  my  earliest  nnrth  wa-  bc.rn, 

The  trill  of  a  liiugh  was  blown  to  me 
Like  tlie  blare  of  an  eltin  horn. 
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Again  I  romped  through  the  clover; 

And  again  I  lay  supine 
On  gras.sy  swards,  where  the  skies,  hke  eyes 

Looked  lovingly  back  i„  ,„i„c. 

And  over  my  vision  (loated 

Misty  illusive  things- 
Trailing  strands  of  the  gossamer 

On  heavenward  wanderings: 

I'igures  that  veered  and  wavered, 

Liiri.ig  the  sight,  and  then 
Glancing  away  into  nothingness. 

And  blinked  into  shape  again. 

I'rom  out  far  depths  of  the  forest. 

Ineffably  sad  and  lorn, 
Like  the  yearning  cry  of  a  I„nR-I„sl  I„vc 

The  moan  of  the  do\c  was  born,-. 


An.l  tbrongl,  I„sh  KW,ns  of  th.  llnokot 

I  he  (lash  of  the  r-illiinrs  wIiiks 
On  branches  of  star-while  bloon^s  thai  • 
And  thrilled  with  its  twitterings. 


hook 


Through  mossy  and  viny  vistas. 

Soaked  ever  with  deepest  slia.Ie, 
Dimly  the  dull  owl  stared  and  stared 

From  his  bosky  ambiisca.lc. 

A.id  „p  ,I,r,n,Rh  the  rifted  trec-lops 
That  signaled  the  wayward  breeze, 
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I  saw  the  hulk  of  the  hawk  becalmed 
Far  out  on  the  azure  seas. 

Theii  sudden  an  awe  fell  on  me. 

As  the  hush  of  the  golden  day 
Rounded  lo  noon,  as  a  May  to  June 

I'hat  a  lover  has  dreamed  away. 

And  I  heard,  in  the  breathless  silence, 
And  the  full,  «lad  lisht  of  the  svui. 

The  tinkle  and  drip  of  a  timorous  shower— 
Ccasins!  as  it  begun. 

And  my  thoughts,  like  the  loaves  and  grasses, 

In  a  rapture  of  joy  and  pain. 
Seemed  fondled  ami  petted  and  beat  upon 

With  a  tremulous  patter  of  rain. 


34} 


From  a  Balloon 

Ho'  wo  arc  loose.    Hoar  how  they  shout, 
\vd  how  their  clamor  dwindles  out 
RefU'   ih  us  to  the  merest  hum 
Of  •  irlhly  acclamation.    Come, 
Loan  with  me  here  and  look  below— 
Wliy,  bless  you,  man!  don't  tremble  so! 
There  is  no  need  of  fear  up  hero— 
Not  higher  than  the  bu/zard  swings 
About  upon  the  atmosphere. 
With  drowsy  eyes  and  open  wings! 
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J"''"^'  ^'^■'"'^■•-^--  •■"Hi  feast  your  ovs  • 

If^thecanl,  ,l,nt  sinks  fro,,,., s; 

, "',  «■'"•"  I  fi'-t  iH'liWil  i(  ll,„s. 
An,    fel,  „,e  ,„,,,.,,  ,,,^„^^_^_.^,  ^ 

;"'',";■•■""''  ■■'" ""--  f.-"-i  -..1  -lie.  ■ 

U>il,l  I„it  silence  and  il,e  sk-y 
Al'nve,  around  ,ne,  and  Mow - 
VV.y.hke  yon  no,,  I  swooned  aln,os,, 

\>"'.    nmsled  awe  and  fear  and  glee- 
As  g.ddy  as  an  hour-ol.l  ghost 
I  liat  stares  into  eternity. 


J-/'? 


r^cn,1  Srhrs 


PJO\Vn,any  of  ,„y  selves  are  dead' 
1.0  ghosts  of  ,„a„,.,,,„,n,,„,^r„ 

Tlio  I.ahy  ,n  the  tiny  l,e,! 
With  rockers  on,  is  blanketed 
'^"•^  ^'<"eping  in  the  long  ago  • 
And  so  I  ask,  with  shaking  head 

lfown,anyofniyselvesared.ad? 

A  little  face  with  drowsy  eyes 
And  lisping  lips  comes '.nistily 
I;ro,n  o„t  the  faded  past,  and  tries 
^^'  prayers  a  ntcher  hreathed  with  sigh, 
Of..    x,o.,s  care  in  teaching  n,e: 
J^'-l  face  and  for™  an<l  pravers  have  fled- 
'!"«■  many  of  my  selves  are  dead' 
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The  little  naked  feet  that  slipped 

In  truant  paths,  and  led  the  w.iy 
IhrouKh  dead'ning  pasture-lands,  and  tripped 

O'er  tangled  poison-vines,  and  dipped 
In  streams  forhicUlen-where  are  they? 
In  vain  I  listen  for  their  tread- 
How  many  of  my  selves  are  dead? 

The  awkward  hoy  the  teacher  caught 

Inditint!  letters  I'dled  with  love, 

Who  was  compelled,  for  all  he  fought, 

To  read  aloud  each  tender  thought 

Of  "Sugar  I.unip"  and  'Turtle  novc."    .    . 

T  wonder  where  he  hides  his  head— 

How  many  nf  my  selves  are  dead? 

•jhe  earnest  features  of  a  youth 
Wlih  manly  fringe  oi  lip  and  chin. 
With  eager  tongue  to  tell  the  truth, 
To  offer  love  and  life,  forsooth. 
So  lirave  was  he  to  woo  and  win; 
A  prouder  man  was  never  wed- 
How  many  of  my  selves  are  dead? 

The  great,  strong  hands  so  all-inclined 

To  welcome  toil,  or  smooth  the  care 

From  mother-brows,  or  quick  to  find 

A  leisure-scrap  of  any  kind. 

To  toss  the  hahy  in  the  air. 

Or  clap  at  h.abbling  things  it  said— 

Iluw  many  of  my  selves  are  dead? 
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The  pact  of  brawn  and  sclicming  brain- 
Conspiring  in  the  plots  of  wealth, 
Still  delving,  till  iho  lengthened  chain, 
Unvvindlassed  in  the  mines  of  gain, 
Recoils  with  dregs  of  ruined  health 
And  pain  and  poverty  instead— 
How  many  of  my  selves  are  dead? 

The  faltering  step,  the  faded  hair- 
Head,  heart  and  soul,  all  echoing 
With  maundering  fancies  that  declare 
That  life  and  love  were  never  there. 
Nor  ever  joy  in  anything. 
Nor  wounded  luarl  that  ever  hled- 
How  many  of  my  selves  are  dead? 

So  many  of  my  selves  are  dead, 
That,  bending  here  above  (he  brink 
Of  my  last  grave,  with  dizzy  head, 
I  find  my  spirit  comforted. 
Eor  all  the  idle  things  I  think : 
It  can  but  be  a  peaceful  hid. 
Since  all  my  other  selves  are  dead. 


S-t^  Soiiicdav 

gOMEDAV:-So  many  tearful  eyes 

Arc  watching  fnr  thy  dawning  light; 
So  manv  faces  toward  the  skies 
Arc  weary  of  (he  night ! 
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So  many  failing  prayers  that  rofl 

And  stagger  u|nvard  through  the  si  .rm, 

And  yearning  hands  that  reach  and  feel 
No  pressure  true  and  warm. 

So  many  hearts  whose  crimson  wine 

Is  wasted  to  a  pnrple  slain 
And  hhirred  an<l  streaked  with  drops  of  hrine 

Upon  the  hps  of  Pain. 

Oh,  come  to  them !— these  weary  ones ! 

Or  if  thou  still  must  hide  a  while, 
Make  stronger  yet  tlie  hope  that  runs 

Before  thy  coming  smile  : 

And  haste  and  find  them  where  they  wait- 
Let  summer  winds  hlow  down  that  way, 

And  all  they  long  for,  soon  or  late. 
Bring  round  to  them,  Someday. 
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One  Afternoon 

BELOW,  cool  grasses :  over  us 
The  maples  waver  tremidous. 

A  slender  overture  above. 
Low  breathing  as  a  sigh  of  love 

At  first,  then  gradually  strong 
And  stronger:  'tis  the  locust's  song, 

Swoln  midway  to  a  p.rau  of  glee, 
And  lost  in  silence  dwindlingly. 
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Not  mtir  silence;  nay,  for  hi  J 
In  gliosis  of  it,  the  katydid 

Chirrs  a  diluted  echo  of 

The  loveless  song  he  makes  us  love. 

The  low  boughs  are  drugged  heavily 
With  sliade;  the  poem  you  read  to  me 

Is  not  more  crncious  than  the  trill 
Of  birds  that  twitter  as  they  will. 

Half  consciously,  with  upturned  eyes, 
I  hear  your  voice— I  see  the  skies. 

Where,  o'er  bright  rifts,  the  swallows  glance 
Like  glad  thoughts  o'er  a  countenance; 

And  voices  near  and  far  are  blent 
Like  sweet  chords  of  some  instrument 

Awakened  by  the  trembling  innch 
Of  hands  that  love  it  overmuch. 

■Jcar  heart.  let  be  the  book  awhile ! 
I  want  your  face— I  want  your  smile! 

Tell  me  how  gladder  n.nv  are  they 
Who  look  on  us  from  heaven  to-day. 
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75f  Ohl  Cliuilis 

»T  F  1  <lic  first,"  my  olil  clumi  p.iincd  to  say, 
A  "Mind!  not  a  whimper  of  rctjrci ;— instfad, 
Laiish  and  be  glad,  as  I  shall.— ncing  dead, 
I  hliall  not  lodge  so  very  far  away 
Hut  that  our  n\irth  shall  mingle— So,  the  day 
The  word  comes,  joy  with  me."    "I'll  try,"  I  sai<l, 
Though,  even  speakinR,  sighed  and  sho.ik  my  head 
And  turned,  with  misted  eyes.    His  roundelay 
Rang  gaily  on  the  stair ;  and  then  the  door 
Opened  and-closed.    .    .   .   Yet  something  of  the  clear, 
Hale  hope,  and  force  of  wholesome  faith  he  had, 
Ahided  with  me— strengthened  more  and  more.— 
Then-then  they  hrnnght  his  bnken  hody  here: 
And  I  laughed— whispcriiigly— and  we  were  glad. 
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What  a  Demi  Man  Said 


HEAR  what  a  dead  man  said  to  mo. 
His  lips  moved  not,  and  the  ey.  lids  lay 
Shut  as  the  leaves  of  a  white  rose  iv,.iy 
Ere  the  wan  hud  hloonis  out  perfecily. 
And  the  lifeless  hands  they  were  stiffly  crossed 
As  they  always  cross  them  over  the  breast 
When  the  soul  goes  nude  and  the  corpse  is  dressed ; 
And  over  the  form,  in  its  long  sleep  lost, 
From  forehead  down  to  the  pointed  feet 
That  peaked  the  -foot  of  the  winding  sheet. 
Pallid  patience  and  perfect  rest.— 
45" 


TiiF.  lockerhie  nooK 

It  was  tlic  voice  of  ,1  dream,  may  Iw, 
Hilt  It  seemed  that  the  .lend  man  said  to  me: 
"I,  indeed,  am  the  man  that  died 
Yesternight— and  yoii  weep  for  this ; 
Hut,  lo,  I  am  with  yon,  side  by  side, 
As  we  have  walked  when  the  summer  sun 
Made  the  smiles  of  our  faees  one 
And  louclied  our  lips  with  the  same  warm  kiss. 
Do  not  douht  that  I  tell  yoii  true— 
1  am  ihe  man  you  once  calle<l  friend, 
And  caught  my  han.l  when  1  came  to  you, 
Au<l  looseil  it  oidy  l.ecause  the  end 
Of  the  jiath  I  walked  of  a  sud<len  stopped- 
And  a  dead  man's  hand  must  needs  he  dropped- 
Anrl  I— thniiRh  it's  stranse  to  think  so  now— 
/  ha\e  Hcpt,  as  ymi  weep  for  me. 
And  pressed  hot  palms  to  my  aching  brow 
And  inoanc<l  throuffh  the  long  nisht  ceaselessly. 
Vet  ii.ivc  I  lived  to  forget  my  pain. 
As  yon  will  live  to  he  ^lad  again— 
Though  never  so  glad  as  this  hour  am  I, 
Tasting  a  raptnrc  of  delight 
\'ast  as  the  heavens  arc  infinite. 
And  dear  as  the  hour  I  came  to  die. 
Living  and  Inving,  I  dreamed  m.v  cup 
Brimnie<l  sometimes,  and  with  marvelings 
I  have  h'flcd  and  tipped  it  up 
And  drunk  to  (he  dregs  of  all  sweet  things. 
I-iving.  'twas  hut  a  dream  of  (diss— 
Now  I  renihe  all  it  is ; 
And  now  my  only  shadow  of  grief 
Is  that  I  may  not  give  relief 
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Unto  those  living  ami  dreaming  on, 
And  woo  them  graveward.  as  I  have  gone, 
And  show  death's  lovclincss.-fnr  they 
Shudder  and  shrink  as  they  walk  this  way, 
Never  dreaming  ihat  all  they  dread 
Is  their  purest  delight  when  dead." 

Thus  it  was,  or  it  seemed  to  be. 

That  the  voice  of  the  dead  man  spoke  to  me. 


^3j  The  Port  of  the  Future 

p.   THE  Poet  of  the  Future!    He  will  come  to  us  as 

^^■^    comes  ,    , 

The  beauty  of  the  bugle's  voiee  above  the  roar  o    drums- 
The  beauty  of  the  bugle's  voice  above  the  roar  and  dm 
Of  battle-drums  that  pulse  the  time  the  vctor  marches  m 
His  hands  will  hold  no  harp,  in  sooth;  his  l.fted  brow  w.U 

No  coronefof  laurel-nay,  nor  synAcl  anywhere. 

Save  that  his  palms  are  brothers  to  the  toder  s  a    the  plo«. 

His  face  to  heaven,  and  the  dew  of  duty  on  h,s  brow. 

He  will  sing  across  the  meadow,-and  the  woman  at  the 

Will  stly'the  dripping  bucket,  with  a  smile  ineffable; 
And  the  children  in  the  orchard  will  ga.e  w.stfnlly  the  w 
The  happy  song  comes  to  them,  with  the  fragrance  of  tlK 
hay; 
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The  barn  will  iicikIi  in  answer,  and  the  pasture-lands  bcliind 
Will  chime  with  bells,  and  send  responsive  lowings  down 

the  wind; 
And  all  the  echoes  of  the  wood  will  jf.bilantly  call 
In  sweetest  inimicr\  of  that  one  sweetest  voice  of  all. 

O  the  Poet  of  the  I'liture!    lie  will  come  as  man  to  man, 
With  the  honest  arm  of  labor,  and  the  honest  face  of  tan, 
The  honest  heart  of  lowliness,  the  honest  sonl  of  love 
Kor  human-kind  and  nature-kind  about  him  and  above. 
His  hands  will  hold  no  harp,  in  sooth;  his  lifted  brow  will 

bear 
Xo  coronet  of  laurel— nay,  nor  symbol  anywhere, 
Save  that  bis  palms  are  brothers  to  the  toiler's  at  the  plow. 
His  face  to  heaven,  and  the  dew  of  duty  on  his  brow. 


55./       A  Sca-Song  From  the  Shore 


H 


AIL!    Ho! 
Sail!     Ho\ 
Ahoy !    Ahoy !    Ahoy ! 
Who  calls  to  me, 
So  far  at  sea? 
Only  a  little  boy! 

Sail !     Ho ! 

Hail!     Ho! 
The  sailor  he  sails  the  sea : 

I  wish  he  would  capture 

A  little  sea-h'rse 
And  send  him  home  to  me. 
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1  wish,  as  lie  sails 

Thrnush  tlie  tropical  Rales, 
He  would  cali-li  me  a  sca-liiril,  too. 

With  its  silver  wings 

And  the  song  it  sings, 
And  its  breast  of  down  and  dew  ! 

I  wish  he  would  catch  me  a 

Little  mermaid. 
Some  island  where  he  lands, 

Wi'h  her  dripping  curls, 

And  her  crown  of  pearls. 
And  the  looking-glass  in  her  hands ! 

Hail!    Ho! 

Sail!    Ho! 
Sail  far  o'er  the  fabulous  main ! 

And  if  I  were  a  sailor 

I'd  sail  with  you, 
Though  I  never  sailed  back  again. 
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A  Song  of  the  Cruise 


OTHE  sun  and  the  rain,  and  the  rain  and  the  sun ! 
There'll  be  sunshine  again  when  the  tempest  is  dcm 
And  the  storm  will  beat  back  when  the  shining  is  past— 
But  in  some  happy  haven  we'll  anchor  at  last. 
Then  murmur  no  more. 
In  hdl  or  in  roar. 
But  smile  and  be  brave  till  the  voyage  is  o'er. 
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O  tlic  rain  arKi  the  sun,  and  llic  sun  an,!  tlic  rain ' 
When  the  tempest  is  done,  then  the  sunsliinc  nKain  • 
And  „,  rapture  we'll  ride  thrcmgli  the  st„rn,ie.t  Rale. 
I'or  God's  hand  's  on  the  helm  and  His  hreath  in  the  sail,. 

1  hen  murmur  no  more. 

In  lull  or  in  roar, 
But  smile  and  be  brave  till  the  voyage  is  o'er. 
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III  Swimming-T 
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^^LOUDS  above,  as  white  as  wool, 

Drifting  over  skies  as  l)luc 
As  the  eyes  of  beautiful 

Children  when  they  smile  at  you ; 
Groves  of  maple,  elm,  and  beech. 

With  the  sunshine  sifted  through 
Branches,  mingling  each  with  each, 

Him  with  shade  and  bright  with  dew ; 
Stripling  trees,  and  poplars  hoar. 
Hickory  and  sycamore. 
And  the  drowsy  dogwood  bowed 
Where  the  ripples  laugh  aloud. 
And  the  crooning  creek  is  stirred 

To  a  gaiety  that  now 
Mates  the  warble  of  the  bird 

Teetering  on  the  hazel-bough. 
Grasses  long  and  fine  and  fair 
As  your  school-boy  sweetheart's  hair, 
Backward  roached  and  twirled  and  twined 
By  the  fingers  of  the  wind. 
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Vines  and  mosses,  interlinked 

Dmvn  dark  aisles  and  deep  ravines, 
Where  ihe  stream  rnns,  willdw-brinkcd. 

Round  a  bend  where  some  one  leans 
Faint  and  vagnc  and  indistinct 

As  the  like  rellecled  thing 

In  the  current  shimmering. 
Childish  voices  farther  on. 
Where  the  truant  stream  has  gone 
Vex  the  echoes  of  the  wood 
Till  no  word  is  understood. 
Save  that  one  is  well  aware 
Happiness  is  hiding  there. 
There,  in  leafy  coverts,  nude 

Little  bodies  poise  and  leap, 
Spattering  the  solitude 
And  the  silence  everywhere — 

Mimic  monsters  of  the  deep! 
Wallowing  in  sandy  shoals — 

Plunging  headlong  out  of  sight ; 

And,  with  spurtings  of  deiight, 
Clutching  hands,  and  slippery  soles. 

Climbing  up  the  treacherous  steep 
Over  which  the  spring-board  spurns 
Each  again  as  he  returns. 

Ah!  the  glorious  carnival! 

Purple  lips  and  chattering  teeth — 
Kyes  that  burn — ^bnt,  in  beneath, 

Every  care  beyond  recall, 
Every  task  forgotten  quite — 
And  again,  in  dreams  at  night, 

Drop.?ing,  drifting  through  it  all! 
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S5;    "The  Little  Man  in  the  Tin-shop- 

\ynKXIwasnliuleboy,  l„„p,g„ 

And  spoke  of, l,c  theatre  aMhe  •■show" 
The  firs,  o„c  that  I  went  to  see, 
Mother's  brother  it  was  took  „,e_ 

Amlah,howpleasan,„ema<leitalIl 

T 'Stag,  the  "drop,"  an,,, he  frescoed  wall  • 
The  sudden  flash  of  the  lights;  and  oh 
The  orchestra,  with  its  melody 
And  the  lilt  and  jingle  and  jubilee 

Of  'The  Little  Man  in  the  Tin-shop  r 

For  Uncle  showed  me  the  "Leader"  there, 
i"  '';■'  "''"•  ^^''^  f^^'^head  and  long  bhck  h.ir- 
-M.owed  me  the  "Second,"  an,,  ""Cello  "nn-,,.: 
And  the  "R  Pin.  •-  •  '    ^"''    tiass," 

the     B-Flat,    poutmg  and  puffing  his  face 
A    the  httle  end  of  the  ho,n  he  blew 
Silvery  bubbles  of  music  through- 
And  he  coined  me  names  of  them,  each  in  turn 
Some  eom,ca,,,ame  that  I  laughed  tolear,'""' 
C  c  a,    on  down  to  the  last  and  best,- 
The  In-ely  little  man,  never  a.  rest. 

Who  b.des  away  at  the  end  of  the  string 
And  t.nkers  and  plays  on  everything,- 

Thats  "The  Little  Man  in  the  Tin-shop  r 

Raking  a  drum  like  a  rattle  of  hail, 
Clmking  a  cymbal  or  castanet; 
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Chirping  a  twitter  or  sending  a  wail 
Through  a  piccolo  that  thrills  me  yet; 
Reeling  ripples  of  riotous  bells, 
And  tipsy  tinkles  of  triangles — 
Wrangled  and  tangled  in  skeins  of  sound 
Till  it  seemed  that  my  very  soul  spun  round, 
As  I  leaned,  in  a  hreathlcss  joy,  toward  my 
Radiant  uncle,  who  snapped  his  eye 
And  said,  with  the  courtliest  wave  of  his  hand, 
"Why,  that  little  master  of  all  the  band 
Is  The  Little  Man  in  the  Tin-shop ! 

"And  I've  heard  Verdi,  the  Wonderful, 
And  Paganini,  and  Ole  Bull, 
Mozart,  Handel,  and  Mendelssohn. 
And  fair  Parepa,  whose  matchless  tone 
Karl,  her  master,  with  magic  bow, 
Blent  with  the  angels',  and  held  her  so 
Tranced  till  the  rapturous  Infinite— 
And  I've  heard  arias,  faint  and  low, 
From  many  an  operatic  light 
Glimmering  on  my  swimming  sight 
Dimmer  and  dimmer,  imtil,  at  last, 
I  still  sit,  holding  my  roses  fast 

For  The  Little  Man  in  the  Tin-shop." 

Oho !  my  Little  Man,  joy  to  you— 
And  yoMCt— and  theirs — your  lifetime  through! 
Though  I'l'c  heard  melodies,  boy  and  man, 
Since  first  the  "show"  of  my  life  began. 
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N'cvcr  yet  have  I  listened  to 
Sadder,  madder,  or  gladder  gleei 
Than  your  unharnionied  harmonies; 
F"r  yours  is  the  music  that  appeals' 
To  all  the  fervor  the  boy's  heart  feels- 
All  his  Klories,  his  wildest  cheers, 
His  bravest  hopes,  and  his  brightest  tears- 
And  so,  with  his  first  bouquet,  he  kneels 
To  "The  Little  Man  in  the  Tin-shop  " 
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Little  Marjorie 


"VyilF.REisliti 
There's  the 


little  Marjorie?" 
he  robin  in  the  tree. 
With  his  gallant  call  once  more 
From  the  houghs  above  the  door ! 
There's  the  bluebird's  note,  and  there 
Are  Spring-voices  everywhere 
Calling,  calling  ceaselessly— 
"Where  is  little  Marjorie?" 

And  her  old  playmate,  the  rain. 
Callitig  at  the  window-pane 
In  soft  .-.yiiables  that  win 
Not  her  answer  from  within— 
"Where  is  li.tle  Marjorie?"— 
Or  is  it  the  rain,  ah  me! 
Or  wild  gusts  of  tears  that  were 
Calling  us— not  calling  her ! 
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"Where  is  little  M.-irjorie?" 
Oh,  in  high  security 
She  is  hidden  frnni  the  reach 
Of  all  voices  that  beseech : 
She  is  where  no  troiihled  wi.rd, 
Sob  or  si({h  is  ever  heard. 
Since  God  whispered  tenderly — 
'•Where  is  little  Marjorit?" 


359 


To  a  Skull 

'^"*l'RN  your  face  this  way; 
-'■   I'm  not  weary  of  it — 
Every  hour  of  every  day 

More  and  more  I  love  it- 
Grinning  in  that  jolly  guise 
Of  bare  bones  and  empty  eyes'. 

Was  this  hollow  dome. 
Where  I  tap  my  finger. 

Once  the  spirit's  narrow  home — 
Where  yoi  loved  to  liiiijer. 

Hiding,  as  to-day  are  we. 

From  the  selfsame  destiny? 


O'er  and  o'er  again 
Have  I  put  the  query — 

Was  existence  so  in  vain 
That  you  look  so  cheery? — 

Death  of  such  a  benefit 

That  you  smile,  possessing  it? 
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Iiiil  y,ur  llinililiiii^r  |,rnw 

I  ire  of  ;ill  ilir  iliinir 

Of  such  faiicyiiiKs  as  ninv 

^ '  11.  at  last,  may  niter 

111  lliat  j;riii  S.J  grimly  Maud 

Only  ilwiili  can  iindcTsiand? 

'•  IS  llic  sli.illinv  Rice 

(''!  iiid  dreams  nf  pleasure 
Left  you  ever  wholly  free 
To  lliiat  out,  at  leisure, 
Oer  the  shoreless,  trackless  trance 
Of  unsounded  circumstance? 

Only  this  I  read 

In  your  changeless  features,— 
Von,  at  least,  have  gained  a  meed 

Held  from  living  creatures: 
Vou  have  naught  to  ask.— Beside, 
You  do  grin  so  satisfied! 


S6o  The  AU-Khul  Mother 

T  O,  whatever  is  at  hand 

Is  full  meet  for  the  demand: 
Xature  ofttinies  giveth  hest 
When  she  seemeth  chariest. 
She  hath  shap<n  shower  and  sun 
'lo  the  need  of  every  one- 
Summer  hiaiid  and  winter  drear, 
Dimpled  pool  and  iruzeii  mere 
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All  th'iii  laiki-st  she  li.illi  siill 
Nrar  thy  fimliiiK  ami  thy  fill. 
Yii'lil  her  (iillest  faiih.  ami  she 
Will  endow  thee  rcyally. 

Loveless  weed  and  lily  fair 

She  atlenileih,  here  and  there — 

Kindly  to  the  weed  as  to 

The  lorn  lily  teared  with  dew. 

Each  to  her  hath  nsc  as  dear 

As  the  other;  an  thou  elcar 

Thy  cloyed  senses  thon  niay'st  see 

Haply  all  the  mystery. 

Thon  shah  see  ihe  lily  git 

lis  divinest  hlossoni ;  yet 

Shnll  the  weed's  tip  hlouni  no  less 

With  the  song-bird's  glecfuhicss. 

Thou  art  poor,  or  thon  art  rich — 
Ncer  lifihtcst  matter  which; 
All  the  glad  gold  of  the  noon, 
All  the  silver  of  the  moon. 
She  doth  bvish  on  thee,  while 
Thou  withlioldest  any  smile 
Of  thy  gratitude  to  her, 
Baser  used  than  usurer. 
Shame  be  on  thee  an  thou  seek 
Not  her  pardon,  with  hot  check, 
And  bowed  head,  and  brimming  eyes, 
At  her  merciful  "Arise." 
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■^'^'  your  rial  ill 

Y'nrU  vi,,li„!    All  „„■! 

"I'w.is  f;i>lii.,iK(l  u'cr  ihc  sea, 
III  sl.,rii(l  It.ih- 

'Aliat  iiianir  wlicri? 
It  is  lis  vdicf  iliai  sways 
And  thrills  inc  as  it  plays 
The  airs  (if  ntlitr  days- 

■riii;  days  lliat  were  I 

Thin  let  ynnr  niaKic  bow 
(Jlidf  li(.|iily  to  and  fnj.— 
I  close  my  eyes,  and  so. 

In  vast  content, 
I  kiss  niy  hanil  to  you, 
And  to  ihe  tnnes  we  knew 
Of  old,  as  well  as  to 

Vour  instrnnient ! 

Poured  out  of  some  dim  dream 
Of  lullinn;  sounds  that  seem 
I.ike  ripples  of  a  stream 

Twanged  lightly  hy 
The  slender,  tender  hands 
Of  wecpinK-willnw  wands 
That  droop  where  gleaming  sands 

Antf 'pebbles  lie.    .    . 

A  melody  that  swoons 
In  all  the  truant  tunes 
Long  listless  afternoons 
Lure  from  the  breeze, 
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When  wooillaml  Ijuuglis  arc  stirreJ, 
Anil  moaning  doves  arc  heard, 
And  laughter  afterward 
Beneath  the  trees. 

Through  all  the  chorusing, 
I  hear  on  leaves  of  Spring 
The  drip  and  pattering 

Of  April  skies, 
With  echoes  faint  and  sweet 
As  baby-angel  feet 
Might  wake  along  a  street 

Of  Paradise. 


36?  The  Dead  Wife 

A  LWAYS  I  sec  her  in  a  saintly  guise 
^   ^  Of  lilied  raiment,  white  as  her  own  brow 
When  first  I  kissed  the  tear-drops  to  the  eyes 
That  smile  forever  now. 

Those  gentle  eyes !    They  seem  the  same  to  me. 

As,  looking  through  the  warm  dews  of  mine  own. 
I  see  them  gazing  downward  patiently 
Where,  lost  and  all  alone 


In  the  great  emptiness  of  night,  I  bow 

And  sob  aloud  for  one  returning  touch 
Of  the  dear  hands  that,  Heaven  having  now, 
1  need  so  much — so  much ! 
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3f>J  Give  Mc  the  Baby 

r^IVE  me  the  baby  to  hold,  my  dcar- 

To  hold  and  hug,  and  to  love  and  kiss 
Ah!  he  will  come  to  mo,  never  a  fe.ir-- 
Come  to  the  nest  of  a  breast  like  this. 
As  warm  for  him  as  his  face  with  cheer. 
Give  me  the  baby  to  hold,  my  dear! 

Trustfully  yield  him  to  my  caress. 

"Bother,"  you  say?    What!  a  "bother"  to  ,„<•'- 
1  o  fill  up  my  soul  with  such  happiness 

As  the  love  of  a  baby  that  laughs  to  be 
Smiggled  away  where  my  heart  can  hear' 
Give  me  the  bal.v  to  hold,  my  dear! 

Ah,  but  his  hands  are  grimed,  you  say. 
And  would  soil  my  laces  and  clutch' my  hair - 

Well,  what  would  pleasure  mc  more,  I  p,;,y 
Than  the  touch  and  fug  of  the  wee  hands  Ihcre  =- 

The  wee  hands  there,  and  the  warm  face  here- 

Give  me  the  baby  to  hold,  my  dear ! 

Give  me  the  baby!    (Oh,  won't  you  sec:' 

...    S"m"vhere,  out  where  the  green  of  ihe  lawn 
Is  turning  to  gray,  and  the  maple-tree 

Is  weeping  its  leaves  of  gold  uiron 
A  little  mound,  with  a  dead  rose  near.   .    .    .) 
Give  me  the  baby  to  hold,  my  dear! 
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j(5^  The  Little  Lady 

OTHE  Little  Lady  's  dainty 
As  the  picture  in  a  book, 
And  her  hands  are  creamy-whiter 

Than  the  water-lilies  look; 
Her  laugh  's  the  undrcwn'd  music 

Of  the  maddest  meadow-brook. — 
Yet  all  in  vain  I  praise  The  Little  Lady ! 

Her  eyes  are  blue  and  dewy 
As  the  glimmering  Summer-dawn,— 

Her  face  is  like  the  eglantine 
Before  the  dew  is  gone ; 

And  were  that  honied  mouth  of  hers 
A  bee's  to  feast  upon. 

He  'd  be  a  bee  bewildered,  Little  Lady ! 

Her  brow  makes  light  look  sallow ; 

And  the  sunshine,  I  declare, 
Is  but  a  yellow  jealousy 

Awakened  by  her  hair— 
For  O,  the  dazzling  glint  of  it 

Nor  sight  nor  soul  can  bear, — 
So  Love  goes  groping  for  The  Little  Lady. 
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Ati.l  yrt  she  's  noltlicr  Nymph  nor  Fay, 

Xnr  yet  of  Angelkiml  :— 
Slu-  -s  l.iit  a  racing  schoolfiirl,  uiih 

Her  hair  Wcnvn  out  behind 
And  tremblingly  iinbraidcd  by 

The  fingers  of  the  Wind, 
As  it  wildly  swoops  upon  The  Little  Lady. 


T/ic  Boy  Patriot 


J  WANT  to  be  a  Soldier!— 

A  Soldier!— 

A  Soldier!— 
want  to  be  a  Soldier,  with  a  sabre  in  my  hand 
Or  a  bttle  earbine  riile.  or  a  mnsket  on  my  shoulder 
Or  just  a  snare-dr„n,,  snarling  in  ,he  middle  nf  ,be  ban<l- 

U-hd  n  rV'"''  "'"'"*•"'•  ''■'"  "'■'  '^'■■•«  "•••P  '>-  wings 
\  h.le  all  he  Army,  following,  in  ehorus  cheers  and  sing!' 
I  want  to  hear  the  tramp  and  jar 

Of  patriots  a  million. 
.■\s  gayly  dancing  ofT  to  war 
As  dancing  a  cotillion. 

/  TC',;«(  lo  be  a  Soldier!— 

A  Soldier.'— 

A  Soldier.'— 
^■an,  to  be  a  Soldier.  ,,i,h  „  sabre  in  „„  ,u,„d 
<^-  a  hnh'  earbiue  rifle,  or  a  musket  on  „"„.  shoulder 
■  ml  a  snare-drum,  .vwrling  in  tl,e  middle  of  the  baud. 
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I  want  to  see  the  battle ! — 

The  battle!— 

The  battle  !— 
I  want  to  see  the  battle,  and  be  in  it  to  the  end  ;— 
I  want  to  hear  the  cannon  clear  their  throats  and  catch  tlic 

prattle 
Of  all  the  pretty  compliments  the  enemy  can  send  ! — 
And  then  I  know  my  wits  will  go,— and  where  I  should  n't 

be- 
Well,  there's  the  spot,  in  any  fight,  that  you  may  search  for 

me. 
So,  when  our  foes  have  had  their  fill, 

Thoujjh  I'm  among  the  dying, 

To  see  The  Old  Flag  flying  still, 

I'll  laugh  to  leave  her  flying! 

/  'diant  to  be  a  Soldier! — 

A  Soldier! — 

A  Soldier! — 
/  -want  to  he  a  Soldier,  with  a  sabre  in  my  hand 
Or  a  little  earbine  rifle,  <<r  a  musket  on  mv  shoulder. 
Or  just  a  sna'e-drum,  snarling  in  the  middle  of  the  band. 
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No  Bo\  Kiwzcs 


THERE  arc  many  things  that  boys  may  know- 
Why  this  and  that  are  thus  and  so, — 
Who  made  the  world  in  the  dark  and  lit 
The  great  sun  up  to  lighten  it : 
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Boys  know  new  tilings  cverv  ilav- 
VVlicn  tlicy  study,  or  wlicii  tiny  play,- 
When  they  idle,  or  sow  and  reap- 
But  no  boy  knows  when  lie  goes  to  sleep. 

Boys  who  listen- or  should,  at  least,— 

May  know  that  the  round  old  earth  rolls  East  •- 

And  know  thai  the  iee  .-.nd  the  snow  and  the  rai'n- 

Kver  repeatnig  their  parts  again— 

Are  all  jnst  water  the  sunheanis  first 

Sip  from  the  earth  in  their  endless  thirst. 

And  pour  again  till  the  low  streams  leap!— 

But  no  boy  knows  when  he  goes  to  sleep. 

A  boy  may  know  what  a  long,  glad  while 

It  has  been  to  him  sinec  the  dawn's  first  smile 

When  forth  he  fared  in  the  realm  divine 

Of  brook-laeed  woodland  an>l  spun-snnshine-- 

He  may  know  each  call  of  his  truant  mates 

And  the  paths  they  went.-and  the  pasture-gates 

Of  the   cross-lots  home  through  the  <lusk  so  deep- 

ihit  no  boy  knows  when  he  goes  to  sleep. 

0  I  have  followed  me,  o'er  and  o'er. 

From  ihc  flagrant  drowse  on  the  parlor-floor, 
To  the  pleading  v    oc  of  the  mother  when 

1  even  doubted  I  heard  it  then— 

To  the  sense  of  ,-,  kiss,  an<l  a  moonlit  room, 
And  dewy  odors  of  locu.st  bloom— 
A  sweet  white  cot— and  a  cricket's  cheep.— 
But  no  boy  kno„s  when  he  goes  to  sleep. 
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5^7  A  Masque  of  the  Seasons 

Scene— .'I  kilclicii— Group  of  CUiUh.-tt.pnt>pm{i  corn.— The 
Pairy  Queen  of  the  Seasons  discorercd  In  llie  smoke  of 
the  corn-popper.— Worinu  her  wond.  nnd.  wilh  eeri,-. 
sharp,  imperious  cjaeuUilions.  addres.iiiin  the  liespelUd 
auditors,  xi'ho  neither  sec  nor  hear  her  nor  su.-,peet  her 
presence. 

QUEEN 

Summer  or  Winter  or  Spring  or  Fall,— 
Which  do  you  like  the  best  of  all? 

j  LITTI.E   JAr^I-ER 

When  I'm  dressed  warm  as  warm  can  be, 

And  with  boots,  to  go 

Thrniigb  the  deepest  snnw, 
Winter-time  is  the  time  for  me ! 

QUEEN 

Summer  or  Winter  or  Spring  or  Fall,— 
Which  do  you  like  the  best  of  all? 

LITTLE    MII.nREn 

I  like  blossoms,  and  birds  that  sing; 

The  grass  and  the  dew, 

And  the  sunshine,  too, — 
So,  best  of  all  I  like  the  Spring. 
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QLEEIf 
Siiiiiincr  or  Wipiipr  r,r  i;.    • 

'-I1TLE    MA.VUKVILI.E 

O  liUle  fric.ls,  I  ,„o„  rejoice 
WlK-n  I  hear  ll,e  drums 
As  ihe  Circus  conies  — 

i=o  Sunn.,er-,i,„es  n,y  sp<.cial  choice. 

QUEEN 

S..n„         or  Winter  or  Spring  „r  Fall,- 
U  Inch  do  you  like  the  Lest  of  all? 

LITTLE  EDITH 

Apples  of  rul,y,  and  pears  of  gold 
And  Rrapcs  of  blue 
That  ,he  !,ee  stiuRs  thronsh.- 
"'~"  '^  ^"  'hat  n,y  heart  canhold! 

QUEEN 

Soh!  n,y  lovelings  and  pretty  dears, 
Yo.,ve.„c/,  a  favorite,  it  appears,- 

Strntmer  and  VVinter  and  Spring  and  Fa!,- 
ihats  the  reason  I  send  them  „/// 
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Some  Sou.js  After  Maslcr- 
SiiKjcrs 


SONG 
[W.    S.l 

X  1  r  ITH  a  hey !  and  a  hi !  and  a  h.y-ho  rhynu- ! 
V V  o  the  shepherd  lad 

He  is  ne'er  so  glad 
As  when  he  pipos,  in  the  blosso.n-time. 

So  rare ! 
While  Kate  picks  by,  yet  looks  not  there. 

So  rare!  so  rare! 
iyilhaUcy!a<,dalu<a»dalw! 
Tlu-urasscs  curdle '.chcrc  the  da,s,csbhn.. 

With  a  hey  land  a  hi  land  a  hey-ho  vow! 

Then  he  sips  her  lace 

At  the  sweetest  place— 
And  ho!  how  white  is  the  hawthorn  now  !- 

So  rare !— 
And  the  daisied  world  rocks  round  them  there. 

So  rare!  so  rare! 
iyi„,ahey!andahi!audaho! 
The  grasses  curdle  .vhere  the  dames  llo'^l 

TO  THE  CHILD  JVU\ 
[R.   H.l 

IITTLE  Jvilia,  since  that  we 
-« May  not  as  our  elders  be, 
I  ct  us  blithely  fill  the  days 
Of  our  youth  with  pleasant  plays. 
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First  we  '11  up  at  earliest  dawn, 
While  as  yet  th-  dew  is  on 
The  sooth'd  grasses  and  the  pied 
Blossomings  of  morningtide ; 
Next,  with  rinsed  checks  that  shine 
As  the  enamell'd  cslantiiip, 
We  will  break  our  fast  nn  bread 
With  both  cieam  and  honey  spread; 

'I'licn,  with  many  a  challenge-call 
We  will  romp  from  house  and  hall 
Gypsying  with  the  birds  and  bees 
Of  the  srecn-trcssd  garden  trees. 
In  a  bower  of  leaf  and  vine 
Thou  Shalt  be  a  lady  fine 
Held  in  duress  by  ihe  great 
Giant  1  shall  personate. 
Next,  when  many  mimics  moie 
Like  to  these  we  have  played  o'er. 
We  '11  betake  us  home-along 
Hand  in  hand  at  evensong. 


THE   nOLLv's    MOTHER 
fw.  W.) 


J^  1-ITTLE  maid,  of  summers  'our- 

Did  you  compuic  her  years,— 
And  yet  how  infinitely  more 
To  me  her  age  appears : 
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1  mnrk  tlic  Mvcet  child's  scri'Mis  air, 

Al  lur  iinpl.iyfill  play  — 
TliL-  tiny  >lc'll  i-lic  motlurs  there 

And  lulls  to  sleep  away, 

Grows-'ncath  tlu-  grave  siniilimde- 

An  infant  real,  to  me. 
And  she  a  saint  of  moihcrhood 

In  hale  maturity. 

So,  pausing  in  my  h^nely  round, 

And  all  unseen  uf  her, 
I  stand  uncovercd-hcr  profound 

And  abject  worshipper. 


WIND  OF  THE  SEA 
[A.  T.l 

WIND  of  the  Soa,  come  fHll  my  s.-ul— 
Lend  me  the  breath  of  a  freshening  gale 
.\nd  bear  mv  pnrt-woni  ship  away! 
I-or  O  the  greed  of  the  tedious  towu- 
The  shutters  up  and  the  shutters  down! 

Wind  of  the  Sea,  sweep  over  the  bay 
And  bear  inc  away !— away ! 

Whither  you  bear  me.  Wind  of  the  Sea, 
Matters  never  the  least  to  me : 

Give  me  your  fogs,  witn  the  sails  adr.p. 
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Or  the  ^.clurinK  pail.  thru'  the  M.tIcss  niKht- 
On,  s.miiwh.re.  is  a  „,.„.  ,|,,y|i„|„ 
Aii.l  the  chctrj-  Klim  „f  ,„„„i,^^  ,|,ip 
As  Its  oiUirs  (hp  aiicl  diii ! 

Wi.Hl  of  the  Sea,  sweep  over  the  bay 
And  bear  me  away!— away! 


HORN   TO  THE   FUWLE 


[w.  M.] 

]Y|  OST-LIKK  it  was  th,>  kingly  h„l 
Spake  out  of  the  piirc  joy  he  had 
In  h.s  child-hoart  of  the  wee  maid 
Whose  eerie  beauty  sudden  lai  ! 
A  spell  iipon  him,  and  his  words 
Unrit  as  a  song  of  any  bird's  :— 

A  peerless  Princess  thou  shall  be, 
ThroHKh  wit  of  l„ve's  rare  sorcery: 
To  crown  the  crown  of  ihy  r„M  hair 
'Ihoi,  Shalt  have  rubies,  bleeding  (here 
Their  crimson  splendo,  midst  the  marred 
Pulp  of  great  pearls,  and  afterward 
Leaking  in  fainter  ruddy  stains 
Adown  thy  neck-and-armlet-chains 
Of  tuninoise,  chrysoprase,  and  mad 
Light-frenzied  dian.on.ls.  dartling  glad 
Swift  spirts  of  shine  that  interfuse 
As  though  with  lucent  crystal  dews 
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That  glance  ami  KliUcr  like  split  rays 
Of  sunshine,  b.Tn  -f  ImrRenninK  May* 
When  the  first  l.ic  tilts  iluwn  the  Up 
Of  the  first  hlussoin.  aii'l  the  drip 
Of  l.len.led  .lew  .in.l  honey  heaves 
Him  Minded  nii.lst  the  im.lerleaNes. 

lor  raiment.  Kays  shall  weave  lor  thee- 

Ont  of  the  phosi.hor  of  the  sea 

And  Ih.       •iye<l  tl"-s  -''  *>■"■''»<'"•  '>'"" 

Wilhc.  rwarpof  the  firm  snn— 

A  vesture  of  sueh  fdmy  sheen 

As.  through  all  a^es,  never  .lUeen 

■11,'crewith  strove  truly  to  make  less 

One  /air  line  of  her  loveliness. 

Thus  Kowned  and  erowne.l  with  wems  ...id  gold, 

Thou  Shalt,  throuRh  centuries  untold, 

R.ile,  ever  young  and  ever  fair. 

As  uow  thou  rulest,  smiling  there. 

SiUBTl-ETY 
iR.B.l 

Willi  ST  little  Paul,  oonvalesciii).;,  w,-i^  slaying 
Clu.',.  indoors,  and  his  hoisterons  classmates  payi.K 
1  li,„  visits,  with  fresh  ^-liool-notes  and  surpnses- 
With  neltlin.' pride  they  ^prung  the  word    At.h  tic. 

With  much  advice  and  urginus  sympathetic 

Aiiem  "alh  .tic  CNcrcises."    Wise  as 
Ud  might  look.  .luothlMiil:     •■I've  pondered  oei  that 
■Athletic-  h.u  I  mean  to  '..-.We.  before  that. 

Downstairic  atd  outdooric  exercises. 
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.?rf9      The  Treasure  of  the  U  'ise  Man 

0"''^"'K'»  «•■■>»  dark  am' , he  ,„«1„  „.as  la.o. 

Arul  tlu-  rol,l,crs  came  to  rol,  |,i„, . 
An.   llu.y  pickcl  the  locks  of  his  palace-ga.e 
'  iH'Mihb.rs  thai  came  torch  him- 

ll'.ypk-kc<l.hc.|ocksnfhispalacc.gate 
•V.zcd  h,s  jewels  a.ul  gems  of  stat., 
il.s  cfTcrs  of  gold  and  his  priceless  pla.c.- 
1  he  robbers  that  came  to  rob  hitn. 

I!m  loiul  laughed  he  in  the  morning  red  I- 

'•"I  of, vhat  had  the  robbers  robbed  him  ?- 
J lo!  hidden  safe,  as  he  slept  in  bcrl, 

When  the  robbers  came  -n  rob  him- 
1  hey  robbed  him  not  of  a  golden  shred 
Of  .l.e  childish  dreams  in  his  wise  old  head- 
And  they  re  welcome  to  all  things  else,"  he  said 
When  the  robbers         ;  to  rob  him 


'■'^'^  Evensong 

JAV  away  the  story,— 

■*-'  Though  the  theme  is  sweet, 

There  's  a  lack  of  something  yet, 

Leaves  it  incomplete:— 
There  's  a  nameless  yearning— 

Strangely  undefined— 
For  a  story  sweeter  still 
Than  the  written  kind. 
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Therefore  read  no  longer— 

1  've  no  heart  to  hear 
But  just  something  you  make  up, 

O  my  mother  dear  — 
With  your  arms  around  me, 

Hold  me,  folded-eyed,— 
Only  let  your  voice  go  on— 

I  '11  be  satisfied. 
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A  Song  of  Singiug 

CTNG!  gangling  lad,  along  the  brink 

O     Of  wild  brook-ways  of  shoal  and  deep. 

Where  kiUdees  dip,  and  cuttle  drink. 

And  glinting  little  minnows  leap! 
Sing!  slimpsy  lass  who  trips  above 
And  sets  the  font-log  quivermg! 
Sing!  bittern,  bumble-bee,  and  dove- 
Sing  !  Sing !  Sing ! 

Sing  as  you  will,  O  singers  all 

Who  sing  because  you  t.vnt  to  smg . 
Sing!  peacock  on  the  orchard  wall. 

Or  tree-toad  by  the  tricKling  sprmgl 
Sing!  every  bird  on  every  hough— 
"  Sing !  ^very  living,  loving  thing- 
Sing  any  song,  and  anyhow, 
But  Sing!  Sing!  Sing! 
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J/-'       The  Book  of  Joyous  Children 

gOUND  and  LordcrcJ  in  Icaf-grccn 

E<lsed  will,  trcllised  l,„d,  and  flowers 
And  glad  Sinnnier-gol.l.  will,  clean 

VVhile  and  purple  n>orning-glories 
Snch  as  MUX  ,l,e  songs  and  stories 
Of  (Ins  bock  ot  ours, 
Unrevised  in  text  or  scene,— 

The  Book-  of  Joyous  Children. 
Wild  and  breathless  in  their  glee— 

Lawless  rangers  of  all  ways 
\\'inding  through  lush  greenery 

Of  Elysian  vafes-thc  viny, 
Bowery  groves  of  shady,  shiny 
ilaunts  of  childish  days. 
Spread  and  read  again  with  uie 

'Ihe  Book-  of  Joyous  ChiMren. 
^\'l>nl  a  whir  of  wings,  and  what 
Sudden  drench  of  dews  upon 

Jheyonngbrows.  wreathed,  all  unsought 
With  the  applc-blosson,  garlands 
Of  the  poets  of  those  far  lands 
"  hence  all  dreams  are  drawn 
Set  herein  and  soiling  „ot 

The  Book  of  Joyous  Children. 
In  Iheir  blithe  companionship 

Taste  again,  these  pages  through, 
The  hot  honey  on  your  lip 

Of  the  sun-smit  wild  strawberry, 
Or  the  chill  tart  of  the  cherry;  ' 
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Kneel,  all  glowing,  to 
The  cool  spring,  and  with  it  sip 

The  Book  of  Joyous  Children. 

As  their  la-ighter  needs  no  rule, 

So  accept  their  language,  pray.— 
Touch  it  not  with  any  tool : 

Surely  we  may  understand  it,— 
As  the  heart  has  parsed  or  scainicd  it 
Is  a  worthy  way. 
Though  found  not  in  any  School 

The  Book  of  Joyous  Children. 


Be  a  truant— know  no  place 

Of  prison  under  heaven's  rim! 
Front  the  Father's  smiling  face- 
Smiling,  that  yoH  smile  the  brighter 
For  the  heavy  hearts  made  lighter. 
Since  you  smile  with  Him. 
Take— and  thank  Him  for  His  grace— 
The  Book  of  Joyous  Children. 


MISCELLANY 


373  God  Bless  Us  Every  One 

"QOD  bless  i,s  every  one!"  prayed  Tiny  Tim, 
Crippled   and  dwarfed  ofbody,  vet  so  tall 
Of  soul,  we  tiptoe  earth  to  look  on  him. 
High  towering  over  all. 

He  loved  the  loveless  world,  nor  dreamed  indeed 

1  hat  It,  at  best,  could  give  to  him,  the  while. 
But  pitying  glances,  when  his  only  need 
Was  but  a  cheery  smile. 

And  thus  he  prayed,  "God  bless  us  every  one!"- 

Enfolding  all  the  creeds  within  the  span 
Of  his  child-heart;  and  so.  despising  none. 
Was  nearer  saint  than  man. 

I  hke  to  fancy  God,  in  Paradise, 

Lifting  a  finger  o'er  the  rhythmic  swing 
Of  chiming  harp  and  song,  with  eager  eyes 
Turned  earthward,  listening— 

The  Anthem  stilled-the  Angels  leaning  there 

Above  the  golden  walls— the  morning  sun 
Of  Christmas  bursting  flower-like  with  the  prayer, 
"God  bless  us  every  one !" 
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^7.;  JVIicii  She  Comes  Home 

Wir.N  she  comes  hnnie  again!    A  thousand  v.'ays 
I  fashion,  to  myself,  the  tcmlemess 
Of  my  glad  welcome:    I  sh.dl  treml.U— yes ; 
And  touch  her,  as  when  first  in  the  old  <lays 
I  touched  her  girlish  hand,  nor  dared  upra.se 
Mine  eyes,  such  was  my  faim  heart's  sweet  d.strc-ss. 
Then  silence:  and  the  perfume  of  her  dress: 
The  room  will  sway  a  little,  and  a  haze 
Cloy  eyesight-soulsight,  even-for  a  space; 
Ana  tears-yes;  and  the  ache  here  in  the  throat. 
To  know  that  I  so  ill  deserve  the  place 
}kr  arms  m^ke  (or  me;  and  the  sohhmg  note 
I  stay  with  kisses,  ere  the  tearful  face 
Again  is  hidden  in  the  old  embrace. 


H^ 


^y^   The  Romaunt  of  King  Monlameer 

■  O !  did  ye  hear  o"  Mordameer, 
The  King  of  Slumberland ! 
A  lotus-crown  upon  his  brow— 

A  poppy  in  his  hand. 
And  all  the  elves  that  people  dreams 

To  bow  at  his  command. 
His  throne  is  wrought  of  blackest  night. 

Enriched  with  rare  designs 
Wherein  the  blazing  comet  runs 

And  writhes  and  wreaths  and  twines 
About  a  crescent  angel-face 
That  ever  smiling  shines. 
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The  dais  is  of  woven  rays 

Of  starlight  fringed  with  shade 
And  jewelled  oer  with  ge.ns  of  dew, 

And  dyed  and  interlaid 
With  every  gleaming  tint  and  hue 

Of  which  the  flowers  are  made. 

And  when  the  day  has  died  away 
In  darkness  o'er  the  land, 

The  King  bends  down  his  dusky  face 
And  takes  the  sleeper's  hand, 

And  lightly  o'er  his  folded  eyes' 
He  waves  his  ;  agic  wand. 

And  lo!  within  his  princely  home. 

Upon  his  downy  bed. 
With  soft  and  silken  coverlets 

And  curtains  round  him  spread, 
The  rich  man  rolls  in  troubled  sleep, 
And  moans  in  restless  dread : 


I'i 


s  eyes  are  closed,  yet  .Mordameer 

>'ay  see  their  stony  stare 
As  plainly  fixed  in  agony 

As  though  the  orbs  were  bare 
And  glaring  at  the  wizard  throng 

That  fills  the  empty  air:— 

A  thousand  shapes,  with  phantom  japes 

Dance  o'er  the  sleeper's  sight,— 
With  fingers  bony-likc  and  lean, 
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And  faces  pinched  and  white, 
And  withered  cheeks,  and  sunken  eyes 
With  cvcr-ravening  sight. 

And  such  the  dreams  that  Mordameer 
Brings  to  the  child  of  Pride. — 

The  worn  and  wasted  i'  rms  that  he 
Hath  stinted  and  denied — 

Of  those  who  filled  his  colTers  up 
And  empty-handed  died. 

And  then  again  he  waves  his  wand: 

And  from  his  lair  of  straw 
The  felon,  with  his  fettered  limbs. 

Starts  up  with  fear  and  awe, 
And  stares  with  starting  eyes  upon 

A  vision  of  the  law : 

A  grim  procession  passes  by. 
The  while  he  glares  in  fear — 

With  faces,  from  a  wanton's  smile 
Down  to  a  demon's  leer, — 

The  woman  marching  at  the  front. 
The  hangman  at  the  rear. 

All  ways  arc  clear  to  Mordameer: 
The  ocean  knows  his  tread ; 

His  feet  are  free  on  land  or  sea; — 
Above  the  sailor's  head 

He  hangs  a  dream  of  home,  and  bends 
Above  his  cottage-bed ; 
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And,  nestled  in  the  moti.ers  arms, 

A  cliild  surpassint;  fair, 
In  shnnlHT  lies,  its  tiny  hands 

EiitaiiRled  in  licr  hair, 
Atid  round  its  face  a  sm'ile  that  moves 

Its  lips  as  though  in  prayer. 

And  !o- the  R.od  kins  feasts  its  eves 
W.th  fruits  from  forciR,,  shores" 

And  pink-lipped  shells  that  ever  m'ock 
1  he  ocean  as  it  roars ; 

And  in  the  mother's  arms  ho  folds 
The  form  that  she  adores. 

Through  all  the  hovels  of  ,he  poor 
He  steals  with  noiseless  tread 

And  presses  kisses  o'er  and  oer 
W  here  sorrow's  tears  are  shed 

Till  old  caresses  live  once  more  ' 
riiat  are  forever  dead. 

Above  the  soldier  in  his  tent 
Are  Rlorious  hattles  fouRht ; 

And  o'er  the  prince's  velvet  couch, 
And  o'er  the  peasant's  cot, 

And  o'er  the  pallet  of  disease 
His  wondrous  spells  are  wrought. 

He  bends  him  o'er  the  artist's  cot 

And  fills  his  da.^led  mind 
With  airy  forms  that  float  about 
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Like  cloiiils  in  summer  wind, 
O'er  landscapes  that  the  angels  wrought 
And  God  llimsilf  designed. 

And  drifting  ihrmigh  the  pnet's  dreams 
The  seraph  trails  her  wings, 

And  fdls  the  chancels  (if  his  sonl 
With  heavenly  whisperings: 

Till,  swooning  with  delight,  he  hears 
The  song  he  never  sings. 


He  walks  the  wide  worhl's  every  way. 
This  monarch  grand  and  grim ; 

All  paths  that  reach  the  human  heart, 
However  faint  and  dim. 

He  journeys,  for  the  <larkc5t  night 
Is  light  as  day  to  him. 

And  thus  the  lordly  .Mordamecr 
Rules  o'er  his  mystic  realm. 

With  gems  from  out  the  star's  red  core 
To  light  his  diadem, 

An<l  kings  and  emperors  to  kneel 
And  kiss  his  garment's  hem. 

For  once,  upon  a  night  of  dreams, 

Adown  the  aisles  of  space 
I  strayed  so  far  that  T  forgot 

Mine  own  abiding-place, 
And  wandered  into  Shunhorland, 

And  met  him  face  to  face. 
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The  II  'cravifc 


gHE  came  to  me  in  a  dazzling  Rniso 

Of  gleaming  tres,e«  and  slimmcring  ovc<i 
J\  ■II.  long,  limp  lashes  .hat  drmp,„|  nnd  made 
J-or  their  balcfnl  glances  l,n,vors  of  .i,a,le  ■ 
And  a  face  so  white-so  white  and  sleek   ' 
I  hat  the  roses  blooming  in  either  cheek 
blamed  and  burned  with  a  erin,so„  glow 
Redder  than  ruddiest  roses  blow- 
Redder  than  blc»<l  of  the  roses  know 
■1  hat  Autumn  spills  in  the  drifted  snow 
Ami  what  co,d<l  my  fluttering,  moth-winged  soul 
i'o  Inil  hover  in  her  control?— 
Wiih  its  little,  bewildered  bead-eye,  fixed 

\\JK-re  the  gold  .and  the  white  and, he  e,in,s„nmi.od; 
A.ul  when  the  tune  of  her  low  laugh  went 
l  P  from  that  ivory  instrument 
That  you  would  have  calle.l  her  throat.  I  swear 
The  notes  built  nests  in  her  gifded  hair 
An.l  nestled  and  whistled  and  twittered  there 
And  wooed  me  and  won  me  to  my  despair. 
And  thus  it  „-as  that  she  lured  me  on 
Jill  the  latest  gasp  of  my  love  was  gone 
And  my  soul  lay  dead,  with  a  loathing  face 
lurned  in  vain  from  her  dread  embrace - 
For  even  its  poor  dead  eyes  could  see 
Her  sharp  teeth  sheathed  in  the  flesh  of  me 
And  her  dripping  lips,  as  she  turned  to  shake 
Ihe  red  froth  ofT  that  her  greed  did  make 
As  my  heart  gripped  hold  of  a  deathless  ache 
And  the  kiss  of  her  stung  like  the  fang  of  a  snake 
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7     Oiil  of  Ihc  Dark  ami  the  Dearth 

HO!  I)iit  the  darkness  was  dii.soly  black! 
Ami  yoiiiiR  feci  faltered  and  groped  their  way, 
With  never  the  gleam  of  a  star,  alack! 
Nor  a  nioiiiibeani's  lamest  ray! — 
niind  of  light  as  the  blind  of  sight  — 
And  that  was  the  night— the  night ! 

And  out  of  the  blackness,  vague  and  vast, 

And  out  of  the  dark  and  the  dearth,  behold  !— 
A  great  ripe  radiance  grew  at  last 
And  burst  like  a  bubble  of  gold. 
Gilding  the  way  that  the  feet  danced  on.— 
And  that  was  the  dawn— The  Dawn  1 


?-,9  For  Yon 

FOR  you,  I  could  forget  the  gay 
Delirium  of  merriment. 
And  let  my  laughter  die  away 
In  endless  silence  of  content. 
I  could  forget,  for  your  dear  sake, 
The  utter  emptiness  and  ache 
Of  every  loss  I  ever  knew. — 
What  could  I  not  forget  for  you? 


I  could  forget  the  just  deserts 
Of  mine  own  sins,  and  so  erase 

The  tear  that  burns,  the  smile  that  hurts. 
And  all  that  mars  and  masks  my  face. 


Tiin:  LocKKRBin  book 

f<^r  y„„r  f.-,ir  sake  \  cnul.l  Ug.t 
I  Ik-  Im„„1s  of  lif,  ,1,,,,  ,|,af,,  „,„,  f.^j 
Nor  car.,  if  .l.a,!,  ^.,,,  ,.,,,,  „^  ,^^_^_ 
"''••t,-„„|,|  l,„„  ,,,rgei  f„rj.o»? 

\\liat  could  l„ot  forget?    Al.  me! 

One  thing  |  i;,,,,^  ,v.o„i,i  s,j||  ^[,jj^. 
I'ortver  in  my  memnry, 
■'■l'<"'Kli  all  of  love  were  lost  beside- 
I  y^t  «o.>ld  feel  how  first  the  wine 
Of  your  sweet  lips  ma.le  fools  of  mine 
,.  ",    "''■>■  ^""K'  a"  firnnken  thro„gh_ 
What  could  1  not  forget  for  you?" 


SFQ 


iMiighh'r 


■YyiTHIX  the  cosiest  corner  of  mv  drenn.s 

Portrnv- i""'  '"*','',""™'"'  '^'^'-^  ^"  K"<ls  that  he 
i'ortraycd  m  n.arhle-cold  mvthologv 

S."ce  from  his  Joyous  eyes  a. winkle  Mleams 
So  warn,  with  life  and  li^ht  i,  ,,.„  ,^,„,;' 

Sp"y.ng  in  mists  o,  sunshine  over  nu- 

And  tmngled  with  such  rippling  ecstasy' 
As  overleaps  his  lips  in  laughing  streams. 

Ho!  h,.,k  on  him,  and  say  if  he  be  old 
Oryoutfu,!    Hand  in  hand  with  gray  old  T-.ne 

He  toddled  when  an  infant:  and.  behold  !- 
He  hath  not  aged,  but  to  the  lusty  prime 

Of  babyhood_his  brow  a  trifle  bold- 

H.s  hair  a  ravelled  nimbus  of  gray  gold 
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5,9o  Tlw  ll'ilcli  of  r.rkmurden 

I 

■tl  fllO  caiilmtli  fnrlli  in  llic  niKlH  sn  late— 
VV   So  late  in  llu-  iiit{hl,  and  so  ninli  the  <lawn? 
'Tis  Tlic  Wilch  of  i:rknmnlen  who  leapclh  the  Kale 
Of  ilie  old  elnirehyanl  where  the  three  Sprites  wait 
Till  the  whir  of  her  hroom  is  gone. 

And  who  pcereth  down  from  the  helfry  tall. 

With  the  (ihostwhile  face  anil  the  Rhaslly  stare, 
Willi  lean  han<ls  elinehed  in  the  Rrate.l  wall 
Where  the  red  vine  rasps  and  the  rank  leaves  fall. 
And  tlie  clotk-stroke  drowns  his  prayer? 


The  wee  hahe  wails,  and  the  storm  grows  loud, 

Nor  deeper  the  dark  of  the  night  may  be, 
For  the  liHlitnins's  claw,  with  a  great  wet  cloud. 
Hath  wiped  the  moon  and  the  wild-eyed  crowd 
Of  the  stars  out  wrathfully. 

Knuckled  and  kinked  as  the  hunchback  shade 

Of  a  thorn-tree  bcndeth  the  beldam  old 
Over  the  couch  where  the  mother-maid. 
With  her  prayerful  eyes,  and  the  bale  are  laid. 
Waiting  the  doom  untold. 

"Mother,  O  Mother,  T  only  crave 
Mercy  for  him  and  the  babe— not  me  1" 
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'''f"^h'f..ri.„,„k,,l,  M,yl,r,.m,onive 
()f.nv.«.,,wl,i,o,,,ruu.N.a„,,„,,,.„,^,,,g„^,^ 

■\"<I  .,  ,„„uml  f.,r  ,„y  cl.il.lrn,  ,I,r.c.." 

■•M'"Ikt,  O  AfoiIuT,  I  only  pray 
f'ly  for  hi,„  wlln  is  so,,  ,o  ,(,,.. 

"'  '"Ko,  ,.„...  „o,  a,  „,..;,„,„„,,„„ 

I  «ilM.ury  i„y  chiMr™  tlncH" 

•■•'•|;-nlMrk!()AI,,t|,..r,  r,,,,,^,,•scrv-- 
™r  l„,s  c.,r«.  fro,,,  ,lu.  ..|,„r<-l,-,owc.r  „ow,- 
'"'';■     '""  ^^"'•'"  'i'l  "•>■  l.au.  shall  .1,V. 
1  'I  li.M  as  Iioavc,  uurnally 
H.'  sraK',1  lo  Slid,  as  tli,.i,!'" 

An  i„fa,„'s  «,,il-,lK.n  a  lan«l,,  ,o,l  wo,, 

.a.s,ra„gK.,,„,e,el,oc.sof.lc.c.pc.s,,,,,l; 
■^"'    ..  111.  '.amlshniiksof  ii«|„„i„^,  ,l„„ 

An. lllK.,,,oo„b.,l«„,o.,,  like  „«,,,,, ,,,,,,_ 
An.l  a  shower  of  hloo.l-siars  fdl. 


There  ,.,  one  wi.le  Rrave  scooped  nnder  .ho  eaves 

,,"'''V'r""-"'''^^ -->'•■-"'<  weep.. 

Ami   veiled  by  ,he  niis,  ,ha,  ,he  dead  s.orn,  weaves 

ThH,aK  bends  low.  and  ,he  earth  receives 
Mother  and  child  asleep. 

Tlure's  the  print  of  the  hand  at  either  throa, 

A„d,hefnnhyoo.ea,t,,e,ipsofeacl, 
HiU  both  snnic  up  where  the  new  stars  float. 
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And  the  nioiin  sails  out  like  a  silver  boat 
Unloosed  from  a  stormy  beach. 


Bright  was  the  morn  when  the  sexton  gray 
Twirled  the  rope  of  the  old  church  bell.— 

But  it  answered  not,  and  he  tugged  away— 

And  lo,  at  his  feet  a  dead  man  lay- 
Dropped  down  with  a  single  knell. 

And  the  scared  wight  found,  in  the  lean  hand  gripped, 

A  scrip  which  read :   "O  the  grave  is  wide. 
But  it  empty  waits,  for  the  lew  eaves  dripped 
Their  prayerful  tears,  and  the  three  Sprites  slipped 
Away  with  my  b-  le  and  bride." 


3Sr 


Songs  Tuneless 


HE  kisses  me!    .Xh,  now,  at  last. 
He  says  good-night  as  it  should  be, 
His  great  warm  eyes  bent  yearningly 
Above  my  face— his  arms  locked  fast 
About  me,  and  mine  own  eyes  dim 
With  happy  tears  for  love  of  him. 

He  kisses  me !    Last  night,  beneath 
A  swarm  of  stars,  lie  said  I  stood 
His  one  fair  form  of  womanhood, 
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A. 1(1  springing,  sliiu  nic  in  tlic  slicatli 
Of  a  caress  that  almost  lii.l 
•Me  from  the  good  his  kisses  difl. 

He  kisses  me!    He  kisses  me ! 

This  is  the  sweetest  song  I  know, 

And  so  r  sing  it  very  low 
And  faint,  and  O  so  tenderly 

That,  though  you  listen,  none  but  he 
May  hear  it  as  he  kisses  me. 


"How  can  I  make  you  love  me  more?"- 
A  thousand  times  she  asks  me  this. 
Her  lips  uplifted  with  the  kiss 

That  I  have  tasted  o'er  and  o'er. 
Till  now  I  drain  it  with  no  sense 
Other  than  utter  indolence. 

"How  can  I  make  you  love  me  more?  '- 
A  thousand  times  her  questioning  face 
Has  nestled  in  its  resting-place 

Unanswered,  till,  though  I  adore 
This  thing  of  heing  loved,  I  doubt 
Not  I  could  get  along  without. 

"How  can  she  make  me  love  her  ni<,re?"- 
Ah  !  little  woman,  if,  indeed, 
I  might  be  frank  as  is  the  need 

Of  frankness.  I  would  fall  before 
Her  very  feet,  and  there  confess 
Jly  love  were  more  if  hers  were  less. 
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III 

Since  1  am  <il<l  I  have  no  care 

To  babble  silly  tales  (if  when 

1  loved,  and  lied,  as  (itber  men 
Have  done,  who  boasted  here  and  there. 

They  wanld  have  died  for  the  fair  thing 

They  after  murdered,  marrying'. 

Since  I  am  old  I  reason  thus— 
No  thing  survives,  of  all  the  past, 
But  just  regret  enough  to  last 

Us  till  the  clods  have  smothered  us;— 
Then,  with  our  dead  loves,  side  by  side, 
We  may,  perhaiis,  bo  satisfied. 

Since  I  am  old,  and  strive  to  blow 
Alive  the  embers  of  my  youth 
And  early  loves,  I  find,  in  sooth. 

An  old  man's  heart  may  burn  so  low, 
'Tis  bettor  just  to  calmly  sit 
And  rake  the  ashes  over  it. 


382 


Tommy  Sinilh 

DIMPLE-CHEEKED  and  rosy-lipped. 
With  his  cap-rim  backward  tipped, 
Still  in  fancy  I  can  sec 
Little  Tommy  smile  on  me— 
Little  Tommy  Smith. 
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Little  unsung  Tommy  Sniitli— 
Scarce  a  name  to  rliymo  it  with; 
Yet  most  tenJcrly  to  me 
Something  sings  unceasingly- 
Little  Tommy  Smith. 

On  (lie  verge  of  some  far  l.iul 
Still  forever  does  lie  stand, 
With  his  cap-rim- rakislily 
Tilted;  so  he  smiks  im  me— 
Little  Tonnny   Smith. 

Elder-blooms  contrast  the  grace 
Of  the  rover's  raiiianl  face— 
Whistlijig  hack,  in  mimicry, 
-OUI— Boh— White!"  all  li.jnidly- 
Little  Tommy  .Smith 

Oh,  my  jaunty  statuette 
Of  first  love,  I  see  yon  yet. 
Though  you  smile  so  mistily, 
It  is  hnt  through  tears  I  see. 
Little   Tonnny   Smith. 

Hut,  with  crown  lipped  hack  hehiiid, 
And  the  glad  hand  of  the  winil 
Smoothing  hack  your  hair,  I  see 
Heaven's  hest  angel  smile  on  nic, — 
Little  Tommy  Smith. 
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jflj  Eternity 

OW HAT  a  weary  while  it  is  to  stand, 
Teiliiig  the  countless  ages  o'er  and  o'er, 
Till   ill  the  finger-tips  held  out  before 
Our  I'lazzled  eyes  by  heaven's  starry  hand 
Drop  one  by  one,  yet  at  some  dread  command 
Are  held  again,  and  counted  evermore ! 
How  feverish  the  nuisic  seems  to  pour 
Alnng  tlie  thrnlibing  veins  of  anthems  grand! 
And  how  the  cherubim  sing  on  and  on— 
The  seraphim  and  angels— still  in  white- 
Still  harping— still  enraptured— far  withdrawn 
In  hovering  armies  tianced  in  endless  flight! 

God's  mercy !  is  there  never  dusk  or  dawn, 
Or  any  crumb  of  gloom  to  feed  upon? 


3S4 


Death 


10,  I  am  dying !    And  to  feel  the  King 
-*  Of  Terrors  fasten  on  me,  steeps  all  sense 
Of  life,  and  love,  and  loss,  and  everything, 
In  such  deep  calms  of  restful  indolence, 
His  keenest  fangs  of  pain  are  sweet  to  me 
As  fused  kisses  of  mad  lovers'  lips 
When,  flung  shut-eyed  in  spasmed  ecstasy. 
They  feel  the  world  spin  past  them  in  eclipse. 
And  so  thank  God  with  ever-tightening  lids! 
But  what  I  see,  the  soul  of  me  forbids 
All  utterance  of;  and  what  I  hear  a.  d  feel, 
The  rattle  in  my  throat  could  ill  reveal 
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Though  it  were  music  to  your  ears  as  to 
Mine  own-Press  closer-closer-I  have  grown 
io  great,  your  puny  arms  about  me  thrown 
Seem  powerless  to  hold  me  here  with  you;- 
I  slip  away— I  waver— and— I  fall- 
Christ!   What  a  plunge!  Where  am  I  dropping' 
-My  breath  bursts  into  dust-I  can  not  cry- 
I  whirl-I  reel  and  veer  up  overhead 
And  drop  flat-faced  against-againstlthe  sky- 
Soh,  bless  me !    I  am  dead  I 


All 


-?'^^  A  Txdiitorette 

I-JO!  my  little  maiden 

With  the  glossy  tresses, 
Come  thou  and  dance  wirh  me 
A  measure  all  divine; 
Let  my' breast  he  laden 

With  but  thy  caresses- 
Come  thou  and  gb;,cingly 
Mate  thy  face  with  mine. 

Thou  shalt  trill  a  rondel. 

While  my  lips  arc  purling 
Some  dainiy  twitterings 
Sweeter  than  llio  birds'; 
And,  with  arms  that  fondle 
Each  as  we  go  twirling, 
We  will  kiss,  with  titterings, 
Lisps  and  loving  words. 
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Dolores 


LtTHEARMEH,  ;iml  with  salin  soft  "shoulders 
As  while  :is  the  cu-am-crcsted  wave; 
With  a  gaze  dazing  every  beholder's, 

She  holds  every  gazer  a  slave : 
Her  hair,  a  fair  haze,  is  outfloated 

And  flared  in  the  air  like  a  flame ; 
Bare-breasted,  bare-browed  and  bare-throated— 
Too  smooth  for  the  soothliest  name. 

She  wiles  you  with  wine,  and  wrings  for  you 

Ripe  juiees  of  citron  and  grape; 
She  lifts  up  her  lute  anu  sings  for  you 

Till  the  soul  of  you  seeks  no  eseape ; 
And  you  revel  and  reel  with  mad  laughter, 

.And  fall  at  her  feet,  at  her  beck, 
.\nd  the  scar  of  her  sandal  thereafter 

You  wear  like  a  gyve  round  your  nock. 


?A7  There  JVas  a  Cherry-Tree 

TyiERE  was  a  cherry-tree.    Its  bloomy  snows 
Cool  even  now  the  fevered  sight  that  knows 
No  more  its  airy  visions  of  pure  joy- 
As  when  you  were  a  boy. 

There  was  a  cherry-tree.    The  Blue  jay  set 
His  blue  against  its  white— O  blue  as  jet 
He  seemed  there  then  !-But  tiOK— Whoever  knew 
He  was  so  pale  a  blue  I 
498 


TMF.   I.OCKERBFE    ROOK 

TtuTc  w,-,s  a  chcrry-(,cc-0.,r  chiM-eyes  saw 

Ihcn„r.ak.:-I„,,„rc.ul,ites,M.vvs,li.ltliaw 
liilo  a  criniSHii  fruitage,  far  |.,„  sweet 

l!|ll    fi.i-  a  Ijoy  lu  tal. 

There  was  a  elierry-tree,  give  thanks  an.l  joy'- 
Iherc  was  a  l,lo„m  „f  snow-Thero  was  a  bny- 
Ihcrc  was  a  fihiejay  of  ihc  realesi  blue— 
And  fruit  for  both  of  you. 


388  The  Light  of  Lore 

Song 

"piin:  cloiKls  have  dccpend  oVr  the  night 

Till,  through  ihe  dark  profound, 
The  m.ion  is  but  a  stain  of  lij^Iit, 

And  all  the  stars  are  drowned; 
And  all  the  stars  are  drowned,  n,y  love, 

And  all  the  skies  are  drear; 
Ent  what  care  wc  for  li^ht  above. 

If  light  of  love  is  here? 


'1  he  wind  is  like  a  wounded  thing 

I  lint  beats  about  the  gloom 
With  baffled  breast  and  drooping  wing. 

And  wail  of  deepest  doom ; 
And  wail  of  deepest  doom,  my  love ; 

But  what  have  wc  to  fear 
From  night,  or  rain,  or  winds  above. 
With  love  and  laughter  here? 
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389       While  the  Heart  Beats  Youmj 

AX  rillLE  the  heart  beats  young! — O  the  splendor  of  the 

Spring, 
With  all  her  dewy  jewels  on,  is  not  so  fair  a  thing! 
The  fairest,  rarest  morning  of  the  b!os^oni-time  of  May 
Is  not  so  sweet  a  season  as  the  seascjn  of  to-day 
While   Youth's   diviner  climate   folds  and   holds   us,   close 

caressed, 
As  we  feel  our  mothers  with  us  hy  the  t<juch  of  face  an<l 

breast ; — 
Our  bare  feet  in  the  meadows,  and  our  fancies  up  among 
The  airy  clouds  of  morning— while  the  heart  beats  youuK. 


While  the  heart  beats  young  and  our  pulses  leap  and  danrc. 

With  every  day  a  holiday  and  life  a  glad  romance. — 

We  hear  the  birds  with  wonder,  and   with   wonder   watili 

their  flight— 
Standing,  still  the  more  enchanted,  both  of  hearing  and  1  I 

sight. 
When  they  have  vanished  wholly, — for,  in   fancy,  wing-t" 

wing 
We  fly  to  Heaven  with  them;  and,  returning,  still  we  siii^' 
The  praises  of  this  lower  Heaven  with  tireless  voice  anil 

tongue, 
Even  as  the  Master  sanctions — while  the  heart  heals  youii-'. 

While  the  heart  beats  young ! — While  the  heart  lii-.its  youii.c  ' 
O  green  and  gold  old  Earth  of  ours,  with  azure  overhung 


Soo 


r   \v:iti-l 


Till-:    I.OCKliRRIE    ROOK 


Aiul   looped   vviih   r:iiiilio\vs! 
iif  tliiiic- 


Rrant   ,k  yet  this  grassy  lap 


Sn  pniy  we,  lispiiiK,  wliLsi 


PfniiR,  in  cliildish  love  aiul  'r.ist, 


■•'  --r  Wcln„«  , ,a„dsa,,,i  faces  lifte,,  front  ,le       St 
■y  fervor  of  the  poetn,  all  nmvrit,e„,..„,l„ns,„„. 


I  l"H,  givest  .,s  i„  answer,  while  the  heart  heals  v 


oung. 


^OO  /7,,.   /   ,,.,.„^    y^^i 

T7  ''''-  I  went  mad — 

U  you  may  never  Ruess  what  dreams  I  had  ' 
Suh  hosts  of  happy  things  did  come  to  n>e 
'l"^'  fne,  it  seemed,  1  knelt  at  some  one's  knee 
Ay  wee  hps  threa.led  with  a  strand  of  prayer 
\\  nh  kmk-s  of  kisses  in  it  here  and  there         ' 
I"  Htayand  tangle  it  the  while  I  knit 
A  mother's  long-forgotten  name  in  it. 
H^-  sure,  1  dreamed  it  all,  but  I  was  glad 
— l-.rc  I  went  mad! 

I>o  I  went  mad, 

I  ;lrean,ed  there  came  to  me  a  fair-faced  lad 
U  ho  led  me  by  the  wrist  where  blossoms  grew 
I"  grassy  lands,  and  where  the  skies  were  blue 
As  h,s  own  eyes.    And  he  did  lisp  and  sing 

And  w-eaye  me  wreaths  where  I  sat  n.arveliing 
\l.at  httle  prince  it  was  that  crowned  me  queen 

And  caught  n,y  face  so  cunningly  between 

"'!  '''"^P'^-''i"fed  han.'-,  a..d  kept  me  glad 

—'•re  I  went  mad! 
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Ere  I  went  nia<l, 

Not  even  wiiilir  wealluT  ninilc  lue  sail — 

I  dreamed,  indeed,  the  skies  were  ne'er  sn  dull 

That  his  smile  niiRlit  nut  make  lluni  lieautlful. 

And  now,  it  seemed,  he  had  «rown  O  so  fair 

And  straight  and  Rlronc;  that,  when  he  smoothed  my  hair, 

I  felt  as  any  lily  with  droopeil  lieail 

That  leans,  in  fields  of  i;rain  iinharvesled, 

I'.y  some  lithe  stalk  of  liailey— piir^  and  glad 

— I"re  I  went  mad ! 

Ere  I  went  mad, 

The  last  of  all  the  happy  dreams  I  had 

Was  of  a  peerless  king; — a  conqueror — 

Who  crowned  me  with  a  kiss,  and  ihri'     ■'  nic  for 

One  li'  iir!     Ah,  God  of  Nfercy  !  what  a  dream 

To  tincture  life  with!    Yet  I  mad(  no  scream 

As  I  awakened — with  these  eyes  you  see. 

That  may  not  smile  till  love  comes  hack  to  me, 

And  lulls  me  back  to  those  old  dreams  I  had 

— Ere  I  went  mad. 


59/     The  Sf'cciliiig  of  the  King's  S^itc 

A  KING — estranged  from  his  loving  Queen 
■^^     By  a  foolish  royal  whim — 
Tired  and  sick  of  the  dull  routine 

Of  matters  surrounding  him — 
Issued  H  mandate  in  this  wise; — 

"The  dini'cr  nf  my  daughter's  hand 
I  tcill  ijivc  tu  him  xvhii  hn'ids  this  prise, 
The  strangest  thing  in  the  land." 
S02 


THE  LocKPiRnir;  nooK 

««  the  Kin,.  „isno,h,, •„„„■,,,;„, 

ll...la>n,.,ueM,vaml,„e.-,n'_ 
rw.Ts  a  royal  piece  of  chua.iery 
'  "''nrry  and  spite  the  Q,K.,,il 

^-Ki"«  .!,,,,,«,,  ,,.„..,,,  an.I  Ik,,, n,lc,,„,pare 

HclKul  n,l...l  all  ,l„-n„s  save  on..- 
Then  Ua„K.,I  .he  Q,,,,,,,  „,„  ,„•,  „„,     ,, 

VV,-.sacla„«hter~„oiaso„. 

Tlie  girl  I,a,,  ,„,,„,  ,• ,  ^,^  ^,^,,_^^,^  ^^^^ 
L,k-e  a  lH„|  i„  „„  ,,„„^  ^„,,  ^,_^^^^^ 

Tl.a.  -Inn  s  of  „,e  wine  of  „,..  l,aln,y  nir 
I  111  It  l,l„on,s  nun  matchless  flower  ■ 

".•r  waist  was  ,lu.  n,M.-s  stem  ,l,at  1,,,;. 
Ilie  flower-.  „,, I,,  fl„^„.,  p„f„^,^_ 

"'f  '■'''^■"^  "".  'ill  il  bnlKes  oVr 
W.tl,  its  w.ahl,  of  l„„la,„|  ,,,,;,„ 

An<l  she  ha,i  a  lover-lowly  sprung - 

'■HI  a  pnrer,  nohler  heart 
N^yer  spake  in  a  eo„r.lier  lonRne 

Orwooe.lwilha.learerart- 

Ami,,,     fair  pair  pale,,  at, he  Ki„«v<,eeree; 

li.it  the  s,n,ln,g  Ivue,,  eon.rive.l 
To  have  then,  we.l,  in  a  secrecy 

That  .he  Oneen  /,....,//  eonnive.l- 

''^liu/.'re'"'"'''''"'^'''"-^'''^ ---"•'- land 
And  the  countries  ronnd  al.ont 

Shonlin^  aloud,  at  the  King's  command. 
A  challenge  to  knave  or  lout, 
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Trinco  or  peasant,— "Tlu'  niinliiy  Kin« 

Wmilil  liavc  yc  iiiKlirslaml 
That  lio  wim  slmw*  hiiii  the  siraiiKisi  tliiiiR 

Sliall  have  his  ilauKhler's  hand  I" 

And  thousands  flocked  to  the  rojal  throne, 

HrinniiiR  a  tliousand  ihiuKs 
SiranKe  an<l  curious ;— One,  a  hone — 

The  hiuRc  of  a  fairy's  win^s: 
And  one,  the  n'ass  of  a  mermaid  queen, 

Gemmed  with  a  dianionil  ilew. 
Where,  down  in  its  reflex,  dimly  seen. 

Her  face  smiled  out  at  you. 

One  hrouRlit  a  cluster  of  some  stranRe  date. 

With  a  subtle  and  searching  tans 
That  seemed,  as  you  tasted,  to  penetrate 

The  heart  like  a  serpent's  fans; 
And  hack  you  fell  for  a  spell  entraneeil, 

As  cold  as  a  corpse  of  stone. 
And  heard  your  brains,  as  tliey  lauHhid  ami  danced 

And  talked  in  an  undertone. 

One  brouRht  a  bird  that  could  whistle  a  tune 

So  piercingly  pure  and  sweet, 
That  tears  would  fall  from  the  eyes  of  the  ni"on 

In  dewdrops  at  its  feet ; 
And  the  winds  would  sigh  at  the  swcel  refrain, 

Till  they  swooned  in  •  i  ecstasy, 
To  awaken  again  in  a  hurricane 

Of  riot  and  jubilee. 
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0"c  l.rouRh,  a  l,„e  ,l,a,  was  wr„',  „f  ,  ,,,,„ 

Ofa>K«-.|,or„s.ari„a<lcw>,WI- 

"^^M.ra,o,laMl,cK,„c,.,„„H,a,„lf.„.,,. 
-^^  J-"r  listaiM,«  spirit  Iram 

'V;'^"';''^':''«''«i'''-'.'-'airs,,,a,oo.cU 
"""  ""■•  "  ^Tswict  instrument. 

One  lir.niKlit  a  taWct  of  ivory 

WVrcnnotliinKwaswril.- 
Ifu.   a,  ni«l„    an<l  „,e  .,.„,.„  ,,,,  ,,„„,,  ^ 

IliclccTinKlini.s  oVr  it  — 
Ami  each,  as  you  rea.l  f;,„„  „,,  „,,,^i^,  „ 

I-iRlltc.„e,J  an,l  ,linl  in  «,,„„.  ' 

Am'.hc.nK.n,,,ryhd,ll,u,as,,l.le„,,,,,„. 
Joobeaniif,,!,,,,,,,,,,^, 


ever  were  k 


noivn 


rune. 


■'■'"  ft  ^enne.l  all  n.arvels  il,a, 

Or  ,lrean,e,l  „f  „,„,er  ,l,e  .s„n 
^Ure  l-rcnyht  ami  .lisplaved  al 

■\"'lpm  by,  one  l,vone-_ 

■'■"■•'Srayl.ear<ln,onsterc'an,e,o„„Kins- 
HasRanl  and  wrinkled  a„,l  ol<l_  ' 

Ami  spread  to  bis  ,a.e„ns  wondrous  ,„i„g._ 
•\  gossamer  veil  of  gold.— 


Strangely  n,nrvelIons_,„ockin«  ,be  gaze 
Like  a  tangle  of  bright  sunshine 

I^'PP.ng  a  million  glittering  rays 
I"  a  baptism  divi„c; 
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And  a  maiden,  shccnt'd  in  lliis  t'auzc  attire- 
Sifting  a  glance  of  Ikt  eye— 

Dazzled  men's  souls  with  a  lierce  desire 
To  kiss  and  caress  her  and— die. 

And  the  grim  King  swore  by  his  royal  beanl 

That  the  veil  had  won  the  prize, 
While  the  gray  old  monster  blinked  and  leered 

With  his  lashlcss,  red-rinniied  eyes, 
As  the  fainting  form  of  the  princess  fell, 

And  the  mother's  heart  went  wild, 
Throbbing  and  swelling  a  niufTlcd  knell 

For  the  dead  hopes  of  her  child. 

But  her  clouded  face  with  a  faint  smile  shone, 

,^s  suddenly,  through  the  throng, 
Pushing  his  way  to  the  royal  thvime, 

A  fair  youth  strode  along. 
While  a  strange  smile  hovered  about  his  eyes. 

As  he  said  to  the  grim  old  King:— 
"The  veil  of  gold  must  lose  the  prize  ; 

For  /  have  a  stranger  thing." 

He  bent  and  whispered  a  sentence  brief ; 

But  the  monarch  shook  his  head. 
With  a  look  expressive  of  unbelief— 

"It  can't  be  so,"  he  said ; 
"Or  give  me  proof ;  and  I,  the  King, 

Give  you  my  daughter's  hand.— 
For  certes  that  is  a  stranger  thing— 

The  strangest  thina  in  the  land!" 
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'it  the  Queen 


Then  (I,e  fair  yn„,h,  ,„rning,  c 
In  a  rapturous  caress 

WJilc  In.  H,I,e  for,,,  towered  in  lordlv„,ien. 
A.^hcsa,,!,,,  a|,„Vf  j„|j,^^,._ 

My  fair  bride's  mother  is  this ;s,nd   lo 
As  un,  stare  in  your  royal  awe, 
Hy  l„s  pure  kiss  do  I  proudly  show 
W  love  fur  a  mol/icr-in-law!" 

Tl^cnatI,awseti„ontheoldKing'sniood. 
And  a  sweet  Spring  freshet  came 

,    ^"  ^y^'-  ■-'"'I  his  heart  renewed 

Its  love  for  the  favored  dame  • 

I!"t  often  he  has  been  heard  to  declare 

that   'he  never  conld  clearly  sec 

How  in  , he  deuce,  ,ud,  a  strange  affair 
Lould  have  ended  so  happily!" 


JP-' 


H^c  Arc  Not  Akvavs  Glad  IVhcn 
IVe  Smile 

\y  E  are  not  always  glad  when  we  smile- 

hough  we  wear  a  fair  face  and  are  gay. 
And  the  world  we  deceive 
May  not  ever  believe 
We  could  laugh  in  a  happier  way - 
iet,  down  in  the  deeps  of  the  soul 
Oftt,mes,  with  our  faces  aglow,   ' 
There's  an  ache  and  a  moan 
That  we  know  of  alone, 
And  as  only  the  hopeless  may  know. 
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We  are  not  always  glad  when  we  smile — 
For  the  heart,  in  a  tempest  of  pain, 

May  live  in  the  guise 

Of  a  smile  in  the  eyes 
As  a  rainbow  may  live  in  the  rain; 
And  the  stormiest  night  of  our  woe 
May  hang  out  a  radiant  star 

Whose  light  in  the  sky 

Of  despair  is  a  lie 
As  black  as  the  thunder-clouds  are. 

We  are  not  always  glad  when  we  smile  I- 
But  the  conscience  is  quick  to  record, 
All  the  sorrow  and  sin 
We  are  niding  within 
Is  plain  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord: 
And  ever,  O  ever,  till  pride 

And  evasion  shall  cease  to  defile 
The  sacred  recess 
Of  the  soul,  we  confess 
We  are  not  always  glad  when  we  smile. 
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Busch  and  Tommy 

LITTLE  Busch  and  Tommy  Hays— 
'    Small  the  theme,  but  large  the  praise. 
For  two  braver  brothers. 
Of  such  toddling  years  and  size. 
Bloom  of  face,  and  blue  of  eyes, 
Never  trampled  soldier-wise 
On  the  rights  of  mothers! 
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Even  bol<lly  facing  their 
Therapculic  fatlicrs  air 

Of  complex  abstraction, 
i'M  to  kinille-kin.llier  ga7c 

VVaken,ores,niK.san,,graci;,„.vays- 
Aj,  nor  nn.l  in  all  their  clays 
Ampler  satisfaction  ! 

Hail  ye,  tl.en.  with  chirp  and  cheer, 
All  wan  patients,  wailing  here 
i'lltercr  medications  I— 

Busch  and  Tommy,  ,.„,„,„  too- 
How  our  life-blood  leaps  anew! 
Under  loving  touch  of  jo„ 
And  your  ministrations! 


''^^  -'^  Variation 

T    Air  tired  of  this ! 

Nothing  else  but  loving  t 
Nofhmg  else  but  kiss  and  kiss 
Coo,  and  turlle-doving! 

Can't  yon  change  the  order  some' 
Hate  me  just  a  little-come! 

Lay  aside  your  "dears  ■' 

•■I^arlings,"  "kings."'and  "princes  !••- 
Call  n,e  knave,  nn,l  dry  your  tears- 
Aothnigin  me  winces,— 

Call  n>e  something  low  and  base- 

■Something  ri,at  will  suit  the  case! 
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Wish  I  had  your  eyes 

Anil  their  droopiiiK  lashes! 
I  woiihl  dry  their  tcary  lies 
Up  with  liRhtninK-llashes— 

Make  your  sulibilig  lips  unsheathe 
All  the  glitter  of  yoi.  •  teeth! 

Can't  you  lift  one  word — 

With  some  pang  of  lauKhter— 
Louder  than  the  drowsy  hird 
Crooning  'neath  the  rafter? 
Just  one  h':'  'r  word,  to  shriek 
Madly  at  u  ■■  as  I  speak! 

How  I  hate  the  fair 

Beauty  of  your  forehead ! 
How  I  hate  your  fragrant  hair! 
How  I  hale  the  torrid 
Touches  of  your  splendid  lips, 
And  the  kiss  that  drips  and  drips! 

Ah,  you  pale  at  last! 

And  your  face  is  lifted 
Like  a  white  sail  to  the  blast. 
And  your  hands  are  shifted 
Into  fists :  and,  lowering  thus. 
You  are  simply  glorious ! 

Now  before  me  looms. 

Something  more  than  humai  ■ 
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SomethinK  more  (linn  lH-.„Uy  l.looms 
In  the  wralh  of  Woman— 
Something  to  l,ow  down  heforc 
Reverently  ar'!  adore. 


395  An  Out-Worn  Sapi^lw 

H  "^^  "'"'  '  ^"^ '    '  '■'"^  down  all  al..„e 

Ifcre  by  the  wayside  of  the  Present     I  o 

Hvon  as  a  child  I  hide  my  face  and  moan-        ' 
A  'mie  Rirl  that  may  no  farther  go- 
The  path  above  me  only  seems  to  grow 

More  rngged,  clin.bing  still,  an,l  ever  briored 
\V,.h  keener  thorns  of  pain  than  these  below 
And  O  (he  bleeding  feet  that  falter  so 
And  arc  ;  j  very  tired ! 

^  m''n  'Tu    ''?'""'■"'  ^'°"'  ""=  '■^-"'T  Lands 
Of  nabyhnod-where  baby-lilies  blew 

Tl^r.rumpets  in  mine  ears,  and  filled  my  hands 
W.  I,  treasures  of  perfume  and  honey-dew 
Am   where  the  orchard  shadows  ever  drew 

Wh  ,",on  ""'  T"  '"""^  "'^  "■''^"  ■"■^-  '^'■"■X^  vvere  fired 
W.th  too  n„,ch  joy,  and  lulled  mine  evelids  to, 

And  only  let  the  starshine  trickle  through 

In  sprays,  when  I  was  fired ! 

Vet  r  remember,  when  the  butterfly 

Went  flickering  about  me  like  a  flame 
T  l-at  quenched  itself  in  roses  s.-d,lenly 

How  oft  I  wished  that  /  .:,„,„  ^a.e  the  san.e, 
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A„.l  in  some  roscwrcath  ncs.lc  will,  my  name 

Wl'ilc  all  tlic  world  looked  on  it  and  adnnred.- 
Poor  mothl-Along  my  waverinR  liiKht  toward  fame 
The  winds  .Irive  backward,  and  my  wings  are  lame 
And  broken,  bruised  and  tired! 

I  hardly  know  the  path  from  those  old  times; 

T  know  at  first  it  was  a  smoother  one 
Than  this  that  hurries  past  me  now,  and  climbs 
So  high   its  far  cliffs  even  hide  the  sun 
And  sl.roud  in  gloom  my  journey  scarce  begun. 
I  could  not  do  quite  all  the  world  requ.red- 
I  could  not  do  quite  all  I  should  have  done, 
And  in  my  eagerness  I  have  outrun 
My  strength— and  I  am  tired.   . 

Just  tired!    But  when  of  old  I  had  the  stay 
Of  mother-hands,  O  very  sweet  indeed 
It  was  to  dream  that  all  the  weary  way 

I  should  but  follow  where  I  now  must  lead- 
For  long  ago  they  left  me  in  my  need, 

.\nd,  groping  on  alone,  I  tripped  and  m.red 
Among  rank  grasses  where  the  serpents  breed 
In  knotted  coils  about  the  feet  ot  speed- 
There  first  it  was  I  tired. 

\i.d  vet  I  staggered  on,  and  bore  my  load 
Right  gallantly:    The  sun,  in  summer-time. 

In  la7y  belts  came  slipping  down  the  road 

To  woo  me  on,  with  many  a  glimmermg  rhyme 
Rained  from  the  golden  rim  ot  some  fair  cl.me, 
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That,  hovering  lieyond  the  clouds,  inspired 
Afy  faih'ng  heart  with  fancies  so  sublime 
I  half  f,)rgot  my  path  of  dust  and  grime, 
Though  I  was  growing  tired. 

And  there  were  many  voices  cheering  me: 

I  listened  to  sweet  praises  where  the  wind 
Went  laughing  oVr  my  shoulders  gleefully 
And  scitiering  my  love-songs  far  behind;— 
I'ntil.  at  last,  I  thought  the  world  so  kind— 
So  rich  in  all  my  yearning  soul  desired- 
So  generous— so  loyally  inclined, 
I  grew  to  love  and  trust  it.    .    .    '.    I  was  blind- 
Vea,  blind  as  I  was  tired! 

Anil  yet  one  hand  held  me  in  creature-touch  : 

And  O,  how  fain  it  was,  how  true  and  strong, 
iUnv  it  did  hold  my  heart  up  like  a  crutch, 
Till,  in  my  dreams,  I  joyed  to  walk  along 
The  toilsome  way,  contented  v/ith  a  song— 

'Twas  all  of  earthly  things  I  had  acquired. 
And  'twas  enough,  I  feigned,  or  right  or  wrong. 
Since,  biniling  me  to  man— a  mortal  thong- 
It  stayed  me,  growing  tired. 

^  ea,  I  had  e'en  resigned  me  to  the  strait 

Of  earthly  rulership- had  bowed  my  head 
Acceptant  of  the  master-mind— the  great 
One  lover— lord  of  all,-the  perfected 
Kiss-comrade  of  my  soul  ;-had  stammering  said 

My  prayers  to  him  ;-all_all  that  he  desired 
I  rendered  sacredly  as  we  were  wed.— 
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>;ay_nay !-  'twas  but  a  myth  I  worshipped.—- 
And— God  of  love  I— how  tired  I 

Fur,  O  my  friends,  to  lose  the  latest  grasp— 

Tn  feel  the  last  hope  slipping  from  its  hold— 
To  feel  the  one  fond  hand  within  your    'asp 
Fall  slack,  and  loosen  with  a  touch  so  cold 
Its  pressure  may  not  warm  you  as  of  old 

Before  the  light  of  love  had  thus  expired— 
To  know  your  tears  arc  worthless,  though  they  rolled 
Their  torrents  out  In  molten  drops  of  gold.— 
God's  pity !    I  am  tired  I 

And  I  must  rest.— Yet  do  not  say  "She  dii'd," 

In  speaking  of  me,  sleeping  here  alone. 
I  kiss  the  grassy  grave  I  sink  beside. 
And  close  mine  eyes  in  slumber  all  mine  own : 
Hereafter  I  shall  neither  sob  nor  moan 

Nor  murmur  one  complaint ;— all  I  desired. 
And  failed  in  life  to  find,  will  now  be  known— 
So  let  me  dream.   Good  night !   And  on  the  stone 
Say  simply :   She  was  tired. 
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After  Death 


AH !  this  delights  me  more  than  words  could  tell,— 
I-      To  just  lie  stark  and  still,  with  folded  hands 
That  tremble  not  at  greeting  or  farewell. 
Nor  fumble  foolishly  in  loosened  strands 
Of  woman's  hair,  nor  grip  with  jealousy 
To  find  her  face  turned  elsewhere  smilingly. 
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With  sh.nil.rous  li.l..  and  ,nrn.ll>  in  n,ul,.  repose, 

And  lips  tliat  yearn  no  more  for  any  kiss— 
ThonsI,  it  niiRht  drip,  as  from  the  redlippcd  rose 
1  ho  (kwdrop  drips,  'twere  not  so  sweet  ns  this 
UmittcraMo  density  of  rest 
That  reigns  in  every  vein  of  hrain  and  breast ! 

And  thn,_soaWed  with  still  Innghter  throngh  and  thrnugh- 

I  Ik-  here  drcammg  of  the  forms  tliat  pass 
Above  m\-  R  avc,  to  drop,  witli  tears,  a  tew 
White  flowers  that  but  eiirdle  the  green  grass;— 
And  if  they  read  such  sermons,  they  could  see 
Itow  I  do  pity  them  that  pity  me. 


39r  To  the  IVinc-God  Mcrliis 

[A  Toast  of  Juchlel's] 

LJO!  ho!  thou  jolly  god,  with  kinked  lips 

And  laughter-streaming  eyes,  thou  liftest  up 
The  heart  of  me  like  any  wassail-cup, 
And  from  its  teeming  brim,  in  foaming  drips. 
Thou  blowcst  all  niy  cares.    I  crv  to  thee, 
netween  the  sips:-Drink  long  an.i  lustily; 
Drink  thou  my  ripest  joys,  my  richest  mirth, 
Jty  maddest  staves  of  wanton  minstrelsy ; 
Drink  every  song  I've  tinkered  here  on  earth 
With  any  patch  of  music;  drink!  and  he 
Thou  drainer  of  my  soul,  and  to  the  lees 
Drink  all  my  lover-thrills  and  ecstasies; 
And  witli  a  final  gulp~ho !  ho  !-drlnk  me, 
A  ad  roll  me  o'er  thy  tongue  eternally, 
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^g8  A  Lounger 

HE  leaned  against  a  lamp-post,  lost 
In  some  mysterious  reverie : 
His  lieail  was  howed;  liis  arms  were  crossed; 

He  yawned,  and  glanced  evasively: 
Uncrossed  his  arms,  and  slowly  pnt 

Them  back  again,  and  scratched  his  side- 
Shifted  his  weight  from  foot  to  foot. 
And  gazed  out  no-ward,  idle-eyed. 

Grotc!«qne  of  form  and  face  and  dress, 
And  piclnrcsqnc  in  every  way — 
A  fipure  that  from  day  to  day 

Drooped  with  a  linipcr  laziness; 
A  figure  such  as  artists  lean. 
In  pictures  where  distress  is  seen. 

Against  low  hovels  where  wc  guess 
No  happiness  has  ever  been. 


399 


The  Willow 


WHO  shall  sing  a  simple  ditty  all  about  the  Willow, 
Dainty-fine  and  delicalc  as  any  bending  spray 
That  dandles  high  the  happy  bird  that  flutters  there  to  trill  a 
Tremulously  tender  song  of  greeting       the  May. 

Bravest,  too,  of  all  the  trees !— none  to  match  your  daring,— 
First  of  greens  to  greet  the   Spring  and  lead  in  leafy 
sheen ; — 
Aye,  ard  you're  the  last— almost  into  winter  wearing 
Still  the  leaf  of  loyalty— still  the  badge  of  green. 
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Ah.  n,y  lovdy  Willow  !-lct  the  Waters  lilt  your  graces-^ 
I  luy  alone  Willi  li„,,,i,l  kisses  lave  y,,ur  leaves  above. 

l-i.ishirTK  I'Hck  your  syhan  beauty,  an,l  in  slia.ly  places  ' 
IVeruig  up  with  Blimmcring  pebbles,  like  tile  eyes  of  love 
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The  Quest 


T    AM  looking  for  Love.    H.is  he  p.issed  this  way. 

With  eyes  as  blue  as  the  skies  of  May, 
And  a  face  as  f.iir  as  the  summer  dawn?— 
You  answer  back,  but  I  wander  on,— 
For  you  say:   "Oh,  yes;  but  his  eyes  were  gray, 
And  his  face  as  dim  as  a  rainy  day." 

Good  friends,  I  ,|uery,  \  search  for  Love; 

His  cye<;    re  as  blue  as  the  skies  above, 

And  hi?      ,ile  .is  bright  as  the  midst  of  May 

When    ■:.,.  truce-bird  pipes:   Has  he  passed  this  w.ay? 

And  one  says:   "Ay;  but  his  face,  alack  I 

Frowned  as  he  passed,  and  his  eyes  were  black." 

0  who  will  tell  me  of  Love?    I  cry! 
His  eyes  are  as  blue  as  the  mid-May  sky. 
And  his  face  as  bright  as  the  morning  sun; 
And  yon  answer  and  mock  me,  every  one. 
That  his  ejcs  were  dark,  and  his  face  was  wan. 
And  he  passed  you  frowning  and  wandered  on. 

But  stout  of  heart  will  I  ciward  fare. 
Knowing  my  Love  is  beyond- somewhere,— 
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The  1-ovc  I  seek,  willi  the  i'>vs  »i  I'luc, 
And  the  hriRhl,  Bwcct  smile  tiiikiniwii  "I  ymi; 
Anil  on  from  the  hour  his  trail  is  fDiiml 
I  shall  Ding  joniicts  the  whole  year  loiind. 
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"Dream" 

BFXAUSE  her  eves  were  far  luo  deep 
And  holy  for  a  laii^h  to  leap 
Across  the  hrink  wlier  •  sorrow  irieil 
To  drown  within  the  :iinl)er  tide ; 
Bccansc  the  look  ,  whose  ripples  kissed 
The  trcmhlivj;  nds  Ihroutjh  tender  inisl, 
Were  daz?.ii.d  with  a  radiant  sleain — 
Because  of  this  I  called  her  "Uream." 

Cetjiise  the  roses  growiiiH  wild 
About  her  features  when  she  smiled 
Were  ever  dewed  with  tca.s  ihi'l  fell 
With  tenderness  ineffalde; 
Because  her  ;ips  might  spill  a  kiss 
That,  dripping  in  a  world  like  this, 
Would  tincture  death's  myrrh-hiitcr  stream 
To  sweetness— so  I  called  her  "Uream." 

Because  I  could  not  understand 
The  magic  touches  of  a  hand 
That  seemed,  beneath  her  siningc  control, 
To  smooth  the  pluniage  of  the  soul 
Ai.  ■.  calm  it,  till,  with  folded  wings, 
It  half  forgot  its  flutterings, 
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Aml.  ,».,,I..,  i,,  h.r  ,,al„,  ,i,  .,,,„ 
'■"  ^'11  a. so„«,|u,call,..||KT  .„„.«„,.. 

As  .l.trk  nn.l  0«.,latf  .in,|  .U,,, 
AmnW,i„«  ,„  „K.  ,nun„„«  „„„t 
J  "at  /liriK,  a  vi.si„„  „f  ,|^.|j^|„ 

lo  some  lorn  marlyr;,,s  he  lie. 
In  slUT„l„.r  crc  .he  ,lay  I,.  ,|i,.s_ 

«-...sosl,c  vanished  l,kc.  a  Klc.™ 
Of  Blory,  do  I  call  her  "Dream  '• 


/"-'  r/u.  Little  IVInic  Hearse 

A  S|'.em..ewM.e  hearse  we,u«h„,n„,i,„,,_ 

'  lie  m.m  on  the  cnal-c.nrt  ierl-..  i  i      > 
■^"■'-"med,he,i.,ofeiU.er:;e         ""^'"'"' 
And  ..une,.„d  stared  at, he  hcUs^si^,,,. 

1  ,  Is  o„h.,  shoulder.,  a„d,a«.d.,p-s,r,.H 

'  111  Ins  tvp  ni;  tl.     ;-,  ,  1        in: 

As  .he  lutV  white  hear,e  went  ^lin.merCh,: 

^yhelm-c  white  hearse  went  «li,n„,eri„«l„,_ 
A  s,r.,„«er  petted  a  raK«ed  child 

';- crowded  „.all<s.  and  she  k,,cw,,ot  why 
iH,t  he  Rave  her  a  coin  for  the  w-.v  .1,  ,    , 

A- a  hoot-hiac.  thrilled  :i;hf;,::::;.,,„^^ 

As  a  enstomcr  p„,  hack  his  change 

M„h  a  ktndly  hand  a„„  a  grateful  .si«|, 

As  .he  lutle  white  hearse  wemg.i,„Ln„gh, 
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As  the  little  white  hearse  went  glimmering  hy— 

A  man  looked  out  of  u  window  dim, 
And  his  cheeks  were  wet  and  his  heart  was  dry, 
For  a  dead  child  even  were  dear  to  him ! 

And  he  thought  of  his  empty  life,  and  said  :— 

"Loveless  alive,  and  loveless  dead— 

Nor  wife  nor  child  in  earth  or  sky!" 

As  the  little  white  hearse  went  glimmering  by. 


^os  Three  Several  Birds 

The  Romancer,  the  Poet,  and  the  Bookman 
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THE  KOMANCER 

THE  Romancer's  a  nightingale,— 
The  mocn  wanes  dewy-dim 
And  all  the  stars  grow  faint  nnd  pale 

In  listening  to  him.— 
To  him  the  plot  least  plausible 

Is  of  the  most  avail,— 
He  simply  masters  it  because 
He  takes  it  by  the  tale. 

O  he's  a  nightingale,— 
His  thetr.c  zi'itl  never  fail— 
It  gains  applause  of  all— because 
He  takes  it  by  the  tale! 
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The  Romancer's  a  nightingale  .-- 
His  IS  tlic  sweetest  note— 

"H..  sweetest,  woe-begonest  wail 

Ponred  out  of  mortal  throat- 
i-S  Klad  or  sad,  he  ever  draws 

Our  best  godspeed  and  hail- 
He  highest  hfts  his  then-e-be'cause 
He  takes  it  by  the  tale. 

O  he's  a  n!ghti„gale,~ 
His  timne  z,-ill  „„<,;.  /„,/_ 

"  f'"^  "Ppluuse  of  all-because 
He  lakes  it  by  tin-  tale! 


THE  POET 

The  bobolink  he  sings  a  single  song. 

An,i  ,1,       t-  ^'^'"  along,— 

And  the  robin  sings  another  all  his  own- 

A     ,    ,  0"e  alone; 

And  the  whippoorwill,  and  bluebird 

And  the  coclcadoodle-doo-bird-- 

But  the  n,ocking.bird  he  sings  in' every  tone 
Or  ^1  •  ^'''"  known. 

Or  ehirrup-note  of  merriment  or  n,oan. 

HcjteaL  lus  songs  and  sings  them  o'er  again  • 
^nd  yet  beyond  believing  ^      ' 

^'"y'"' the  s^^eeter  for  his  thieving.-. 
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So  we'll  hotel  for  Mister  Mocking-bird 
And  have  him  out  again! 

It's  mighty  fond  wa  are  of  bobolinks, 

And  chcwinks; 
And  we  dote  on  dinky  robins,  quite  a  few- 
Yes,  we  do; 
And  we  love  the  dove,  and  bluebird. 
And  the  cockadoodle-doo-bird,- 
But  the  mocking-bird's  the  bird  for  me  and  you. 
Through  and  through, 
Since  he  sing,  as  everybody  wants  him  to. 

Ho'  the  Poet  he's  the  mocking-bird  of  men,-- 
„e  steals  his  sonss  and  sings  them  o'er  aga,n: 

And  yet  beyond  believing 
They're  the  szveeter  for  his  thievmg.- 
So  U'c'll  hold  for  Mister  Mocking-bird 
And  have  him  out  again! 


bookman's  catch 
The  Bookman  he's  a  humming-bird- 
His  feasts  are  honey-fine,— 
(With  hi!  hiUoo! 
And  clover-dew 
And  roses  lush  and  rare!) 
His  roses  are  the  phrase  «nd  word 
Of  olden  tomes  divine ; 
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(With  lii!  und  ho! 
And  pinks  ablow 
And  posies  everywhere!) 
The  Bookman  he's  a  humming-bird,— 

He  steals  from  song  to  song— 
He  scents  tlie  ripest-blooming  rhyme. 

And  takes  his  heart  along 
And  sacks  ail  sweets  of  bursting  verse 
And  ballads,  throng  on  throng. 
(With  hoi  and  hey  I 
And  brook  and  brae, 
And  brinks  of  shade  and  shine  I) 

A  liuiBniing-bird  the  Bookman  is— 
Though  cumbrous,  gray  and  grim,— 
(With  hi!  hilloo! 
And  himcy-dew 
And  odors  musty-rare!) 
He  bends  him  o'er  that  page  of  his 
As  o'er  the  rose's  rim. 
(With  hi!  and  ho! 
And  pinks  aglow 
And  roses  everywhere!) 
Ay,  he's  the  featest  humming-bird. 

On  airiest  of  wings 
He  poises  pendent  o'er  the  poem 

That  blossoms  as  it  sings 

God  friend  him  as  he  dips  his  beak 
In  such  delicious  things! 
(With  ho!  and  hey! 
And  world  away 
And  only  dreams  for  him!) 
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To  Bliss  Carman 

HE  is  the  morning's  poet — 
The  hard  of  mount  and  moor, 
The  minstrel  fine  of  dewy  shine. 
The  dawning's  troubadour: 

The  brother  of  the  bUiebird, 
'Mid  blossoms,  throng  on  throng, 

Whose  singing  calls,  o'er  orchard  wu'li. 
Seem  glitterings  of  song. 

He  meets,  with  hr.iW  uncovered, 
The  sunrise  through  the  mist,. 

With  raptured  eyes  that  range  the  skies 
Ano  seas  of  amethyst : 

The  brambled  rose  clings  to  him ; 

The  breezy  wood  receives 
Him  as  the  guest  she  loves  the  best 

And  laughs  through  all  her  leaves : 

Pan  and  his  nymphs  and  dryads 
They  hear,  in  breathless  pause. 

This  earth-born  wight  lilt  his  delight. 
And  envy  h  ..i  because   .   .    . 

He  is  the  morning's  poet— 
The  Lard  of  mount  and  moor. 

The  minstrel  fine  of  dewy  shine, 
The  dawning's  troubadour. 
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405  His  Mother 

"r\F.AD!  my  wayward  boy_„„,  „„,,_ 
XV  Not  the  Lazo's,  but  ,„„„._,he  good 
O-Hls  free  gift  to  me  alone, 
Sanctified  by  motlierhood. 

"Bad,"  you  say:  Well,  who  is  not > 
Brutal"_"with  a  heart  of  stone"- 
And"red-hnnded."-Ah!  the  hot 
Blood  upon  your  own ! 
I  come  not,  with  downward  eyes. 
To  plead  for  liim  shariiedly,— 
God  did  not  apologize 
When  He  gave  the  boy  to  me. 

Simply,  I  mak-e  ready  now 
For  His  verdict.-Ko„  pre,iarc- 
You  have  killed  us  both-and  how 
Wdl  you  face  us  There ! 

Soug  of  Parting 

SAY  farewell,  and  let  me  go; 
Shatter  every  vow .' 
All  the  future  can  bestow 
Will  be  welcome  now ! 
And  if  this  fair  hand  T  touch 
I  have  worshipped  overmuch. 
It  ^  MS  my  mistake— and  so,  ' 
Say  farewell,  and  let  nie  go.' 

Say  farewell,  and  let  mego: 
Murmur  no  regret. 

Stay  your  tear  drops  ere  they  flow- 
Do  not  waste  Ihcni  yet ! 
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Tlicy  might  pour  as  pours  the  rain, 
And  not  wash  away  the  pain  :— 
I  have  tried  thorn  and  i  know.— 
Say  farewell,  and  let  me  !'«■ 

Say  farewell,  and  let  nie  go : 

Think  ine  not  untrue- 
True  as  truth  is,  even  so 
I  am  true  to  you ! 

If  the  ghost  of  love  inay  stay 
'  Where  my  fond  heart  dies  to-day, 
I  am  with  you  alway— so. 
Say  farewell,  and  let  me  go. 
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POMONA 

(Madison  Caivcin) 

Oil,  the  golden  aftcrnocm!— 
Like  a  ripened  summer  day 
That  had  fallen  ovcrsoon 

In  the  weedy  orchard-way 
As  an  apple,  ripe  in  June. 

He  had  left  his  fishrod  leant 
O'er  the  footlog  by  the  spring— 

Clomb  the  hill-path's  high  ascent, 
Whence  a  voice,  down  showering. 

Lured  him,  wondering  as  he  went. 
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Not  the  voice  of  bee  nor  bird, 

Nay,  nor  voice  of  man  nor  child 
^"^  ""■  "^fik's  shoal-nlio  beard 

I!I.ne  with  ,varl,li„«.  svvc.,  and  wild 
"f  llie  nMd.strea>„,  n.usic-s.irred. 

'Tun.  aRoddoss!    As  the  air 
Swirled  to  eddying  silence,  he 

C-lmipsed  about  hini.  half  aware 
Of  sonic  subtle  sorcery 

Woven  round  bin,  everywhere. 

S..nvest  slopes  of  pleasannce,  sown 
VVnb  lonjr  lines  of  fruited  trees 

W^iKlied  oVr  g;rasses  all  „nn,„wn 
'""  '■>■  ^O-thiuss  of  tlu.  breeze 

I"  prone  swaths  that  flashed  and  shone 

Like  silk  locks  of  Faunus  sleeked 
"MS,  that  way,  and  contrawise, 
Throu,.h  whose  bredes  ambrosial  leaked 

Uily  amber  sheens  and  ,lves 
Starred  with  petals  purple- freaked 

Here  the  beimower  swayed  and  swung. 
Greenly  bdfried  high  amid 

fh.ck  leaves  in  whose  covert  sung 

Henmt-lhrusb,  or  katydid, 

Or  the  glowworm  nightly  clung. 

Here  the  damson,  peach  and  pear- 
There  the  plum,  in  Tyrian  tints. 
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Like  great  grapes  in  cliisUrs  rare; 

And  the  nictal-luavy  quinee 
Like  a  plummet  dangled  there. 

All  ethereal,  yet  all 
Most  material, — a  theme 

Of  some  fabled  festival — 

Save  the  fair  face  of  his  dream 

Smiling  o'er  the  orchard  wall. 


II 


THE   PASSING  OF   A   ZEPHYK 

(Sidney  Lanier) 

UP  from,  and  out  of,  and  over  the  opulent  woods  an  1 
the  plains, 
Lo!    I   leap  nakedly  loose,  as   the  nudest  of  gods   niitli; 

choose. 
For  to  dash  me  away  through  the  morning  dews 
And  the  rathe  Spring  rains- 
Pat  and  pet  the  little  green  leaves  of  the  trees  and  the  ura  ■ 
Till  they  seem  to  linger  and  cling,  as  I  pass. 
And  are  touched  to  delicate  contemporaneous  tears  of  i! 

rain  and  the  dew, 
That  lure  mine  eyes  to  weeping  likcwi-  r    and  to  lannla.' 

too: 
For  I   am   become   as   the   balmiest,   stormiest    zephyr  ' 

Spring, 
With  manifold  beads  of  the  marvelous  dew  and  the  ram  i. 

string 
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On  the  bended  strands  of  the  blossoms,  blown 
And  tossed  and  tousled  and  overthrown 
And  sh.fted  and  whirled,  and  lifted  unfurled 
In  the  victory  of  the  blossonnng 
Of  the  flags  of  the  flowery  world 

^ea.•.nd  behold  land  a  riotous  zephyr,  at  last, 

-bsKlc;  I  abate;  I  pass  by;  I  am  past. 
A'Hl  the  s„,aM,  hoarse  bass  of  the  bumble-bee 
Is  my  rec|uiem-psalm. 


A  RHYME  FOR  CHRISTMAS 

J  I"  Hrou;,iii,;  only  were  here 
This  yiile-ish  time  o'  the  year— 

This  mul-ish  time  o'  the  year. 

Stubbornly  still  refusing 

To  add  to  the  rhymes  we've  been  using 

Smce  the  first  Christmas-glcc 

(One  might  say)  chantingly 
Rendered  h-  nulest  hinds 
Of  the  pe'  !  shepherding  kinds 

Who  ,1„1.  ,«.  Song  from  b- 

L-donblc-l's-foot !— pah  !— 
(Haply  the  oh!  Egyptian  I'tah— 
Though  Id  hardly  wager  a  baw- 
Bee— or  a  bumhic,  for  that— 
And  that's  flat  I)    .   .   . 
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Bill  tlic  tiling  that  I  wnnl  In  get  at 

Is  a  rhyme  for  ilinslmiis— 

Nay  I  nay !  nay !  nay !  not  islliiiius— 

The  t-  and  the  h-sonnds  covcrlly  arc 

GnawinK  the  nice  aiiricntnr 

Senses  nntil  one  may  hear  them  unar— 

And  the  terminal,  too,  for  mas  is  iniii. 

So  that  will  not  do  for  ns. 

Try  for  it— sigh  fur  it— cry  for  it— die  for  it ! 

O  but  if  Browning  were-  here  to  apply  for  it, 

Ilc'd  rhyme  you  Chrislmas— 

He'd  make  a  mist  />(!« 

Over— something  o'  riither— 

Or  find  you  the  rhyme's  very  brother 

In  lovers  that  kissed  fast 

To  baffle  lite  moon— as  he'd  lose  the  /-final 

In  fas-t  as  it  blended  with  lo  (mark  the  spinal 

Elisoii— tip-dipt  as  exquisitely  nicely 

And  hypcr-exactly  sliced  to  precisely 

The  cxtrcmcst  technical   need) :    Or  he'd  /:>  > 

glass, 
Or  he'd  have  a  kissed  lass. 
Or  shake  'neath  our  noses  some  great  giant  /i  ■ 

mass — ' 
No  matter!  If  Robert  were  here,  he  could  do  it. 
Though  it  took  us  till  Christmas  next  year  to  -i 
through  it. 


S30 


Tiir:  i.ocKRRRri-:  nooK 

•/"■^  To  BcHJ.  S.  Parker 

n-riiu-n  for  The  IndmnafoU,  Star 

Y'CJy  sang  the  sohr  of  rare  diliKhi 

"   I  IS  morning  anil  the  d.^^  s  an.  I,„ih''_ 
A  morning  fr„h  and  fair  and  bright 
As  ever  dawned  in  happv  sons  • 
A  radiant  air,  and  h,  a.  and  ihm- 

Were  .singing  bird,  on  sprays  of  Mnom 
And  dewy  splendors  everywhere 
AM  heavenly  breaths  of  rose  pe'rfnme- 
All  raplurons  thing,  were  in  the  sn„g 
T.s  morning  and  the  day,  arc  long." 

O  singer  „f  the  'iong  divine, 
Though  now  you  turn  y„ur  face  away 
W  ith  never  u,.rd  for  me  or  mine 
Aor  snnle  forever  and  a  day, 
We  guess  your  meaning,  and' rejoice 
n  what  has  eome  to  you-the  meed 

Keyond  ihe  search  of  nu.rlal  voice 

And  only  i„  the  song  indccil— 

W'ith  you  forever,  as  ihc  soim-, 

" 'Tis  morning  and  the  days  are  long  " 
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^op  L'Envoy 

SNOW  is  in  the  air- 
Chill  in  l>li)Oil  and  vein, — 
Winter  cveryN.herc 

Save  ill  heart  and  brain! 
llo!  the  happy  year  will  we 

Mimic- as  we've  found  it, — 
Head  of  it— and  you,  and  me— 
With  the  holly  round  it ! 

Frost  and  sleet,  alack ! — 

Wind  as  hleak  as  wrath 
Whips  our  faces  back 

As  wc  foot  the  path;— 
But  the  year— from  there  to  here — 

Copy  as  '  e've  found  it,— 
Heart  up— like  the  head,  my  dear. 

With  the  holly  round  it  I 
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pOR  the  Song'*  sake;  even  so: 

Humor  it,  and  let  it  go 
All  mitamcd  ami  wild  of  wing- 
Leave  it  ever  truanting. 


Be  its  flight  elusive !— Lo, 
For  the  Song-s  sake-even  so.- 
Yield  it  but  an  ear  as  kind 
As  thou  pcrkest  to  the  wind 

Who  will  name  us  what  the  seas 
Have  sung  on  for  centuries? 
For  the  Sung's  sake !     Kvcn  so— 
Sing,  O  Seas !  and  Breezes,  blow ! 


Sinjf !  or  Wave  or  Wind  or  Ilird- 
SiuR !  nor  ever  afterward 
Clear  thy  meaning  to  us— No  !— 
For  the  Song's  sake.    Even  so. 
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King— »/  the  Spirk, 

The  Qaeon-Seamd  Consort  to  Kruni: 

The  Tuiie-Focl 

Prince— .S'lrn  of  Kruni; 

A  Princess— <i/  the  Wiink- 

A  Dwarf— n/  the  Spirk. 

Xinhtniari'* 


Krcno 

Crkstii.i.omeem 

Sl'HAlVllLI. 

Ampiiine 

DWAINIF- 

Jl'CKl.KT 

Ckf.elh  iiiiJ    ) 

riRITCHFANC     ' 

Counsdlurs  Courtiers.  Heralds,  etc.,  etc.,  etc. 
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4^0     The  lUyimj  Islands  of  the  Xight 
AC'l-  I 
Scene— The  Flyino  Islands 
Scene  I.    Spirkland.    Time,  Moo,nla:,n.    Inu-rior  Cour,  of 
K«f.V'.     A  Z'ast  l^cdct  star  b„n,s  Jin,ly  U,  dome 
above  throne.     Crestuxomeem  diseo'.ered  hnsuidh 
rcel,m„g  „,  f,„,  „^  ,,„^,^  „,^^,,^^^  ^^_  orertur.u-d  J- 
I'-l  lyiR  near,  as  tlwugl,  j„st  drained.     The  Queen 
"'  ^cemin,  d.,.ed.  eestatic  state,  ra^ly  gating   up' 
^^■'•rd.  l,steawg.    S^.annin,,  forms  and  features  in  air 
abore.seem  eeriely  eoming  and  going,  blending  and 
.     'nterm,ng.,ng  in  domed  eeiling-.^Mees  of  eourl.  U'eird 
mns.e.    .!/,,/,>.   luminous,   beautiful  faees  delaehed 
.     f'om  swarm,  float,  singly,  formnd.-tremuloush   and 
'"  "•"''''""'■  poising  in  mid-air  and  chanting." 

First  F.m-e 
And  who  hath  known  her—  hke  as  / 
Have  known  herP-s.nce  the  envving  sky 
'•■lohe.l  from  her  cheeks  iis  niornin^.-hue, 
And  from  lier  eyes  its  slory,  too, 
Of  daz^h'ng  shine  an<l  diamond-dew. 

Second  Face 
/  knew  her-Iong  and  long  before 
High  Mo  loosed  her  pah,,  and  llionght : 
"What  awfnl  splendor  have  I  wrought 
To  dazzle  earth  and  Heaven,  too  !" 
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Third  Face 

I  knew  her— long  ere  Night  was  o'er— 

Ere  .V.I)  yet  conjectured  what 

'lo  fashiim  Day  of — ay,  before 

1  Ic  sprinkled  stars  across  the  floor 

Of  dark,  and  swept  that  forin  of  mine, 

E'en  as  a  Heck  of  bhiidcd  shine, 

back  to  the  black  where  light  was  not. 

FoLRTH  Face 

Ere  day  was  dreamt,  I  saw  her  face 
Lift  from  some  starry  hiding-place 
Where  onr  old  moon  was  kneeling  while 
She  lit  its  features  with  her  smile. 

Fifth  Face 

1  knew  her  while  these  islands  yet 

Were  nestlings— ere  they  feathered  wing, 

Or  e'en  c(biM  (lape  with  them  or  get 

A.poise  the  la/.iest-ambling  bree.;e. 

Or  daeep.  ciirp  out,  or  anything ! 

When  Time  crooned  rhymes  .,f  nurseries 

Above  them — nodded,  dozed  and  slept. 

And  knew  it  not,  till,  wakenmg. 

The  monimg-stars  agreed  ti:  sing 

And  Heaven's  first  tender  dews  were  wept. 
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Sixth  Face 
I  knew  her  when  the  jealous  hands 
Of  Angels  set  her  sculptured  form 
Upon  a  pedestal  of  storm 
And  let  her  to  this  land  with  strands 
Of  twisted  lightnings. 

Seventh  Face 

I,  And  I  heard 

Her  vo.ce  ere  she  could  tone  a  word 
Of  any  but  the  Scraph-tonguc— 
And  O  sad-swcetcr  llian  ,-iIi  suiiR- 
Or  word-said  things  !_,o  hear  her  sav 
Between  the  tears  she  dashed  a«r,v-l' 
•■Lo.  launched  from  the  offended  .s.^ht 
Of  .Eo!— anguish  infinite 
Is  ours,  O  Sisterhoo.!  of  Sin  ! 
Vet  IS  thy  service  mine  by  right 
And.  sweet  as  I  may  rule  it.  thus 
Shall  Sin's  myrrh-savor  taste  to  us- 
Sm's  Empress-let  my  reign  begih  f" 


Chori-s  of  Swarming  Faces 
VVc  follow  thee  fore\er  on  ! 
I'Tn' darkest  night  and  dimmest  dawn  • 

1-0   storm  ami  calm^.hn,- shower  and  shine, 
il^arthou  onr  voices  .inswering  thine: 
We  foll.nv-rrat.,-,,^  I,ut  „,  be 
Thy  fnllowers.-\Ve  follow  thee- 
Wc  follow,  follow,  follow  thee! 
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Wo  follow  cviT  on  aiul  nil— 

O'er  hill  and  hollow,  brake  and  lawn; 

Thro'  (,'n'wsome  vale  and  dread  ravine 

Where  liKlU  of  day  is  never  seen.— 
We  waver  not  in  loyalty, — 
Unfaltering  we  iollow  thee— 
We  follow,  follow,  follow  thecl 

We  follow  ever  on  and  on ! 
The  shroud  of  night  around  us  drawn, 
Though  wet  with  mists,  is  wild-ashine 
With  stars  to  light  that  path  of  thine;— 

The  glow-worms,  too,  befriend  us— we 
Shall  fail  not  as  we  follow  thee. 
We  follow,  follow,  follow  thee ! 

We  follow  ever  on  and  on. — 
The  notched  reeds  wr  pipe  upon 
Are  pithed  with  music,  keener  blown 
And  blither  where  thou  Icadest  lone- 
Glad  pangs  of  its  ecstatic  glee 
Shall  reach  thee  as  we  follow  thee. 
We  follow,  follow,  follow  thee  ! 

We  follow  ever  on  and  on : 

We  know  the  ways  thy  feet  have  gone,- 

The  grass  is  greener,  and  the  bloom 

Of  roses  richer  in  perfume — 

And  birds  of  every  blooming  tree 
Sing  sweeter  as  we  follow  thee. 
We  follow,  follow,  follow  thee  ! 
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U'l'  fi.llnw  ever  on  and  on ; 
P'<r  V.  hcrcsocvor  timn  l,;,s|  gr„,e 

Wc  fiasfen  joyous,  knowmg  (here 
Is  SHcctcr  sin  than  ntluTnlirr,.- 

Uave  still  its  latest  onp.  tltnl  wc 

-M;iy  firain  it  as  wc  follow  thee. 

Wc  follow,  follow,  follow  thee! 

self   l,,l.,  ,     ,  •*  "^«""""i'  -.^oiiUd 

st'al:^  '■  """"'  "'  '"■'"^'  -"""3'  <""--'/'- 

Crf.stii.i.omf.km 
The  Thr.^e  is  throwing  wi,lc  i,s  ,iMe,l  arms 
lo  welcome  n,e.     The  Throne  of  Kmn.  •      [la-   |,a  - 
Leap  „p,  ye  la.y  echoes.  .a,„,  laugh  Io„,|'' 
I'or  I,  Crestillomeem,  the  Queen -|,a  Mia' 
no  flutg  my  richest  mirth  into  yonr  month, 
Ihat  ye  may  fatten  ripe  with  moek-ery- 
I  marvel  wl,at  the  kin«W.,m  wouM  become 
Were  I  not  here  to  nurs^  it  like  a  |,ahe 
Ami  dandle  ,t  above  ,1„  reach  and  einteh 
Uf  interntecldlers  in  the  roval  lin.' 
And  their  atten.lant  s<-rfs.    //,,.' J„,.i-|e,    ho ' 
Ks  „me  my  knarled  warp  of  nice  anatomv 

Uerchcre.  ,o  weave  us  onnp.n  our  mesh 
Uf  s.lken  villanics.    Hot   Jncklet.  ho  ' 

[Lifts ^rn  door  in   .arr  and  dro,,  „  s,ar^,,„,   Ouou.h 
<9en,ng.    tnUy  Jucklet  from  Mo-..,] 
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JUCKLET 

spang,  sfrit!  my  gracious  Queen!  but  thou  hast  scorched 

My  left  car  to  a  cinder !  and  my  head 

Rings  like  a  ding-dong  on  the  coast  of  death  I 

For,  patient  hate !  thy  hasty  signal  burst 

Inill  in  my  face  as  hitherward  I  came ! 

But  though  my  lug  be  fried  to  crisp,  and  my 

Singed  wig  stinks  like  a  little  sun-slewed  Wunk, 

I  stretch  my  fragrant  presence  at  thy  feet 

And  kiss  thy  s?ndal  with  a  blistered  lip. 

Crestii.lomeem 

Hold'  raro-d..i,e  fool,  Icsl  I  may  hid  the  cook 

To  bake  thee  brown !    How  fares  the  King  by  this? 

JVCKLET 

Sate  couclud  midmost  his  lordly  hoard  of  books, 

I  left  him  sleeping  like  a  quinsied  babe 

Next  the  snesl-chamber  of  a  P'.or  man's  house; 

r.ut  ere  I  came  aw.ay,  to  rest  mine  cars, 

I  salved  his  welded  lids,  uncorked  his  nose, 

\ncl  o'er  ihe  odorous  blossom  of  his  lips 

Rc-squeewd  the  tinctured  sponge,  and  felt  his  pulse 

Come  6taj;gerinR  back  to  regularity. 

And  four  hours  hence  his  Highness  will  awake 

And  Peace  will  lake  a  nap ! 

Crest!ii.omi"i;m 

II a!     Wliat  mean  you? 
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JucKLET     lOmiiioiisly] 
I  mean  tha,  he  suspects  n„r  knaveries- 
Some  covert  spy  is  hurr.nverl  i„  ,1,,  cm.rt^ 
iNay,  a„,l  I  pray  .hce  startle  not  „/,„„/, 

lift  ,n„te  ,I,y  very  heart  i„  its  o„t-tl,rol,. 
A".l  let  the  blanching  of  thy  cheeks  but  be 
A  whispering  sort  of  pallor  ! 

CKESTILLOMEEJt 

A  spy?_Ifere? 

JUCKI.ET 

Ay,  A.rr-and  liaply  even  «„«..    And  one 
\\hose  nnseen  eye  seents  ever  focnssed  keen 
L  pun  onr  action,  and  wliose  hunijerin^.  ear 
hats  every  crumb  of  counsel  that  we  ,lrop 
In  these  our  secret  interviews  !— For  he   - 
•H.e  King-throUKh  all  his  talking-sleep  lo-d 
ifalh  jabbered  of  intrigue,  conspiracy- 
Of  treachery  and  hate  in  fellowship 
With  dire  designs  npon  his  royal  bulk 
Jo  oust  it  from  the  Throne. 


:iy 


Ckestillomkitm 

He  spake  my  name? 
Jl'cklf.t 
O  Queen,  he  speaks  not  ever  but  thv  name 
Makes  melo.ly  of  every  sentence.-Yea 
He  thn.ks  thee  even  true  to  him  as  thou 
Art  fickle,  false  and  subtle!    O  how  blind 
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Ami  lame,  and  .leaf  and  dnnil).  ami  worn  aiul  weak, 

And  faint,  and  sick,  and  all-connncidicms 

His  dear  love  is!    In  soolh,  O  wifely  one. 

Thy  mallealile  sponse  dotli  mind  me  of 

'I'liat  pliant  lieni  of  tlie  liald  old  cateli 

•-riu-  Lovely  lhisl,and."-Sliall  I  wreak  <h.    .iiliig? 

[Simjs—wilh  much  iiff'Clcd  ijravily  a    '  grimace\ 

O  a  lovely  husband  he  was  known, 

He  loved  his  wife  and  her  a-lune; 

She  rea'pe'l  the  harvest  he  had  sown ; 

She  ate  the  meat ;  he  picked  the  l)one. 
With  mixed  admirers  every  size. 
She  smiled  on  each  without  <lis)!uise ; 
This  Lively  hushand  closed  his  eyes 
Lest  he  minlit  take  her  hy  surprise. 

[Aaidc,  cv(-/(7»m(oryl 

Chorions  Uproarious! 

\Thc»  prnttomime  as  llwugh  fulling  at  Wll  .Jh'-si'isi"; 
ill  fi-iit,  I'.rpliisiiv  ullcijiuc] 
Trul ! 

Knn ! 

Wasn't  he  a  handy  hubby  ? 

What 
Knn 

She  could  plot  and  plan! 

Not 

One 

Other  such  a  dandy  hubby 
As  this  lovely  man! 
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Crestimjimkem 

Or  t.ilk  nr  innc,  wilt  ,l,„u  wi,„l  „,,  t|,y  (onguc 
■"^"i-  lit  It  t.-iiiKk.  in  a  knot  .,f  words' 
What  saiil  th,  KiiiK? 


JlflKIET   lllilli  ,, 


■il  M-Jviv/ir.-l 


0  that  .,/„•  know  Ihis  thk-k  .listrcss  of  „,i„,  i- 
Hit  cotmsci  v„„|,l  „„„,„,  n,e  an,,  ,RT  voice 
\\-.'|l  now  i„Iin,„i,I«iMl,.,„oV.r,ny  woes 
A".  .I.e.  a  lov.-l,al,„.  lav.  ,„y  .c.-ro.  grief 
An,l  h=  I  ,„j.  ,,,,,p,,„.  ,,^.^^,,,     |_/^,._^ 

;^  ""'Khr-K  all  „,a,„llin  i„  ,1,..  wrangled  wob  ' 

1  liat  well  nigh  hath. -neoone.!  him! 

C'RFSTlr.r.OMEEM 

J>i'l  hryiehl 
■\"   li'iil  of  this, nVMe.inus, list,, .s 

n-.ee.lsn,n.thoMs.,„u..ere.l  front  Ins  (Ju..e„> 
U  !,M  .ani  he  i„  hi.s  talkin^-.le,,,  l,v  whieh 
.S.;n>e  clew  wore  .aine.l  of  how  and  whet,  and  wl^ncc 
ills  troiilile  came?  "■x-nec 

Il'l  KI.ET 

'■"'iH' s( ranee  phase  he  sp.ike 
As  thonsh  son.e  sprited  lady  talked  with  hitn  _ 
■ullconrteonslyhesaid:     "In  woman's  gnise 
Iboneomest,  yet  1  think  thon  art.  in  sooth 
Rm  woman  in  thy  for,n.-Thy  wor.l .  are  strange 
.\nd    eavememyslilied.     I  feel  the  trnth 
Ui  a.!  !hoi,  lust  declared,  and  yet  so  vague 
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Anil  sliadiiw-Iike  thy  meaning  is  to  mf, 
I  kiiiiw  nut  how  to  act  to  ward  the  hlovv 
'Ihoii  s.iyest  is  hanginR  o'er  inc  even  now." 
Ami  then,  with  open  hanils  hel'l  pleailinfily, 
Mc  askeil,  "Who  is  my  foe? '—And  oer  his  face 
A  sudden  pallor  Hashed,  like  death  itself, 
As  ihonuli,  if  answer  had  hecn  given,  it 
Had  fallen  like  a  curse. 

CHESTU.LOMEEM 

I'll  stake  my  soul 
Thrice  over  in  the  Rrinning  teeth  of  doom, 
'Tis  iJwainie  of  the  Wunks  who  peeks  and  peers 
With  those  fine  eyes  of  hers  in  our  aff:iirs 
And  carries  Krunj;,  in  some  disguise,  these  hints 
Of  our  intent !    See  thou  that  silence  falls 
Forever  on  her  lips,  .md  that  the  sitiht 
She  wastes  upon  our  ^^  oret  action  hlisrs 
With  uray  and  grisly  -eum  that  shall  f.ir  aye 
Conceal  us  from  her  (iM/e  while  she  wrnhes  Mind 
And  fani;le--s  as  the  fnt  worms  of  the  i;rave  ! 
Here!  lake  lliis  Inft  of  ilownv  drnze.  and  when 
Thou  eoniesl  on  her,  fronting  full  and  fair. 
Say  •■ShcnlHim!"  thrice,  and  tliitT  it  in  In-  face. 


JrcKi.E.- 

Thon  knowcst  sc;mty  ma^'ic.  O  my  Queen, 

But  all  thou  dost  i,  fairly  excellent— 

Au<l  lliis  eharin  w    '  U.  thou  slialt  have  fuller  faith 

Than  still  I  unisf  wilihold. 

[iid.-s  iluirm.  willi  cxIramiiJ'lt  ■ :   .!atinii\ 
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Cmstillomccm 

Ti,„„  .,■,    r.        .  "'""  ""''"8  knave! 

Thou  thrnR!    Dost  dare  t„  nanu   n,y  sorcery 

As  any  trifling  gift?    H,l,old  what  mukIu 

no  thine  an  thy  .l.scrving  wavered  not 

In  slalile  and  abiding  service  lo 

Thy  Queen ! 

ISh,  fn-s.u-s  .unlda,,y  ,u-r  f„/,„  u^on  In,  ,y„,   „,,„  „f,^ 
lur  soflly  ofnim;/  hand  up^.'ard,  his  ,/«--.•  folloui,,,, 
<^'hcrc,  slo.vly  shapini,  m  ll,,-  air  nbove  Ihnu   n^.-arl 
semblancc'-or     ccn.tvr-s.-lf -of     Ckkstiu.omppm 
chlhcd  m  wost  radiant  youth,  h.r  maidn,-fac,  b,;il 
do-u'mcrd  to  a  moo„-lil  sward.  jW„Tr  *■„.•.■/.■  a  l.n:-r- 
k>uyht-flawlcss    in    manly   symnu-lry   and   frincelv 
beauty.-ycl   none    other    than    the    countvr-self    of 
JL-CK,.ET,  ccricly  and  ,ath  stranp,  sw.rlnrss  sin.,in„ 
lo  some  curiously  tinkliny  instrument,  the  praises  of 
>ls  queenly  mistress:    Jvcki.kt  and  CRESTw.unfKFM 
lransfi.red  belo-u-,ra„eedly   yawing   on   their  mystic 
sehes  abo7e.] 

StMBLA.N-CE  UF  JucKi.KT     [Sings] 
Crestillomeem! 

Creslillomeeni! 
Soul  of  my  slumber!— Dream  of  mv  dream  I 
Moonlight  may  fall  not  as  gnldenly  fair 
As  falls  the  gold  of  thine  opulent  hair- 
Nay,  nor  the  starlight  as  daa:lingly  gleam 
As  gleam  thine  eyes.  'Meema-Crestillomeem!— 

Stars  of  the  skies,  'Meema— 

Crestillomeem! 

S4S 
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Semblance  of  Cfestillomeem     [Siiujs] 

O  Prince  divine! 

O  Prince  divine! 
Tempt  thou  me  not  zi'ith  that  szfeet  voice  of  thine! 
rhotujh  my  proud  brozv  bear  the  blase  of  a  crown, 
Lo.  at  thy  feet  must  its  (/lory  bow  down. 
That  from  the  dust  Hunt  mayest  lift  me  to  shine 
Ileaven'd  in  thy  heart's  rapture,  O  Prince  divine!— 
Queen  of  thy  love  ever, 

O  Prince  Jivir.c: 


Semblance  of  Jucklet    [^iiiyi] 

Crestillomeem! 

Crcslillomeem! 

Our  life  shall  flow  as  a  musical  stream— 
U'indiiujly— placidly  ou  shall  it  wend. 
Marcicd  with  madionra-bloom  banks  without  end— 
JVord-hirds  shall  call  thee  and  dreamily  scream. 
" Where  dost  thou  cruise.  'Meema— Crestillomeem  f 
Whither  away.  'Meema?— 

CrestilhimeemI" 

Dl-o 

[Vision  and  voices  gradually  falling  azvay] 

Crestillomeem! 

Crestillomeem! 
Soul  of  my  slumber!— Dream  of  my  dream! 
Star  of  Love's  liyht,  'Meema— Crestillomeem! 
Crescent  of  Xight.  'Meema!— 

Crestillomeem' 


[  IVith  song,  i 


■ision  likewise  fails  utterly] 
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CKESTIl.I.nMF.EM 

[To  JucKiET,  slW  tnnurJly  sU.riiui  «;,u:,n!] 

Tfov.  now,  tl„m  cIuMk',-  brainOa  s,,ud,re  i_ 
1  lioii  stjiielk  !  -tlu.u— 


Jlcki.et 

T„  ,  ^'■'■y'  O  Oiiccn !  com.irt  me  not 

lo  more  condense,!  littleness  than  no«- 

Jly  shan,c.l  frame  incurrelli  on  itself 

Sj.'ei,,K  what  n,ight  fare  with  it.  ,liclst'//,o„  will 

Knully  to  nip  it  with  thy  magie  lu-re 

And  leave  it  living  in  that  for.n  i'  the  air 

I'orever  pranking  o'er  the  daisied  sward  ' 

In  wak-e  of  sandal-prints  that  dint  the  dews 

As  hchtly  as,  in  thy  late  inai.lenhond 

Th.ne  own  n,„st  needs  have  done  in  t^i.luing  from 

J  he  dread  encroachments  of  the  King. 


Crestii.lomeem 


Jt-'CKLET 


Xay— peace ! 


So  .).  it,  O  sweet  Mystic-Hut  I  crave 
One  service  of  thy  magic  yet.-.^ ,„;,/„•„,,_ 
iireed  me  some  special,  damned  philter  for 
Amphine-the  fair  Amphine!-to  chuck  it  him 
Some  serenade-tide,  in  a  sodden  slug 
O'  pastry,  'twixt  the  door-crack  and  a  screech 
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O'  rusty  hinges. — Hey!  Aniphine,  the  fair! — 
And  let  me,  ton,  elect  his  doom,  O  Qnecn ! — 
Listed  nsiiinst  thee,  he,  too,  doubtless  hath 
Been  favored  with  an  outline  of  our  scheme. — 
And  I  would  kick  my  soul  all  over  hell 
If  I  might  juRglc  his  fine  figure  up 
In  such  a  shape  as  mine! 

Crestillomeem 

Then  this  : — When  thou 
Canst  come  upon  him  bent  above  a  flower. 
Or  any  blooming  thing,  and  thou,  arear, 
Shalt  reach  it  first  and,  thwartwise,  touch  it  fair. 
And  with  thy  knuckle  flick  him  on  the  knee,— 
r/ioi— his  fine  form  will  shrink  and  shrivel  up 
As  warty  as  a  toad's — so  hideous. 
Thine  own  shall  seem  a  marvel  of  rare  grace! 
Though  idly  speak'st  thou  of  my  mystic  skill, 
'Twas  that  which  won  the  King  for  me ;— 'twas  that 
Bereft  him  of  his  daughter  ere  we  had 
Been  wedded  yet  a  haed :— She  strangely  went 
Astray  one  moonsot  from  the  palace-steps — 
She  went— nor  yet   returned.— Was  it  not  strange ?- 
She  would  be  wedded  to  an  alien  prince 
The  morrow  midnight — to  a  prince  whose  sire 
/  once  kiiezu,  in  lost  hours  of  lute  and  song, 
When  he  was  but  a  prince — /  but  a  mouth 
For  him  to  Hit  up  sippingly  and  drain 
To  lees  most  ultimate  of  stammering  sobs 
And  maudlin  wanderings  of  blinded  breath. 
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JUCKI.ET     l/lslUc] 

^T:'7'f''"  '""  ""  ^'^'J-'y  ha.l,  speech 
That  ,lo,h  hejuice  all  n,c,a„l,or  ,o  ,lrip 

And  spray  and  mist  of  sweutncss! 


Ckest,llo.mf,em     [Confuscd/y] 

A.s.rnge.ygo,weresI,cnot,soo„r,.Mored_ 
Assol,ed,d:-Thatairype„al,v 
The  jocund  Kates  provide  o„r  lo"ve-lorn  wigl.ts 
I..l>.s,lad,sland:    So  for  thrice  three  nights 
They  sp,,n  ,„e  prince  his  line  and  markcl  hin,  pay 
t  nut  „,esp„e  all  warnings  of  his  do„n,)  '' 

In  fast  and  sleepless  search  for  her-and  //,.•„ 
They  tnppcd  his  fu„,hling  feet  and  he  fel-_,-,.,_ 
And^r  ''";"''^-^h«--P-^st  Heaven's  flinching'walls 
And  topmost  cornices.-Up-„p  and  on '_ 

And,  .t.sRrindy  guessed  of  those  who  thus 
I  or  such  a  term  hemoan  an  ahsem  love 
And  so  fall  „^wise,  they  must  needs  fail  on- 
And  on  and  on-and  on-and  on-and  on! 
Ha !  ha ! 

JtCKLET 

Quahh!  but  the  prince's  holden  breath 
Must  ache  his  throat  by  this !    But,  O  mv  Queen 
What  of  the  princess  ?-and-  ' 
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Crkstii.lomeem 

The  /'(■///ci'.sj.' — Ay- 
Tlie  princess!    Ay,  slic  wont— she  slrangily  went! 
And  when  the  d^iinty  vagrant  came  nipt  back — 
Doth  sire  ami  son  in  apprehensive  throes 
Of  royal  ^ricf — the  very  Throne  hefngged 
In  sighs  and  tears ! — when  all  hope  waned  at  last, 
And  all  the  spies  of  SpirkhuKi,  in  her  quest. 
Came  straggling  empty-handed  home  again, — 
Why,  then  the  wise  King  sleeved  his  rainy  eyes 
\nd  sagely  thought  the  pretty  princess  had 
Strayed  to  the  island's  edge  and  tumbled  off. 
I  could  liayc  set  his  mind  at  ease  on  that — 
I  could  have  told  him, — y,-a,  she  tumbled  off — 
/  luiiibli-d  her! — and  tumbled  her  so  plump, 
She  tumbled  in  an  uniler- island,  then 
Just  slow  unmooring  from  our  own  and  poised 
For  unknown  voyagiugs  of  flight  afar 
And  all  remote  of  l.ititudes  of  ours. — 
Ay,  into  lliat  land  I  tumbled  her  from  which 
But  one  charm  known  to  art  can  tumble  her 
Back  into  this, — and  Ihiil  charm  (guilt  lie  praised!) 
Is  lodged  not  in  the  wit  nor  the  desire 
Of  my  rare  lore. 


Jl-cki.et 

Thereinasnuich  Hnd  joy! 
But  dost  thou  know  that  rumors  flutter  now 
Among  thy  subjects  of  thy  sorceries? — 
The  art  being  huiincd,  thou  knowest;  or,  unhoused. 
Is  unleashed  pitilessly  by  the  grim, 
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Faccliou.  I,n,ly  of  i|,c  dri.lnlnr 

L'p..n  .',0  one  who  fain  ha.l  |oos...l  ,1,.  cM.rse 

Ono,c.„.-An,.,.o„nse,,,e„on,.a,,;r 
TI,e„  have  a  care  ,hy  spells  ,lo  „o,  .,,,.',    ' 

Upon  thyself,  nor  yet  mine  own  poorl„,lk 
>J   icarsonicness ! 


Ci(I-STIU.OMEE.M 

Of  apprehension  .here !-\V,'l:  K^:""""'""" 
'  "lie   Krung  remains— 

[She   ahrupi/y   Muscs-slartlcd   first     the,    /,;>      ■ 
'""O    "«a  a7//<  ativ,/    literal      I  ■,,;■.     i 
'"^>o<iious,.ss  a„,  f„.or  W  [ZiJ^  '"'-" 

Voice 
When  kinss  are  kings,  an,l  kings  are  n,en-, 

■■^"'">e  lonesome  rain, s  raining  !--- 
O  wl.o  shall  rule  from  ,he  re.l  ,l,r„nc  ,hen 
An.1  who  shall  covet  the  scep.erwhenl' 

When  the  winds  are  all  con,plai„ing? 

When  men  are  men,  and  men  are  kings- 

■''■«'  ""^'""osome  rain  is  raining  1- 
O  who  shall  list  as  ,he  minstrel  sings 
Of  the  crown's  fia,,  or  the  signet-rmg's 

When  the  winds  are  all  complaining? 

CRESTIu.o^tEE^r 

Whence  flows  such  sweetness,  .„d  what  voica  is  that> 
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Jll  Kl.tT 

The  voire  of  Spraivull,  an  mine  ears  lie  whet 
And  liimt'd  n'  late  huncyed  memories 
IliliaimtinR  ihc  dcsened  purlieus  of 
T  he  court. 

Crestii.lomef.m 

And  who  is  Spraivoll,  and  what  song 
Is  that  hesung  so  blinding  exquisite 
Of  cadenccd  mystery? 

J  U  IK  LET 

'  Spraivoll— O  Queen,— 

Spraivoll  The  Tune-Fool  is  she  fitly  named 
%  those  who  meet  her  ere  the  day  long  wanes 
And  naught  but  janitcering  sparsely  frets 
The  cushioned  silences  and  stagnant  dusts 
ImHlTerently  resuscitated  by 
The  drowsy  varlets  in  mock  servitude 
Of  so  refurbishing  the  royal  halls: 
She  Cometh,  alien,  from  W'unkland— so 
Hath  she  deposed  to  divers  questioners 
Who  have  been  smitten  of  her  voice- as  rich 
111  melody  as  she  is  poor  in  mind. 
She  hath  been  roosting,  pitied  of  the  hinds 
And  scullions,  round  about  the  palace  here 
For  half  a  node. 

Crestillomeem 

And  pray,  where  is  she  perched— 
This   wild-bird   woman   with  her  wondrous  throat? 
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Un-ler  some  rlingy  cornice,  like  <.no„sl,_ 

N  ..      a  iKTS,    „,  „ne  f.,s„o„e,l  s,ole-„,e  like 
O    «M,so..,,.-,nu.,l,,,erfai,f.,ceo,K.„™,s 
M..>t  swear  some  U,sty  oa,I,s,  I,.,,  ,I,a,  .Ley  slnpe 

^,e  iU  tJ":^"rr'"' ""'"""-"■°"«"'  "■  '-'■• 
-lie  nil  a  IicensctI  uhot,  an.l  drifts 

Al-mtt,  as  restless  an.l  as  useless.  ,00 

As  any  la.y  breeze  in  summer-time  ' 

"  call  her  forth  to  greet  your  Arajestv. 


[BiiWr   Spraivoll— /ju, 
iiig.] 


'"    *'■'"■'"'    S"-""/-     "/    Sl^l,u,y^si 


II  g - 


SPRAIVOLL 

Tins-ah-ng!    Ling-ting!    Tingle-.eoi 
i  le  moon  spins  round  and  round  for  , 
Wmd  .t  up  with  a  golden  kev 
T.ng-aling!     Ling-ting!    Tingle  tee ' 


Crestii.lomee.m 

Fine-      K  ^^'''^  ""  "'°"'  ='"''  "I'^f  "'>  Strange 

Elus.ve  beauty  and  intent  of  thy 
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Sl'R.M'OLL       [Sillilillll] 

What  sinRS  llie  liriine  on  the  wcrtliiig-viiic, 
And  the  iwiik  on  the  hanuicr-slcin? 

Their  s<iii({,  t>'  ">e,  is  the  same  a    mine, 
A  >  mine  is  lite  same  to  them— to  them— 
As  initio  is  the  same  to  them. 

In  slar-starveil  (jlooms  where  the  phistrc  '   Jms 

With  its  slemler  houshs  ahnve, 
Their  wnn  sprays  clown  with  the  fragrant  hK>oiiis,- 

Anil  the  sont;  they  sing  is  love— is  love— 
And  the  song  they  sing  is  love. 

JUCKI.KT 

Your  ^lajcsty  may  he  surprised  somewhat, 
But  Spraiv.ill  can  not  talk— her  only  mode 
Of  speech  is  melody  ;  an<l  thou  niight'st  put 
The  {lowered  fool  a  thousand  queries,  and. 
In  like  return,  receive  a  thousand  scngs, 
All  set  to  different  tunes— as  full  0*  najght 
As  space  is  full  of  emptiness. 

CliESTlLLO.MEF.M 

A  fool?— 
And  with  a  gift  so  all-divine!— A  fool? 


Jl'CKI.F.T 

Ay,  warranted!- The  Flying  Islands  all 

Might  flocW  in  mighty  comisel—moult,  and  shake 

Their  loosened  feathers,  and  sort  every  tuft, 
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\.M 


r  cviT  innst 


niiiuitcly  quarry  iIuto 


One  o  lu-r  .Spr;„v,.II,  i,H,i„K  „.i„,  ,,„  ,^ -^^ 
S..CI.  favnr..,|  s|„„  „f  ,,„j,|^  .,,  ,,,_^ 
■\luia.  selicis  here  i„  o„r  blissful  rra' n. 

tHESTU.UnrMiM 

C'm,.<.s.,.r,onll,yc.iml,r.,„sw„r,li,K.,,- 
C/'-e   ,i,lu.r,  Tunc-I-,,,,!,  a,„I  1,,  ,„„  ,,,f,,i,, 
'■'rn,kcf„o|ssowcllI,„.,rruM|.,„,. 

A  A,,,,,,  why,  I've  a.nin,|  „,,,„•„,,  ,,.,„,, 
"Koiha  i„  some  wise.    Cnnst  n.e'thv  s„„^ 

\\l"l.s..,„„-,s„,„,..,|,|i„,  ,..,„„„,,, 

I'U    c„l    llno-,si„Hly    iM.|.-h„il.-? 


Sl'HAUdl.I,      f.SV,,,,//,,/] 

'f  one  sho„l,l  ask  n,c  /„r  a  sons, 

'lh..nIsh,.,,Ma„sw,.r.  a,„l,„y'ln„i; 
VV.mUl  twiiiur,  trill  and  I  roll  ,,1,,, 
Until  tlic  s.,tiK  were  ,l,,ne. 


'"V 


Or  should  one  ask  me  for  n,y  tongue 
And  [  should  answer  with  a  snnK 

I  J  tnll  it  till  the  sons  were  snuK, 
And  troll  it  all  along. 


^RESTlI.I.nMFF^f 
Thou  art  indeed  a  f^ol.  and  one,  f  ,|,i„k 
To  serve  my  present  purpose..     Give  ear.- 
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And  Jmklil,  lliciii,  gn  to  the  Kill(?  and  Mdi- 

lli<  w.ikiiii?:  then  repeat  these  wurds: — "T//.'  Qiiren 

liiiftilinilly  uiciiits  his  Miijcsly, 

.hid  1  iiitii  his  frcscHcc  in  tlw  Tnjirc  of  Sliirs, 

Tluil  slic  muv  llu-rc  <m/'ii'.m  full  tenderly 

Ihr  ijiiuit  siiliiititJi'."    And  //irii,  cfid  thus, — 

".So  iiiiiili  slii'  IhiiIi\  and  diontii'd  her  iilnwiiiti  face 

!>i\'/>  ill  the  .ihiiweriiuis  nf  her  itnldeii  hair. 

And  with  ii  fliishiiiii  iiesture  «f  her  urin 

Turned  all  the  moonliyhl  fallid,  sayiiui,  'llasle!'" 

JULKLKT 

Atid  woidtl  it  not  be  well  In  hniiK  a  pearl 
Or  twain  upon  thy  silken  lashes? 

CRESTll.LOMtEM 

Go' 

JtiCKi.F.T  [n.rit.  .tmgl'llr/l 

This  l-'vely  luisliand's  loyal  liroast 
Heaved  only  as  she  miRht  sugKest, — 
To  every  whimsy  she  expressed 
He  proudly  bowed  and  acquiesced. 
He  plotted  with  her,  blithe  atid  gay — 
In  no  flirtation  said  her  nay. — 
lie  even  took  Iier  to  the  play, 
Excused  himself  and  came  away. 


SS6 


■""•:    ''HKKKniK    |!,)f)K 


I  T.<  Sfr.iiroll] 


CRrsTiniiM|.:i,,M 


•    "^'— ^'i  I'.nipriss  iniri-    itiii.  I 

1 1       -  '  "^ '  I  v\  \\\\  aiiL'i.i  til 

A".l  „,.k  ,„.„„«,„,„  „f  ,,.^  ,^^,,  -  • 

;>r  .  Mt  IHT  own  so,,,  I,,  ,  f„„,„,^  I 

o  ,s  wn„e„,  a,,,,  ,,  „,„„  ,^,,„.,, , 
nil  m.-,K,c  RronUT  ,I,a„  ,|,„>  „,„  ;,  ,,„„ 
.       u,W.„,hc..    Sni.shosec„.c 
An  I  proof  novo  all  f>.ar.    .Vn„,  ,(,„„„„„  ,^ 

H.sc„rs„lhc,r,.v,,os,i,|.,„„,,3am.aIl' 

Offavorfor,he,o„w;,on,hewo„Mra,-so 

To  h,s  own  place._A„.l  h,„  for  this  ,„e  Ki„e 
Long  .n„  had  ,a.cd  Hea.h  a.ul  .i.J! l,'"!:, 
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As  one  niiglit  kiss  a  bride !    But  so  his  Queen 

Must  needs  williliold,  not  deal,  tlie  final  Wow, 

She  yet  doth  l)in(l  him,  spelled,  still  trusting  her; 

And,  hy  her  craft  and  wanton  flatteries, 

Doth  sway  his  love  to  every  purpose  but 

The  one  most  coveted. — And  for  this  end 

She  would  make  use  of  thee; — and  if  thou  dost 

Her  will,  as  her  good  pleasure  shall  direct, 

Why,  thou  shalt  sing  at  court,  in  silken  tire. 

Thy  brow  bound  with  wild  diamonds,  and  thy  hair 

Sown  with  such  gems  as  laugh  Hysteric  lights 

From  glittering  qucspar,  guenk  and  plennocynth,^ 

Ay,  even  panoplied  as  might  the  fair 

Form  of  a  very  princess  he,  thy  voice 

Shall  woo  the  echoes  of  the  listening  Throne. 


SrK.\i\*oi.L     \CrtH>iiiii'j  ahslriiclcdly] 

Am]  O!  shall  one — high  brother  of  the  air, 

In  deeps  of  space — shall  he  have  dream  as  fair? — 

And  shall  that  dream  be  this? — In  some  strange  place 

Of  long-lost  lands  he  finds  her  wailing  face — 

Comes  marvelling  upon  it,  unaware, 

Set  moonwise  in  the  midnight  of  her  hair. 

And  is  behaunted  with  old  nights  of  May, 

So  liis  glad  lips  do  purl  a  roundelay 

rurloined  from  the  echo-triller's  beak. 

Seen  keenly  notching  at  some  star's  blanch  check 

With  its  ecstatic  twitterings,  through  dusk 

And  sheen  of  dewy  boughs  of  bloom  and  musk. 

For  him.  Love,  light  again  the  eyes  of  her 

That  show  nor  tears  nor  laughter  nor  surprise — 
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As  fa.r  of  feature,  nor  of  a„y  rose. 

CRF:STIr.|.OMEKM     f.;,(/,/,.] 

O  this  wcir.l  woman !  she  doih  ,lr„„      ■ 

With  li,.r  „„  "*f  """^'  pars 

VV.th  iKr  nneann,.  sumptuousncss  of  son^! 

An,l  mark  L  further.  Tune-Fool-av   and  .,,1  • 

At  present  doth  the  King  He  in  asleep  - 

iJnig-wroHfrht  and  deep  as  de-,.h     fi        r 

"f  an  „„consci„„s  state     ,        'V    !  ■■"'-  P''^- 

Of  l,;c  .t  ,  '       '^ '"'"''  '^•■'ch  act 

Of   ns  thro,,,,,.,,,,  ,,(,  „..,,.,^  ,^_^__^^  .^  ^_^ 

SSESP' , 

rnforn.er  of  her  lord's  most  secret    h,!ht 

T-ll.  ./,.„/,, /,,,„„„.„^„„/,.^^^^^ 

Where  eagerly  his  counsonors  will  hide 

H.scom,ng,_she,  the  Queen,  hath  reas,.n,o 
Suspeet,er,o„g-.,e..i«,,,.,,,,,„.,^^,,        ' 

Aayfahnjeopardy;-L„tif|,,^,„./ 
Through  „,,v„,e.,,„,  ,„,„„,„ 

//"■',  by  a  wheedled  mandate, /./,/,,.  0,„v„ 

l'.ere  ore.  the  Queen  hath  set  an  interview- 
A  conference  to  beholden  with  the  King^ 
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Which  is  ordained  to  fall  on  noon  to-night, 
Twelve  star-twirls  ere  the  nick  the  Throne  convencs.- 
And  with  her  thou  shall  go,  and  hide  in  wait 
Until  she  signal  thee  to  sing ;  and  then 
Shalt  thou  so  work  upon  his  mellow  mood 
With  that  un-Spirkly  magic  of  thy  voice- 
So  all  hedaze  his  waking  thought  with  dreams,— 
The  Queen  may,  all  unnoticed,  slip  away, 
And  leave  thee  singing  to  a  throneless  King. 

SpRAivoLt     [Siiightg] 

And  who  shall  sing  for  the  haughty  son 
While  the  good  King  droops  his  head?— 

And  will  he  dream,  when  the  song  is  done. 
That  a  princess  fair  lies  dead? 


Crestillomeem 

The  haughty  son  hath  found  his  "Sons"— szvcct  curse! 
And  may  she  sing  his  everlasting  dirge ! 
She  comes  from  that  near-floating  land  of  thine, 
Naming  herself  a  princess  of  that  realm 
So  strangely  peopled  we  would  fain  evade 
All  mergence,  and  remain  as  strange  to  them 
As  they  to  us.    No  less  this  Dvvainie  hath 
Most  sinuously  writhed  and  lithed  her  way 
Into  court-favor  here— hath  glidden  past 
The  King's  encharnied  sight  and  sleeked  herself 
Within  the  very  altars  of  his  house— 
His  line— his  blood— his  very  life:— Amphine! 
Not  any  Spirkland  gentlemaiden  might 
Aspire  so  high  as  she  hath  dared  to  dare  | 
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For  she,  with  her  fair  skin  a-,d  finer  ways 
And  beauty  second  only  to  the  Queen's 

And  St  oked  h.m  flutterless.    Didst  ever  ,h.n. 
In  thy  land  hear  of  Du^aimc  of  the  WunksT 

Spraivoll    [Sinumg] 
Ay,   Dwainie!-My  Dwainic! 

The  lurloo  ever  sings, 
A  tremor  in  his  flossy  crest ' 

And  in  his  glossy  wings. 
And  Dwainie!-My  Dwainie! 

'I'he  winno-welvcrs  call  ;— 
But  Dwainie  hides  in  Spirkland 

And  answers  not  at  all. 
The  lecper  twitters  Dwainie!— 

The  tcheuckcr  on  his  spray 
Teeters  up  and  down  the  wind 

And  will  not  fly  away : 
And  Dwainic !-My  Dwainie! 

The  drow.sy  covers  drawl  ;— 
But  Dwainie  hides  in  Spirkland  ' 

And  answers  not  at  all. 
O  Dwainie !-.My  Dwainic! 

The  breezes  hol,l  their  hrealh— 
The  stars  arc  pale  as  blossoms, 

And  the  night  as  still  as  death  • 
And  Dwainie!— My  Dwainie! 

The  fainting  echoes  fall;— 
But  Dwainie  hides  in  Spirkland 
And  answers  not  at  ail. 
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CHESTn.I.OMi:KM 

A  melody  ecstatic!  and— thy  words, 

Although  so  nieaiiiiiKl<.-ss,  seem  sonietlihiR  more— 

A  vague  and  shadowy  something,  eeric-lilie, 

That  maketh  one  to  shiver  over-t  hilled 

With  curious,  creeping  sweetnesses  of  pain 

And  catching  breaths  that  flutter  treniulous 

With  sighs  that  dry  the  throat  out  icily.— 

But  save  thy  inusic!    Come!  that  I  may  make 

Thee  ready  for  thy  royal  auditor.  [Exeunt.] 

End  Act  I 


ACT  TI 

ScKNK  I.  /I  garden  of  Krunc's  Palm-r.  snrni.il  from 
the  iiwoH  mill  netted  nlenk-vines  and  l<lnoniii:<i 
zhoomer-boughs,  all  glimmcrinfily  liiililrd  -filli  stui- 
flakes.  An  arbor,  near  which  is  a  tiible  spread  -eith 
a  repast— two  seats,  dratiii  cither  side.  A  fhiyiiui 
fountain,  at  marge  of  luhich  Amphine  sits  thrum- 
ming a  trentoraine. 

Amphine    [Improvisin;i] 

Ah,  help  me !  but  her  face  and  brow 
Are  lovelier  than  lilies  are 
Beneath  the  light  of  moon  and  star 
That  smile  as  they  are  smiling  now- 
White  lilies  in  a  pallid  swoon 
Of  sweetest  white  beneath  the  moon  — 
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White  lilies  in  a  fl„o<l  of  Lriglu 
Pure  hieidness  of  Iiqiii,Mi^|,t 
C.,sc.-„li„K  <low„  some  „le„il„„e 
"lien  nil  il,c  n;;i,re  overliea.l 
Wooms  like  a  -la..li„g  claisv-l,e,l._ 
So  lm„,„o„s  her  face  an.l  brow 
n>o  li.sler  of  their  glory,  shed 
In  nieinory,  even,  blinds  n,c  now. 

[Plamlivcly  addrcssmg  instrumntt] 
O  warblinK^  strand  of  silver,  where,  Q  where 

•\"Mefl  MS  ,sdken„u.rnn.rs  quavering 
"    ".IP. Lrills  of  delight?     O  golden  wire, 

ere  has.  ,J,on  spilled  thy  preeions  twinkering,  r_ 
VVa.lnrsty  ear  hath  drained  ,hyn,elodv, 
;\"<1  loft  me  l,„t  a  wild,  delirions  drop     " 
To  tn,ctnre  all  my  soul  with  vain  desire? 

[fiiiprovisinfj  ] 

Her  faee-her  brow-her  hair  uuiurled'- 
And  O  the  oval  chin  below, 
Carverl,  like  a  cunning  cam'eo 
W.tli  one  .    ,iuisite  dimple,  swirled 
Wnh  swimming  shine  and  shade,  and  whirled 
The  da.ntiest  vortex  poets  know- 
The  sweetest  whirlpool  ever  twirled 
By  Cnpid's  finger-tip,_and  so 
The  deadliest  maelstrom  i„  ,he  world 
(P.«.^-Jp  ^— ■  ^^^'"-.  '"  '.tcr  .....  „„,,. 
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Amphine    [Again  addressing  instrument] 

O  Trentoraine !  how  like  an  emptied  vase 

Thou  art— whose  clustering  blooms  of  song  have  drooped 

And  faded,  one  by  one,  and  fallen  away 

And  left  to  me  but  dry  and  tuneless  stems 

And  crisp  and  withered  tendrils  of  a  voice 

Whose  thrilling  tone,  now  like  a  throttled  sound, 

Lies  stifled,  faint,  and  gasping  all  in  vain 

For  utterance. 


[Again  iml'rorisinri] 

And  O  mad  wars  nf  blinding  blurs 
And  flashings  nf  lanec-blades  of  light. 
Whet  glittcringly  athwart  the  sight 
That  dares  confront  those  eyes  of  hers! 
Let  any  dcwdrop  snak  the  hue 
Of  any  violet  through  an<l  through. 
And  then  be  colorless  and  dull. 
Compared  with  eyes  so  beautiful ! 
I  swear  ye  that  her  eyes  be  bright 
As  noonday,  yet  as  dark  as  night — 
As  bright  as  be  the  bur.  ishcd  bars 
Of  rainbows  set  in  sunny  skies, 
And  yet  as  deep  and  dark,  her  eyes. 
And  lustrous  black  as  blown-out  stars. 

[Pauses— VwMKiF.  still  unperccivcd.  radiantly  smiling  and 
u-afting  kisses  down  from  trellis-window  above.] 
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Amfiii.ve     [.-Igaln  to  inslrumci] 

,,   ,  O  empty  Iiiisk  of  song' 

'l-ep  wMhin  „,v  laar.  .h.  nu.sie  ,h„u 
Has,  store.,!  away  n,i«h,  tind  an  issuance. 
A  fot,n,  ,,f  |i,npi,,  |,„,,,,,^^  ^^,^^,^, 

Wonl,|  revel  w„hh.  riotous  with  joy  • 
Ami  Dwainie,  in  hcrheamy.  woul.lle'an  oVr 
rc,,a,tlen,     ,s„fni«,,.,an<l,,ike,,K.„,oon, 
Ik  Rlor>  of  |,er  face  would  ligl,,  ,|,e  world- 
J' or  I  would  sing  of  love. 


DWAI.VJE 

AmJ     eaclnuK  overhead  among  the  star., 
Would  scatter  ,he„,  like  daisies  at  thy  feet. 

A.VIPHINE 

n  voice,  where  art  thou  floating  on  the  air?- 
art  thou  hovering? 


O  Seraph-soul,  wliere 


fiWATNIE 

I  hover  i„  the  zephyr  of  thv  sighs 
And  tremhle  lest  thy  love  for  n,e  ^hall  fail 
To  huoy  „,e  ,lu,s  f„rever  on  the  hreath 
Uf  such  a  dream  as  Heaven  envies. 


Amphinte 


Ah! 
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[Tiiiiiinij,  discovers  Dwainie— Wic  fciyiiiuy,  still,  invisibil- 
ity, iiVii/f  he,  Zi'illi  lifted  eyes  and  icistful  guzc,  fre- 
liiilcs  with  instrument— then  sinys.] 

Linger,  my  Dwainie!    Dwainic,  lily- fair. 
Slay  yi'l  lliy  step  upon  the  castmcnt-stair — 
Poised  be  thy  slipper  tip  as  is  the  line 
Of  some  still  star.— Ah,  Dwainie— Dwainie  mine, 
Yet  linger— linser  there ! 

Thy  face,  O  Dwainie,  lily-pure  and  fair. 
Gleams  i'  the  dusk,  as  in  thy  dusky  hair 
The  moony  zhoomer  Rlimmers,  or  the  shine 
Of  thy  swift  smile.— Ah,  Dwainie— Dwainie  mine, 
Yet  linger— linger  there ! 

Willi  lifted  wrist,  whereronnd  the  laughing  air 
llalh  Mown  '  mist  rif  lawn  and  clasped  it  there. 
Waft  linger-thipt  adieus  that  spray  the  wine 
Of  thy  waste  kisses  to'rd  me,  Dwainie  mine — 
Yet  linger— linger  there ! 

Wha'  miloosed  splendor  is  there  may  compare 
With  thy  hand's  unfurled  glory,  anywhere? 
What  glint  of  dazzling  dew  or  jewel  fine 
May  male  thine  eyes?— .'\h,  Dwainie— Dwainie  mine! 
Yet  luiger— linger  there  ' 

My  soul  confronts  thee :    On  thy  hrow  and  hair 
It  lays  its  tenderness  like  palms  of  prayer — 
It  touches  sacredly  those  lips  of  thine 
And  swoons  across  thy  spirit,  Dwainie  mine. 
The  while  thou  lingerest  there. 

{Drops  trentoraine,  and,  K'ith  open  arms,  gases  yearnini/ly 

on  Dwainie.] 
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HUAIME    [h'uttly] 
Thy  words  ,1,.  wins  n,,  king  dovcvvi.e, 

n.oonenn,s.,.ol„,„ee.or.hco.hcrb.,r.!;. 
■!Vs  ,,„.„  |,,„.,  „„,„,;„^^  j^^^i^ 

Ami'iiin'e 
So  ciosely  will  r  |,ol,|  ,„ee  Um  not  eVn 
l"el.andof,|..a,l,  .|,alls..p,ra,c.us 


DWAINIE 


So 


Amphine 
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Sonu'  si'vcral  layoilemi-s  wliiili  I  havo  I"lil 

l-'iill  rhalinsily  atjainsl  my  liiiKiT-lips 

Till  tlie  full  cunipk'iiKMil.  save  lliivi-,  ari'  raiitji'd 

Thy  pilllcss  acciisurs,  claiming.  I'acli, 

,S(i  many  as  tlitir  jdiiiid  mimlur  ln' 

Slialt  llioii  so  many  limes  lifl  up  lli\  lips 

For  mine's  nicist  linKerinR  furKiveness. 

So,  save  line,  O  my  Sweet !  ami  rest  llico,  I 

Have  iirilered  inerl  an<l  viands  t(]  lie  lirmitilit 

For  our  refreslinient  liere,  wlure,  llms  alone, 

1  may  sip  words  with  thee  as  well  as  wine. 

Why  hast  thou  kept  mc  so  athirsl?— Why,  I 

Am  jealous  of  the  flattered  solitudes 

In  which  thou  walke;t.  [Tln-y  sil  al  lablc] 


DWAINIE 

Xay,  I  will  not  tell, 
Since,  an  I  yielded,  count..  ;s  (luestions,  like 
In  idlest  worth,  would  waste  our  interview 
In  speculations  vain. — i.ct  this  suffice  ; — 
I  stayed  to  talk  with  one  whom,  lonn  ago, 
I  met  and  knew,  and  grew  to  love,  forsooth. 
In  dreamy  Wunkland.— Talked  of  mellow  nishts, 
And  Ions.  lonR  hours  of  Rolden  olden  times 
When  girlish  happiness  locked  liands  with  rne 
And  we  went  spinning  round,  with  naked  feet 
In  swaths  of  hruised  roses  ankle-deep; 
When  laughter  rang  unsiletieed,  unrelmkcd. 
And  prayers  went  unremembered,  oozing  clean 
From  the  drowsed  memory,  as  from  the  eyes 
The  pure,  sweet  motherfiicc  that  hcnt  above 
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AMP.„Nf     fA',>,,„„  .,,,j 


O  l.lcssc.,|  lips  „.l UU.  ■  I      ■^"'  '"''■  '"  ""'■'•' 


'ly  friend? 


say 


\\-e  cro.;  ,„y  n,         '    '■•'.7"'  ^■'""'  '•"  ""-^  "f  mine, 

-".r:;:;;;\:;;;.,";,;:- ":■"'■"«-'- 

'Ctr.,.,  ''cross  the  odnrnns  seas 

Strange  arpns  es  of  Jnt .,  i 

And  l,!osso,„,  .n.Ve  3,„1  i    ,  1 

^-"'--artL;  :;:':;■;:;-:;— 


TIIF.  i.oiKr.RniF.  nooK 

O  F.inpriss  c.f  my  listiiiiim  Soul,  »1h:iW  "ti. 
A,ul  lill  UK-  all  "f  •'>■'<  f='"  '"'"'  "'  '''i"^'- 
lM,r  .•veil  lli.'iiKh  1  rciKiicl  a  \K<.rW-i  k.n^ 
Within  nunc  .'wn.  iiiitliinks  I  o.it.l  lliim  .Inwn 
My  scepter,  siKiKt,  crown  an.l  royal  n.iKlit. 
And  so  f.v  ■  down  the  thoriud  path  of  life 
If  at  its  .       'Klling  i"<l  "'>'  '"''  ""**'"  '""''' 
Upon  the  M.orcs  of  Mich  a  land  as  tlion 
Dost  paint  for  r":-(/..v  re.ilm!    Tell  on  ol  it- 
And  tell  nic  if  thy  sister-woman  there 
Is  like  to  thec-Yet  nay!  for  an  thon  didst, 
These  eyes  would  lose  all  speech  of  stuhl 
And  call  not  back  to  thine  their  utter  love, 
But  tell  me  of  thy  brothers.-Are  they  Kreat, 
An.,  can  they  grapple  -ICo's  arRumenls 
Beyond  our  skil"  or  wrest  a  purpose  from 
The  pink  side  ol  :he  moon  at  Darsten  tide? 
Or  cipher  out  th>   -'rohU-m  of  Mind  stars, 
That  .  ver  still  do  ^nfely  tjrope  their  way 
Aiiirng  the  throuRiiiB  constellations? 


DWAINIE 


Ay! 


Ay  they  have  Ic.ped  all  earthland  l.arr.ers 
In  mine  own  isle  of  wisdom-working  W  unks  . 
•Twr  <  Wunkland's  son  that  voyaged  round  the  moon 
And  moored  hi>  bark  within  the  molten  bays 
Of  bubbling  silver:    And  'twas  Wuukland  s  son 
That  talked  with  Mars-unbuckled  Saturn  s  belt 
And  lightened  it  in  squeezure  of  such  facts 
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Tl,.rcfr,.,n  n,  ...„  ,,,  ,,„,  „,„  ,,,,..,,. 
,   """"•■'"'"^  '•■"—,  ...w,,f 

=^^^^^         «•.- 

"I  ail  ,„I„ri.,|  grasHf,  that  l,c  wUi 

^-f-""- ^,:ztir ''''-''''' 

•■\"'   ..r.lp..a,io„  „;    ■.esy.su.„„..lfact,_ 

Of",'"'     "'"■"^"""'' "'<■'••"•""•»' "roach 
f  rho  ronoKs,  welkin  of  all  ,rn„„. 

!!'""",""*">"-'-nvc.s,iKa,ions,o 

O-  worlds  only,  l,„,n«crysrill  bcvond- 

A"     onn,,,l,-on,niIcs.are„M..w.oH,,-. 

A  < .  I<kc  tl  cm.  ever  reeling  on  thronR,,  ,„  e. 
An  1  anchorless  Ihron^h  all  e.crni,v:-'' 
Not  l,k-e  ,o  ours,  for  onr  isles,  as  t!,ev  no.» 
A->.v.ng,hin„stlntfiyabouta,n,ghr' 
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And  soar  above  and  cling,  throughout  the  day, 
Like  bats,  beneath  the  bent  sills  of  the  skies ; 
And  I  myself  have  heard,  at  dawn  of  moon, 
A  liquid  nnisic  filtered  through  my  dreams, 
As  though  'twere  myriads  of  sweet  voices,  pent 
In  some  o'erhanging  realm,  had  spilled  themselves 
In  streams  of  melody  that  trickled  through 
The  chinks  and  crannies  of  a  crystal  pave. 
Until  the  wasteil  juice  of  harmony. 
Slow-leaking  o'er  my  senses,  laved  my  soul 
In  ecstasy  divine:    And  afferhaiks, 
Who  scour  our  coasts  on  missions  for  the  F.nig, 
Declare  our  island's  shape  is  like  the  /bibb's 
When  lolling  in  a  trance  upon  the  air 
With  open  wings  upslant  :md  motionless. 
O  such  a  l.->nd  it  is— so  all  complete 
In  all  wise  habitants,  and  knowledge,  lure. 
Arts,  sciences,  perfected  government 
And  kingly  wisdom,  worth  and  majesty— 
And  ,Jr— ineffably  above  all  else:— 
The  art  of  the  Rom<i"fcr,— f.ibulous 
Beyond  the  miracles  of  strangest  fact ; 
The  art  of  Pocsy.—thc  sanest  soul 
Is  m.ade  mad  with  its  uttering :  the  art 
Of  il/»jiV,— words  may  not  e'en  whimper  what 
The  jewel-sounds  of  song  yield  to  the  sense; 
And,  last,— the  art  of  Knowiiirj  tcViaf  to  Kiwn', 
And  how  to  zoon  straight  to'rd  it  like  a  bee, 
Draining  or  song  or  poem  as  it  brims 
And  over-runs  with  raciest  spirit-dciv.- 
And,  after,— chaos  all  to  sense  like  thine. 
Till  there,  translated,  thou  shall  know  a:,  I.    .   .   . 
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So  furnished  foril,  in  •,ll  ,i,- 

^-- p-.„ce  ,0  n,aice  ii .  ;:;:;;:v^ 

CliA.VT-RlxiTATIVE 

'\';"':"-''-""y«-aHi.Mi,m.,,,,,,^ 

I^-CTs  for  „,e  ,hn,ask  L-avn.  ' 

Densod  i„  ,1,,.  ,,     „  , 
nf  n.,1  '"  <'  'ipse 

Of  P..l.n,s,  ,n  a  flowery  spac-, 

A    omnan,K.ap.sfron,,IuMnarMe,ip3 

O    aK.rl,ui,I,agoMenva,se 
"!^''.''',"P°"--'™mng  wrist. 

I-  "^   "...ly  ,„  „,e  g,i„e„-„,  „„•,, 
Uf  l,er  crystal  iitlerance. 

And       ,""■""«'■  *^'"""'"«  ''alls; 

°  ""-  '"'tnng  waterfalls: 
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And  casements,  cruized  will)  llie  filmy  sheen 

Of  a  lace  that  sifis  the  sight 
ThrouRh  a  ghost  of  hloom  on  the  haiintcl  screen 

That  drips  with  the  dews  of  tight. 

Weird,  pale  shapes  of  sculptured  stone,— 

With  marhle  nymphs  agaze 
Ever  in  fonts  of  amher,  sown 

With  seeds  of  goLl  and  sprays 
Of  emerald  mosses,  ever  drowned. 

Whore  glimpses  of  shell  and  gem 
Peer  from  the  deptlis,  as  round  and  round 

The  nautilus  nods  at  them. 

Faces  hhirred  in  a  mazy  dance, 

With  a  music,  wild  and  sweet. 
Spinning  the  threads  of  the  mad  romance 

'Ihat  tangles  the  waltzcrs'  feet; 
Twining  arms,  and  warm,  swift  thrills 

That  pulse  to  the  melody. 
Till  the  soul  of  the  dancer  dips  and  fills 

In  the  wells  of  ecstasy. 

Eyes  that  melt  in  a  quivering  ore 

Of  love,  and  the  molten  kiss 
Jetted  fortli  of  the  hearts  that  pour 

Their  blood  in  the  moulds  of  bliss.— 
Till,  worn  to  a  languor  slumber  deep, 

The  soul  of  the  dreamer  lifts 
A  silken  sail  on  the  gulfs  of  sleep, 

.•\nd  into  the  darkness  drifts. 
[The  instnnneni  falls  from  her  /„7,k/^-Amphine,  !»  stress 
uf  f^asswllafc  delight,  embraces  her] 
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Tl'""  ar,  no,  all  of  ear,!,,  O. -.„«,.,  one! 
'^"r  do  I  far  miswon.ler  „,c  an  ,l,on 

A-  ...BCT  a,  ,1,0  «ates.  nor  enUTing 
iill  I.  her  brother,  joined  licr? 


UWAINIE 

Lonslo.st  to(l,ec-not  dead? 


A  sistc 


Amphine 

Anddead,al,ho„,„weW^;::,L:^^'- 
\Ve,noanns  ever  i,n,nst  needs  l,edea,l, 
Onl3.co,„<n,oldhcrfron,„ss„el,lo„«,ern, 
Of  changeless  yearnin,  for  l,er«ladre,nn, 
o'V"-         »"^f"  long,  Ion,  ago.- 
O  and  onrn,em„ries!-Herwa„derin,  eves 

We  m,gh,  no,  see-as  haply  so  ,hev  did  - 
For  she  went  fro,^  „,,  all  so  suddenlv- 

So  s,rangely  vanished,  leaving  never  , "race 
Of  lier  outgoinR,  ,hat  I  of„in,es  ihink 
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Her  rapt  eyes  fell  along  some  certain  path 
Of  special  glory  paveii  for  her  feet, 
And  fashioned  of  .Ko's  supreme  desire 
'I"hat  she  might  bend  her  steps  therein  and  so 
Reach  Him  again,  unseen  of  our  mere  eyes. 
My  sweet,  sweet  sister! — lost  to  brother — sire — 
And,  to  her  heart,  one  dearer  than  all  else, — 
Her  loirr — lost  indeed! 

DwAINlE 

Nay,  do  not  grieve 
Thee  thus,  O  loving  heart !    Thy  sister  yet 
May  come  to  thee  in  some  glad  way  the  Fates 
Are  fashioning  the  while  thy  tear-  *,rops  fall! 
So  calm  thee,  while  I  speak  of  thine  own  self. — 
For  I  have  listened  to  a  whistling  bird 
That  pipes  of  waiting  danger.     Didst  thou  note 
No  strange  behavior  of  thy  sire  of  late? 

.■\n[phine 

Ay.  he  is  silent,  and  he  walks  as  one 

Tn  some  fi.xed  melancholy,  or  as  one 

Half  waking. — Even  his  worshipped  books  seem  now 

But  things  on  shelves. 

Dw.MNIE 

And  doth  he  counsel  not 
With  Ihco  in  any  wise  pertaining  to 
His  ailings.  or  of  matters  looking  toward 
His  future  purposes  or  his  intents 
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r,        ,  "'  ''^  ""'  ■'"  spoken  <l,ee  at  tin.es 

AjfPHINE 

Amphine 

•'^'-ii  .i.na,  ^r  j;:^!;:^^/"'; -- 

r      ,j,  ""<ij. — tint  Juckct  saith 

^  «"//.....,„  „a,h  said  M. /.,../,...  .,1 
T.e,s„o  cause  for  serious  concern/ 

A"'''"«rvel,asr„,arkhi.sh„rilingJ;, 
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And  his  bestraiiRcrcd  air  and  nuirmurous  lips. 

As  by  lie  glideth  to  and  fro,  ha !  ha ! 

Ho !  ho ! — I  laugh  me  many,  many  times — 

Mind,  thou,  'tis  reverently  I  laugh — ha!  ha  I — 

And  wonder,  as  he  glideth  ghoslly-wisc. 

If  ever  /  shall  waver  as  T  walk, 

And  stumble  o'er  my  beard,  and  knit  my  brows. 

And  o'er  the  dull  mosaics  of  the  pave 

Play  chequers  with  mine  eyes!     Ha!  ha! 

DwAiNiE    [Asidc\ 

How  dare- 
How  dare  I  teU  him?    Yet  I  must — I  must! 

A^    iiiNE 

Why,  art  Ihou,  too,  grown  childish,  that  thou  canst 
Find  thee  waste  pleasure  talking  to  thyself 
And  staring  frowningly  with  eyes  whose  smiles 
I  need  so  much? 

DWATNIE 

Nay,  rather  say,  their  tears, 
Poor  thoughtless  Prince !    [Aside.]    ( My  magic  even  now 
Forecasts  his  kingly  sire's  near  happening 
Of  nameless  hurt  and  ache  and  awful  stress 
Of  agony  supreme,  when  he  shall  'tare 
The  stark  truth  in  the  face!) 


Amphine 

What  meanest  thou? 
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What  mean  I  l.„,,hy  welfare?    Whv,  F  mean 
One  l>our  agone.  ihe  Q...en,  .hy  niother- 

A.MI'HINE 

Say  only  "Queen"!  ^^^' 


DVVAINIE 

,         ,,  ,,  —T''<^  Qiiecn,  one  hour  agone- 

As  sn  I  learned  from  .souree  \  need  not  say- 
■V-nt  message  craving  audience  with  the  King 
At  noon  to-night,  within  the  Tower  of  Stars - 
rhou  knowest,  only  brief  space  following 
I  he  tune  of  her  pent  session  thereso  set 
.1  secret  with  the  King  alone,  tlw  Throne 
s  set.  too,  to  convene;  and  that  Ihe  King 
ll'ilh  li-nt  Ins  seal  unto  a  mamlale  that 
Sho„ld  he  u,ithhold  his  presence  there,  the  Queen 
Slum  he  en,fourred  to  preside-to  reign- 
■y'lely  endomd  to  'work  the  royal  imll 
''•  lieu  of  the  good  King.    Now,  therefore   I 
Have  heen  advised  that  she,  the  Queen,  hv'craft 
Connives  to  hold  him  absent  purposely 
1  l.nt  she  may  clain,  the  vacancy-for  what 
(-overt  design  I  know  not,  but  I  know 
It  augurs  peril  to  ye  both,  as  to 
The  Throne's  own  perpcuity.     [Aside.]    (Again 
My  magic  gives  me  vision  terrible  •— 
The  Sorceress'  legions  balk  mine  own.-The  King 
Sfll  hers,  yet  wavering.    O  save  the  King 
Thou  ,^Io  (-Render  him  tons!) 
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I  feel 

Thou  speakest  truth:  and  yet  how  know'st  thou  this? 

DvVAINIK 

Ask  me  not  that;  my  lips  arc  welded  close.— 
And,  Hio/v,— since  I  have  dared  to  speak,  ami  thou 
To  listen,— Jucklet  is  accessory. 
And  even  now  is  plotting  for  thy  fall. 
Rut,  Passion  of  my  Soul !  think  not  of  me,— 
For  nothing  but  sheer  magic  may  avail 
To  work  me  harm;— but  look  thou  to  thyself! 
For  thou  art  blameless  cause  of  all  ihe  hate 
That  ranklcth  in  the  bosom  of  the  Queen. 
So  have  thine  eyes  niisluxibered  czer,  lluit 
No  step  may  steal  behind  thee — for  i:\  this 
Vnlooked-uf  Kay  thine  enemy  zcill  come: 
This  much  I  know,  but  for  what  fell  intent 
Dare  not  surmise.— .9o  hok  thou,  nir/ht  and  day, 
That  none  may  skulk  upon  thee  in  this  K'ise 
Of  dastardly  attack.    [Aside.]    ( Ha !  Sorceress ! 
Thou  palest,  tossing  wild  and  wantonly 
The  smothering  golden  tempest  of  thy  hair. — 
What!  lying  eyes!  ye  dare  to  utter  fears? 
Help!  help!    Yield  us  the  King!) 


Amphine 

And  thou,  0  sweet! 
How  art  thou  guarded  and  what  ilif-ld  is  thine 
Of  safety? 
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'■'  — .1,,,,,   ,  „f     '''"';"'""""•  f'"- '"c  a,  all.. 

'     "  '"'■'">■  "■"■•'  /'•■""  ."c  in  a.sault 
I      «,M  k,,,...  ,,;,,,  i,,  r,.s>  , mcrancc- 
M.M.Ml,rKc„,  vas.y  f„r„,  ami  force. 

^^w  the  so,uj  of  /„,., ,-,  „, .  ,^  ■ 

''"'  ""■'  "'•"!  soiuiS  sake. 

^'•<r  let  my  heart 
"'I'th  the  mornbuj  break! 

AlIPHINF. 

Wha.n,eane.,,e.oea.,,^::,:::;::r-     "'-' 

Minn  ,1,0  palace  8ar,Ien-olose?    Q„ick     .,..  f 
^-'--'.!    So,.l     ..e,,.co„ce°oi,     r 
■\"''  ".ark  l„s  actio,,  wl.olly  unobserved 
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(Ampimnk  and  Dwainik  ciili'r  bimcr] 

VoKK    [/';'im'//i,i7  wi'ii'v/'l 

The  mist  of  III,-  morninu,  i-hiil  >'iul  iiray. 
(l>(l^t  till-  uiijlil  ill  'I  slii'iiid  I'f  .(/Tiiv.- 

The  sun  is  a  crimscn  I'h'l: 
The  moon  fades  fast,  ami  the  stars  lake  U'iiuj  ■ 
The  comets  tail  is  a  jteetiinj  thimj  - 
Hut  the  tale  of  love  is  nut. 
Then,  wake!    O  teake! 
For  the  stivel  soiiy's  sake, 

A'or  let  my  heart 
With  the  morninu  break! 

[linlcr  JutiiLLT] 

JUCKI.KT 

Eex!  what  a  siiniptiiotis  darkness  is  the  Xight— 

}Iow  rich  and  deep  and  suave  and  velvety 

Its  lovely  blackness  to  a  soul  like  mine ! 

Ah,  Night!  thou  densest  of  all  mysteries— 

Thou  eeriest  of  unfathomable  delights, 

Whose  soundless  sheer  inscrutability 

Is  fascination's  own  ethereal  self, 

Unseen,  and  yet  embodied— palpable,— 

An  essence,  yet  a  form  of  stablcncss 

That  stays  me— weighs  me,  as  a  giant  palm 

Were  laid  on  either  shoulder.— Peace!  I  cease 

Even  to  strive  to  grope  one  further  pace, 

But  stand  uncovered  and  with  lifted  face. 

O  but  a  glamour  of  inward  light 

Hath  smitten  the  eyes  of  my  soul  to  night ! 
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Oropinj;  lu-ic  ill  llie  cnriUii-Iand, 
I  feci  iiiv  fniio's  <mii!k.|,i  |,a,„| 
Touch  Hk'  riin  „f  a  real,,,  i|,at  socins 
Like  an  i-Ic  ,,n,i,„„„  i>,  a. «-a.,f  dreams: 
I  sl.iiKl  nia«Ml,  ,Ia,c(l  and  al.inc-alune!— 
Afy  lu'arl  licais  „„  i„  „„  i„„|^.,.,„„^._ 
And  I  Iran  and  lisun  l,„i„.  an.l  Iimir. 
And  r  li.dd  iny  l.r.atl,  as  I  hear  at-nin 
I  he  clicrds  of  a  IntiR-dcad  treiuoraiiie 
And  the  wraith  nf  an  old  Invc-sons. 
Low  to  myself  am  I  whisperitiK:— 

Clad  nm  I.  and  the  Ni,/I,l  kuoiv,  a./iy- 
Gliid  am  I  tli„l  the  dream  came  by 
Ami  found  me  here  as  nf  old  zvlie,,  / 
lias  a  ruler  and  a  kiiuj. 

nwAiNiE    \To  Amfhine] 

What  senile  link'  monster  is  this  dwarf- 
Surely  nut  Jneklef  of  the  court? 


Ampiiine     [Ironically] 


Rin  he'll  ,w;ienlle  an  thy  womanVheart 
V.eld  him  but  space.    Listen :  he  mouths  again 

JUCKLET 

It  was  an  aRc  ago— an  age 

Turned  down  in  life  like  a  foMed  page.— 

See  where  the  volume  falls  apart, 

And  the  faded  hookniark-'tis  my  hears- 


ay! 
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N'lir  niiiif  .iliinr,  Init  .-ihoIIkt  kiiil 

Sn  ciiiiMiiiKly  in  ilu'  lovf  of  it 

Tliat  yiiu  11111,1  Iniik,  with  a  ^liakin^  licad, 

Nor  know  the  (|uick  one  from  the  ilcad. 

Ah!  wlial  a  liroail  ami  sea-likr  lawn 

N  the  tU'hl  iif  hivi'  thi'v  hhumi  iipnn ! — 

Waves  (if  its  viokt-vilvct  j-rass 

HillowiiiK,  with  lliu  wiiiils  ihat  pass, 

And  hriakiiiK  in  a  siiowwhilc  foam 

Of  lily-crests  on  the  slmres  of  home. 

Law  to  myself  am  [  wliisperiiiK: — 

(iliul  am  I,  mid  the  Mijlit  kium's  why 

(iliiii  mil  1  Ihat  the  dream  eame  by 
And  found  me  her:-  as  of  old  when  I 
Has  a  ruler  and  a  king. 

[Abruflly  breakintj  into  inifassioned  voeal  burst] 


SoN(; 

Fold  mc  away  in  your  arms,  O  Xight— 

Night,  my  Xi^ht,  with  your  rich  M.ick  hair!- 
Tumhle  it  down  till  my  yearning  sight 
And  my  unkissed  lips  are  hidden  quite 
And  my  heart  is  havcned  lliere, — 
I'nder  that  mystical  dark  despair — 
Under  your  rich  black  hair. 


Oft  have  F  looked  in  your  eyes,  O  Xight — 

Xipht,  my  N'ijjht,  with  your  rich  hlack  hair!- 
Lookcd  in  your  eyes  till  my  face  waned  white 
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''";' 7 '■'■"'  '-''-'''■•f.Mna.l,l,.,,«l,, 

i;"-l.r  thu  .l..c,,s  .,f  „,,,  ,,,,;,  ,,, 
l-"'lery„„rricl,  MacU.air. 

J"^>  for  n  kiss  of  yo„r  „,o,„h.  ()  .Vi,,„_ 

-.«.nr„.a,tasa,K,,,l„,a„,,,,,,h. 

\\;'"nyl,psi„afn,..„„raycT-- 
Lm  cr  .hi,  lovaM.  ,|ark  .l.spair- 
L  i"l'r  your  rich  black  hair. 

Ho!  ho!  what  nil,  „,,,,,,.^,.^, 

And    c,„K„eom-l„lhn«  hkc  the  clapper  ;,f 
A      l,ompo„rhcr,/„„,    r  „.„„.,.,  ,„,, 

To     ce,     Ho.  ho.    Or.illhcrhh.Mi    i 

L«ht    ,pherdi,„hnu,l.,ira,„l,  fr,„n„cr«l.r 
Hare.aok,oherananK.„p.pro,„i,„fr,'       • 
sJ:  i'^'T';'-^'^^- "fa. soul  vvho.se  hVh 
She  though,  long  since  ha.I  g„„ere<]  on.>-IIo.  ho. 

Or  hapl,.  .ill  she  chastely  bend  above- 
A  Parian  phanton.ette,  with  head  atin 

And  .wnikling  fingers  dusting  down  the  dews 
That  gluter  on  the  .arapyzn,a-vincs 
That  not  round  her  casement-gathering 
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Lush  blooms  to  pell  nic  with  wliile  I  below 
All  wiiikin.nly  await  the  fragrant  shower? 
Ho!  ho!  bow  jolly  is  this  tb!--  ,  of  love! 
But  how  much  richer,  rarer,  jollier 
Than  all  llie  loves  is  this  rare  love  (tf  mine! 
Why,  my  sweet  Princess  doth  not  even  dream 
I  atii  her  lover, — for,  to  here  confess, 
I  have  a  way  of  wooing  all  mine  own. 
And  waste  scant  speech  in  creamy  coinpliment 
And  courtesies  all  gaumed  witli  winy  words. — 
In  sootli,  I  do  not  woo  at  all — I  urn.' 
How  is  it  now  the  old  dnet  doth  glide 
Itself  full  ripplingly  adown  the  grooves 
Of  its  quaint  melody? — And  whoso,  by 
The  bye,  or  by  t'  e  ti'uy,  or  fur  tJic  noiici'. 
Or,  eke  ye,  I'fnidvcHturc,  ever  durst 
Render  a  duet  singly  but  myself? 

[Singintj — z^'itfi  fir(>ti'st]iu'  niiinicry  of  two  voicL's] 

Jucklf.t's  OsTKNSim.E  DURT 

How  is  it  you  woo? — and  now  answer  me  true, — 

How  is  it  you  woo  and  yon  win  ? 
JVhy,  to  ansti'er  you  true. — tlie  first  thing  that  you  do 

Is  to  simply,  my  dearest — begin. 

But  how  can  I  begin  to  woo  or  to  win 
When  I  don't  know  a  Win  from  a  Woo? 

Why,  cover  your  chin  with  your  fan  or  your  fin, 
And  I'll  introduce  them  to  you. 
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Hut  wlial  if  ii  ,|r,.w  from  my  parents  a  view 

Willi  my  own  in  no  manner  akin? 
Xo  malU-r!~your  Hczi,  shall  be  first  of  tlie  tzvo.  ■■ 

So  1  luisli-n  to  usher  them  in. 

Xay,  stay!    Sliall  I  grin  at  the  Woo  or  the  Win? 

And  uiiat  will  he  do  if  I  do? 
IVhy.the  n-oo  t.///  I,e!jin  ,,M  "Ifow  fleasa„t  ifs  been'" 

■liid  the  in,,  zi-ilh  "Delighted  -with  you!" 

Then  siipposiiiR  he  grew  very  dear  to  my  view— 

I'm  speak-liiR,  j-o,,  know,  of  the  Win?' 
irhy,  then.  y„„  should  do  what  he  wanted  you  to,~ 

And  uow  is  the  time  to  heiiiii. 

The  time  to  I.eRiii?    O  then  usher  him  in— 

I-cl  him  say  what  he  wants  me  to  do. 
lie  is  here.-lle's  a  ti.-iu  of  yourself, ~I  am  "IVin," 

And  yuu  are,  my  darlin</,  my  "IVoo"! 

ICafering  and  eourlesying  to  feiyned  a,  iienee] 

That  song  r  call  most  sensihie  nonsense; 
And  if  the  fair  and  peerless  Dwainie  were 
But  here,  with  that  sweet  voice  of  hers,  to  take 
The  part  of  "Woo,"  I'd  be  the  happiest  nVin" 
On  this  side  of  futurity!    Ho!  ho! 


Dwainie  [Aside  to  Amphine] 
What  means  he? 
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Ampiiixi- 

Why,  Ik-  nu'aiis  lliat  lliroatlcss  head 
Of  his  needs  furlhir  cluickiiig  down  lieUvixt 
His  cloven  slioulders! 

[Slartiiui  /onfiin/— Dwainie  Uctaiiiiiiij  him] 

DWAINIE 

Nay,  thou  shalt  nnf  stir  I 
See !  now  the  monster  hath  disoncrcd  cmr 
Repast.    Hold!    Let  us  mark  him  further. 

JuCKLET    lArclily  eying  i'/iokAv] 

What ! 
A  roasted  wheffle  and  a  toc-spic^'d  \v!r,;ni. 
Tricked  with  a  larvcy  and  a  Rherghglinui's  tail ' — 
And.  sprit  me!  wine  enoui;h  to  swim  ihem  in! 
Now  I  slioidd  like  to  put  a  question  to 
The  f/iii-sts:  hut  as  there  »;•,■  none.  I  dire.-t 
Mine  interrogatory  to  the  host. 

[Rozciiif/  to  r'Ljrii»f_v] 

Am  I  behind-time?— Then  I  can  but  trust 
My  tardy  coming  may  be  overlooked 
In  my  most  active  effort  to  rcg.iin 
A  gracious  tolerance  by  service  now  : — 
Directing  rapt  attention  to  the  fact 
That  I  have  brought  mine  appetite  along, 
I  can  but  feel,  ho !  ho !  that  further  words 
Would  be  a  waste  of  speech. 

[Sits   at    tabic — pours    out    zi'iiie,    drinks   and    eats   vora- 
ciously.] 
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,,.i        r  ,  —There  was  a  time 

head         ^^  '"■"  '  "•■•''  '••-I"'"  baekward  in  n,v  wavs 
In  cnnrtly  onnipany  {as  tlin„Kl,.  for.sonth, 
I  fell  nni,  from  my  very  l.irlli,  ilie  swi^h' 
Of  royal  hlood  along  my  veins.  tI„n,Kh  hred 
AmonKsl  <hc  treacled  scnllio„s  ar  !  the  Ihralls 
Islint  from,  likeacork,  inyonilnnl  years, 
Into  co.irt-favor  l,y  „,y  wit's  slieer  stress 
Of  fomentation.-/',,/,/  ,/„.  ,,,,.„,./,  „.  ,„,/,, 
Ay,  somehow,  as  I  think,  I've  all  outgrown 
That  coarse,  nice  age,  wherein  one  makes  a  meal 
Of  two  eslardles  and  a  fork  of  sonp. 
Hey!  sanaloo!    Lest  my  starved  stomach  stand 
Awe-stricken  and  aghast,  with  month  agape 
Before  the  rich  profusion  of  this  feast, 
I  lubricate  it  with  a  glass  of  merl 
And  coax  it  on  to  more  familiar  terms 
Of  fellowship  with  those  cleleclables. 

'fours  t./,,.-  „„rf  /,„/,,,  „^  ,„^/.,,  ^^,,,/,   ,„,,^^,  au.rtIi„cssS 

Mine  host --Thou  of  the  viewless  presence  and 
llnsh-haunted  lip:-^Thy  most  imperi.-d, 
r:thereal,  and  inim.-iterial  lualtli ! 
I-ive  til!  the  sun  dries  up,  and  cmih  ihv  cares 
With  star-prongs  till  the  comets  tlz^le'out 
And  fade  away  and  fail  and  are  no  more  ! 

IDniins  and  refills  unblct] 

And,  if  iho,i  wilt  perim't  me  lo  observe,— 
The  gle,-uni„g  shaft  of  spirit  in  this  wii'ie 
Goes  whisllii,!;  to  its  mark,  and  ftill  an.!  fair 
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Zipps  to  the  target-center  of  iii)'  soul ! 
Why,  now  am  I  the  veriest  gentleman 
That  ever  huttered  woman  with  a  smile, 
And  let  her  melt  and  run  and  drip  and  ooze 
Ad  over  and  around  a  wanton  heart! 
And  if  my  mistress  lient  above  me  now. 
In  all  my  hideous  deformity, 
I  thinU  she  would  look  over,  as  it  were. 
The  hump  upon  my  back,  and  so  forget 
The  kinks  and  knuckles  of  my  crooked  lei's. 
In  this  enchanting  smile,  she  needs  must  Ic.ip, 
Love-dazzled,  and  fall  faint  ami  llultering 
Within  these  yawning,  all-devouring  arms 
Of  mine!     Ho!  iio!     And  yet  Crcstillomcem 
Would  Iiavc  me  blight  my  dainty  Dwainie  with 
This  feather  from  the  IJevil's  wiuK!— liiU  I 
Am  far  too  full  of  craft  to  spoil  ihe  eyes 
That  yet  shall  pour  their  love  like  ncdar  out 
Into  mine  own, — and  I  am  far  too  deep 
For  royal  wit  to  wade  my  purposes. 

Dwainie    [To  AMrnixi;] 
What  can  he  mean* 

Amphine    [Chafing  in  sri/^l'rc.i.iril  frcii.ry] 

Ila  !  to  rush  forward  and 
Tear  out  his  tongue  and  slap  it  in  his  face ! 


DwAINIK    [To  Ami'HINe] 
Nay,  nay!    Hist  what  he  saith! 
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JUCKI.KT 

„         „  'low  big  a  fool- 

Hinv  all  maRnificcnt  an  idiot 
\\'-..l.l  [  l.c  I.,  I,li^;lu  /„-r_(my  pcerloss  one!- 
My  v.-rv  suul's  soul!)  as  Crestillomccni 
l>-il.  iii>lif;atc  nic  to,  for  lu-r  liatc's  sake— 
■\ih1  inward  jculousy.  as  well,  belike!— 
Wo.ildst  have  my  Uwainie  blinded  to  my  cl.arms- 
I'<.r  .-harms,  good  sooih,  were  every  several  (law 
Of  my  malformed  outer-self,  compared 
Will,  Ihr.t  his  Handsomeness  the  I'rinee  Amphine 
Siiall  ehange  to  at  a  hrcalh  of  my  p,„y,l  d.eek 
l.'.n  were  it  weedy-bearded  at  the  time 
Willi  such  a  sliibble  as  a  hnntsmaii  well 
MiKlil  h.se  his  spaniel  in!    Ho!  ho!    IJo!  ho! 
r  fear  me,  O  my  coy  Creslillomeem, 
Tbine  ancient  cofpidry  doth  challenne  slill 
I  lime  own  vain  admiratir.n  overmnch  ! 
/  lo  ernsh  /,,T.'-wlK'n  th.m,  as  certainly, 
ll^i-'^l  .-inneil  me  lo  smite  down  Ihe  „nly  bar 
Hint  lies  betwi.t  her  love  an.' .nine?    lio'hol 
Hey!bnt  the  revel  I  shall  riot  in 
Above  the  beanteoHs  I'ritice.  inslanlnonsly 
Afade  ;dl  abhorrent  as  a  replilcd  hnlk ! 
Ilo!  h,)!  my  princely  wooer  of  the  fair 
Kare  lady  of  mine  own  superior  choice! 
I'.iii!  but  my  very  'niaginings  of  him 
defined  to  that  .shamed,  sickening  shape, 
no  so  beloathe  me  of  him  there  be  qualms 
Kxpostu kiting  in  my  forum  now! 
Ho!  what  unprineifying  properties 
Of  medication  hath  her  Majesty 
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in  my  tiiiiKr  cli.ii-fre!     |[,,!  |„,|    ||,,i  i^^^, 
IJwainii!  swi-ctesl  swcft !  wlial  sli,.,k  in  il,,.,-'- 
'"'1<T.  uhni  nI„.  yivs  Iho  human  toad 
■11  at  Irt  fuel  aii.l  oick  his  lllmy  cyos 
"1  iHT  au.l  croak-  l.ne,  if  she  will  „„t 
nu'  1..  tweezer  him  with  two  long  stieks 
I'--  liiiii  fn.ni  her  path.-O  h„ !     ||,,!  |,„  j 
'""'1  '"I"  "Vr  some  blossom  quick,  that  I 
have  one  l,r  ,lher  in  the  (iesh  ! 

Wuils  </r»a.(,7y] 

DWAINII;      [roAMPIIiNK] 


He  prroweth  <lrunken.-Soh !    Ri.le  vei  a  spell 
And  T  will  vex  him  with  my  sorcery  • 
Then  shall  we  hcnce,-for  lo,  the  no,le  when  all 
Our  s.thtlest  arts  and  strategies  nni:-.t  needs 
He  quickened  into  acts  and  swift  results 
N,nv  hide  thou  here,  and  it,  ,m,te  silence  n.ark 
The  rishtcons  penally  that  hath  accrued 
Upon  that  dwarfed  monster. 

[She  stands,  still  !„  couccahneut  from  the  d,,arf  hn  tn,,- 
<ja^c-  firrd  „p„n  him  as  llunujh  in  mute  and  Miniv 
act  of  mcantation.-]vcKLKT  affected  ,/n,„.^,Vy- 
ya7cns  and  mumbles  Incoherently-stretehes  a-.d 
Uradnally  sinks  at  full  len„th  on  the  sr.ar.l  ^-^ 
DWAiNiE  moves  /orK«,-rf_A„p„,.VK,  folh-ein,,  . 
about  to  set  foot  contemptuously  on  sleeper\  hre.xi 
but  ,s  cawjht  and  held  au;,y  bv  Dwa.m,.  ,el,o  i,r 
pcnously  waves  him  back,  and  still.  i„  pantomi,,.- 
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r»m,,,„„rf/,„,  ,„■,„  ,,„,  „„,„  „„_,  ,.^^  ^.^ 

fHIN.    nhryn,a   as    ,lu.„ah    unable    to   do    othcr^l 

fonu„d  corcnna  lu-r  foe,  and  bn.din,  nil  i,  tnZ 
Ihc  around,  slic  lifts  to  ihr  L-,, ,     ,        , 
wall.;  h,.l-      J  ■  '    '"■'■  '''■''"'  "''d  S" 

M,«.  hacU'ard  ,„  a  circh-  round  tlu-  sUcrin<,  h-r^ 

'•^^^■'n.u.w:::d::r    '"'"''''"'' 


Look 


DwAi.viE    (7-y. Mini  ink] 

•Vow  Shalt  tliou 
on  M,cl,  sc-M-.h  n,  ,ho„  l,ns,  Mover  .Ircamcd. 


^' ''"•  •^rcal.s.  I,atf  ar.-rtin.,  Iwr  farrn.^  -^, 


"I'prclirn.tion.    clior 


'ith  melancliolx 


,       ■  ""    "f    I'Wtihrious    voices    t,r,i,A 

cliant,,,,,  discordantly.]  ""^ 


Voices 

Wlicn  the  fat  moon  smiles, 
And  the  comets  kiss, 

An,l  the  elves  of  Spirkland  flit, 
i  he  \V  hanghoo  twunkers 
A  time  like  this, 

And  the  XiRhtmares  ehamp  the  bit. 

'■■''  "";"'f'  "■-■"y'  "  -""•'.  fn.laed  u.ltl.  weird  shapes 
d<Ps  iron.  tl.e  ni,l,t  and  trails  near  JuckJss        ' 
"'.  foure.  While,  will,  attendant  Jblin^^^^^Z 
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Niglilni.-ircs,  Crkech  mid  Chitciii-ani;.  allylil.—Tltf 
comet  hisses,  sialcUes  ils  tail  mid  disa f  j'cms ,  'u'/iilr 
the  two  iiiibliiis  liiiVii-  biizciiujly  over  Jl-cklkt,  -elm 
starts  wide-eyed  and  stares  fixedly  at  them,  with 
horribly  cunturted  features.] 


Cxr.Frn    [T»  GmTriiFANd] 
Buzz ! 
Buzz ! 
Buzz ! 
Buzz ! 
Flutter  your  wiuRs  like  your  Rrandniothor  docs! 
Tuck  in  your  cliin  and  w'lcol  over  and  whir-r-r 
Like  a  dickerliug  fast  in  tlie  wel)  of  llic  wuhrr! 
Reel  out  your  tongue,  and  untangle  your  toes 
And  rattle  your  claws  o'er  llie  bridge  of  liis  nose; 
Tickle  his  cars  with  your  feathers  and  fuzz, 
And  keep  up  a  hum  like  your  grandmother  does! 

[Juckli;t  moans  and  eliiteties  at  air  eoin'iilsi~,'ely.] 


Amphine    [Shiidderiiiu] 

Most  gre\vso?nc  sight!    See  how  the  poor  worm  writhes 
How  must  he  suffer! 

DWAINIE 

Ay,  but  good  is  meant — 
A  far  voice  sings  it  so. 
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C'Kinn-.yNc.    \/..(m,„] 
^''""■'''^■•■''-'l'"''"^.."s,rili,H.  .,,,,„ 

J\"'   l^-p...c.nMm.  as^MK.vh.Miavc.s- 
'^'^U"  Imn  ,|,Hv„  while  1  „.„  ,,i„,  ,„  ,,,.;;i- 

A.Kl.lontIe,l„-„Hlupfro„,U,.„atof,,i,b.ck: 
[-•^liiiiiLi  In  minute  si:c  -i-hih  „  .ir       .        , 

Ho!  I  l,,-,ve  horcl  ihrou^^h  ,l,e  ,I„or  of  |,i,  ,„„•„, 

I.".-.jbotl.e„,gh„„arc,hatn,ygra,Kl,no,l,„is! 
|/f'•"/'^v/^.^  t/,ro„f//,  n-rrrsal  of  ff,,,-,,-,-  ,„  -,/,  ,^ 


Whing ! 


Duo 


W'li; 


To  only  blo^v  u,,  i„  ,l,c  Imll  of  a  fool- 
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To  fizz  nnd  explode,  like  n  cast-iron  tna<l 

In  the- cavernous  doplhs  where  his  victuals  were  stowed— 

When  cliances  wiTe  ripest  and  thickest  and  l>est 

To  hurst  every  button-hole  out  of  his  vest! 

[77iO'  h'li-^-:  fl'^'il  hiiih  oh.KT.  and  fusUui  l.uu-thn-  into  „ 
!in-<il  s,,i„i,c  iron  wcifiht,  diof  lu\ivily  on  dust  of 
sL\-fcr,  who  moans  fUroiisly.] 

A.MMiiNic     [llidini/  his  fa,,] 

Ah!  take  me  hcn<e ! 

[DwAiNiK  l,;,d.<  him  off.  tookinn  l-ohi.ard  as  she  ;,o,::  „nd 
wavio;,  lu-r  hands  ini;-lo  :.  ,ly  f.,  Ckfixu  and 
Gritciifani:.  rrassnming  former  siiof',-s.  in  rcslnsi.s 
of  insane  delir/hl.] 


Zipp! 


CREtXII       [To   GrITCIII  ANT,] 


Zipp ! 


Zipp! 


Zipp! 


Sting  his  tongue  raw  and  unr;nel  his  lip! 

Grope,  on  the  right,  down  his  windpipe,  nnd  sfpieczc 

His  liver  as  dry  as  a  petrified  wliecze  ! 

[Gritciifanc— fli  before— shrinks  and  disaffears  al  sleep- 
er's mouth.] 

Throttle  his  heart  till  he's  lilack  in  the  face, 
And  bury  it  down  in  some  desolate  place 
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rKirrii- 


1AN(,  Ollls  /,■„,„  wiHiiii] 
f'KncillANfi 

''■■l.n'     II,nv<-cl.-,n,l,crr,|,|,cn.nR.nfl,i,  HI, 

A"  I  (  .n,„  „p  ,IH.  n„,c  of  ,,i,  ,,e,„  ,,k.,  ,  ,,„J 
,'";'"'""■•  ■•"""■'''-""o.lu.cn.Inf  ,„■.„„,,, 

•W  .In,.,,  ay  success  ever  crown  „,vi„,.,u 
'nuan,ler,l,eways,!,a,,„j,,,„,„,„„„|,^.^^^,„,^,. 


Duo 

WIn'ng! 

Whnng! 
\,„i  ,u  "''''  "'"■  ancestors  sune' 

^^T'  '"'  ''''■"'■  """  "■^>-  '"-..  and  ,hey 
Taking  special  terrir.c  delight  in  their  work 
O"    he    ools  ,|,a,  ihey  found  in  the  lands  of  the  Spirk- 
A  .1  each  l„.le  grain  of  ,heir  powders  of  pai„       '"'• 
1  iH.y  scraped  „p  and  pestled  again  and  again- 
M-i,„c,,,a,ln,p,edosesforgl„,,„,,sa,,'ls 

T,.,  they  s,ra„„e,Uheir  d,.can.  win,  gnng^j^^Ho^s  knots  - 
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[Tlw  ioiiul  iiiiiiiii  trnih  piisi,  ul>vii  wliiilt  ilu-  N'iRhlm.ircs 
liiif  and  ilisaft'iMr.  Ji<  ki.kt  stuoui-rs  to  his  fei-l  and 
flliin-.i  frciizitilly  around— then  starts  for  o/i/ii/.v/d' 
f.ril  of  comct~i.i  Ih.rt-  siiddrnly  confronted  with 
fiiiid  faii-s  in  the  nir.  h-xMsl;red  with  ramii-d  fur- 
tlish  flanu-s  that  flare  aiulit'ly  and  huxLily  in  abruft 
allcrnalinn  chill  i/asps  and  hoi  wcltcriniis  of  wind. 
lie  slarls  hack  from  Iheni.  reels  and  falls  prostratf. 
Urovelinii  lerrifiedty  in  the  dnst.  and  ehallerinii.  -eilh 
eerie  iiinsic  acevnifanyini/  his  broken  utterance,] 

JlTKLKT 

A'.nl    .r.nl.     Mnl. 

Tlinn  thnt  (lost  all  tliitiRs  know— 

VV.iivlnR  .-'.II  claims  of  niiiu-  In  dare  to  pray, 
Save  that  I  lurils  must: — Lo, 

What  Hiii.v  I  pray  fur?    Vca, 

I  liavi-  not  any  way, 
An  Thou  K.iinsayfsl  nic  a  loliran<-c  'o. — 

I  ilaic  not  pray 

i-ortfi^'cness — t(ti>  grt-al 
My  vast  o'cTlopplinn  wii^'ht 

Of  sinning;  nor  can  I 

Pray  my 
Poor  son!  unscourKod  to  ro. — 
Frame  'I'luin  my  prayer,  .l''.o! 

What  may  I  pray  for?    Dare 
I  shape  a  prayer, 
In  siiotli. 
For  any  cancelled  joy 
Of  my  mad  yomh. 
Or  any  bliss  my  sin's  stress  did  destroy? 
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•And  iiiii;ii(.iu.|(,. 
And  \i,,|,,, 
^-  ""<  "{  .ImMI,,,,,,!  |„„„^,,„ 

■\»'l  in  mi,,..  |,.-,r,|  l,...nrt  set 
■^  '''"""""K  iinu-;,s  tin.,,  5 
\\ill.  all  ,|,c,>  p,,,,,     ,, 
lie'lwnNu.di-.l  will,  ,!,„,,_ 

"'"r  ^wc.,,  swm  seen,  I.,  ,„o,e 
'""  ''""iPfiiously  againi 

Wliat  ;;„,v  f  pray,  .Ko  f 

fnr  the  poor  linlelie,!  cot 
Where  , lea,),  sate  squat 
;,"''■'  "'>'""-^'  "»™or,Vs?_Iof 

5;-S:S,;---« ..,- 

I'  ''lanehe.1  „p.  .,«  ,|,ey  ,,0,,,  „^_ 

Its  frozen  eyelids  ,,,„     | 

^'"'  part,  nor  cowl ; 
B-verwe,Mop.„,,i„,,„^,„,^^__.^ 
■     •    •     Wlio  luars 

Tl-prayers  for  all  dead, „„„,er  sake.  .lio. 

I-<-.-'Mwi.se„„..n,ercy:-Maj. 
'  ""t  have  leave  to  pray 
-^'l  ^'-V  to  pass  awav- 

'•;-«e,f,,|  of  ,„  „^.^„^  „,.__^ 

^^•«lee.f„lofaIlcrceds;-alone, 


599 


THE   LOCKERBIE   BOOK 

Stand  fronting  Thy  Ijigh  throne  and  say: 

To  Th«-, 
O  Infinite,  I  pray 

Sliield  Thiiu  mine  enemy ! 

{Music  lliroughoiit  siipplicalioii  gradually  softens  and 
sweetens  into  utter  gentleness,  t»'i//i  scene  slow-fad- 
ing into  densest  niylit.] 

End  Act  II 


ACT  III 


Scene  I.  Court  of  Krunc — Royal  Ministers,  Counsellors, 
etc.,  in  session.  Crestillomeem,  in  full  blazonry  of 
regal  attire,  presiding.  She  signals  a  Herald  at  her 
left,  who  steps  fom'ttrd. — Blare  of  trumpets,  greeted 
with  ominous  murmurings  within,  blent  with  tumult 
from  'without. 

Herald 

Hist,  ho!   Ay,  ay!   Ay,  ay! — Her  Majesty, 
The  All-Glorious  and  Ever- Gracious  Queen, 
Crestillomeem,  to  her  most  loyal,  leal 
And  right  devoted  subjects,  greeting  sends — 
Proclaiming,  in  the  absence  of  the  King, 
Her  royal  presence — 

[I'oiee  of  Herald  falls  abruptly — utterly. — A  breathless 
hush  falls  sudden  on  the  court. — .')  sense  oppressive 
— ominous — affects  the  throng.  Weird  music  heard  of 
unseen  instruments.] 
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Hk«..„    UU<skUy  s,rn.i„,  ,,  ,,  , 
Hist,  ho  '    Av   ,,  p     . 

"">  >"c  Queen-  -"t^  !''"  ^■.'''7''-"  '"  "»  senses 

\Vra,th.Sonc  op  Spra,voll 

'■^;i>'"o'hcar,hedyi„g.^.„a 

Of  any  l„tle  ■wovndcd  bird. 
■    ■    •    ^"'■■^'s  the  deadest  thing! 

^ 'f  "ot  if  I  see  the  snnle 

only  know  that  afleru'hile 
"<■  -0,11  not  smile  again. 

■^"'*  """  "'"l  let  mc  Pass! 
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/  have  no  mind  to  feci  Ihi  touch 

Of  gentle  hands  on  brozu  and  hair. — 

The  laek  of  this  once  fained  mc  much. 
And  so  I  have  a  care. 

Dead  zi'ccds,  and  husky-ruslling  Icai'cs 
That  beat  the  dead  boughs  where  ye  cling. 

And  old  dead  nests  beneath  the  eaves — 
Love  is  the  deadest  thing! 

Ah!  once  I  fared  not  all  alone; 

And  once — no  matter,  rain  or  sno'j;! — 
The  stars  of  summer  ever  shone — 

Because  J  loved  him  so! 

With  always  tremblings  in  his  hands, 

And  always  blushes  unaware, 
And  ahvays  riffffles  down  the  strands 

Of  his  long  yelloiv  hair. 

I  needs  must  weep  a  little  space. 

Remembering  his  laughing  eyes 
And  curving  lip,  and  lifted  face 

Of  rapture  and  surprise. 

O  joy  is  dead  in  every  part. 
And  life  and  hope;  and  so  I  sing: 

In  all  the  graveyard  of  my  heart 
Love  is  the  deadest  thing! 

[With  dying  away  of  song,  apparition  of  Spraivoll  slowly 

vanishes.     Crestillomeem   turns  dazedly  to  throng. 

and  with  labored  effort  strives  to  reassume  imperious 

mien. — Signs  for  merl  and  tremulously  drains  goblet 
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-sinks  h,H-k   in    ihrouc   tvilh   /,./,„,,,, 
o'xtely  u.ivi,uj  Herald  to  tyocecd.] 


omplaccncy, 


H0A1.D     lMc,!,a,iically] 

The  A  l-Glor,ous  and  Ever-Gracio„s  Quccm 
Cre^t.llomeem,  ,0  her  most  loval,  leal 

And  right  deyced  subjects,  «;ee,in«sc„,ls- 
Proclan^.ng,  ,n  the  absence  of  the  King 

H"  royal  presence,  as  by  hin,  empowered 

o  Mt  and  occupy,  maintain  and  hold 
A.K   thcrcfron,  rule  the  Throne,  in  sovereign  .t.te 
And  work  the  roval  will     u-     ^     ■        ""'R"  slate. 

Oh  '    f  •  "  '^■"°""'  "^"^  ^'''"e.  i"  view  '  ■ 

Ut  his  approaching  dissolution- 

Herald 

His,,  ho!    Ay,  ay.    Ay,  ay --The  King,  in  view 
Of  Ins  approaching  dissolution,  hath 
"ecreed  this  instrun,ent-,his  roval  scroll 
[l  »rolli„„  a„d  disfhyhnj  scroll.] 

\-l,  royal  seal  thercnno  set  bv  Krung's 
Alost  sacred  act  and  sign— 


[General  sensation  rcithin, 
-tvith  Zira>ii;liiig  criei 


"'"'  H'-m^'ing  tumult  xi-itlwuf 
of  '-Ptotr  •■Treasonr  "Con- 
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spiracy!"  and  "Down  with  the  Queen!"  "Down  with 
the  usurper!"    "Down  with  the  Sorceress!"] 

Crestillomeem    [  Wildly] 

Who  dares  to  c— 
"Conspiracy!"    Bring  me  tlie  traitor-knave! 

[Growing  confusion  without— sound  of  noting. — Voice, 
"Let  vie  be  tak'cn!  Let  mc  he  talien!"  Enter 
Guards,  dnir'<ing  Jucki.kt  forward,  wild-rycd  and 
hysterical — /.  -  Queen's  guje  fastened  on  him  won- 
dcringly.] 

Crestillomeem     \To  Guards] 
Why  bring  ye  Jucklet  hither  in  tliis  wise? 

Gi'ARn 

O  Queen,  'tis  he  who  cries  "Conspiracy !" 
And  who  incites  the  mob  without  with  cries 
Of  "Plot!"  and  "Treason!" 

Crestillomeem    [Starling] 

Ha!    Can  this  be  true? 
I'll  not  believe  it!— Jucklet  is  my  fool, 
But  not  so  vast  a  fool  that  he  would  tempt 
His  gracious  Sovereign's  ire.     [Th  Guards.]     Let  him  be 
freed ! 
[Then  to  Jucklet,  with  mock  service.] 
Stand  hither,  O  my  Fool ! 
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JUCKLET    [Fo  Queen] 

[Confusion — cn'cc  nf  "Ci    i      , 

t-ncs  of    Strike  down  the  traitor'"     i„ 

'^<'>-^iic/iinn  himself  frn„,  ""''":'      JucKtST 

J  mmself  from  grasp  of  officers.] 

B.ck,all„fye!    I  have  not  waded  hell 
T  at  Isonld  fear  your  puny  ennn-ty, 
Hore  w,ll  I  g,ve  ye  proof  of  all  I  say  I 

Lo .'  do  I  here  defy  her  ,0  lift  up 

Her  vo,ce  and  .say  that  Juekle,  speak.,  a  lie. 

■"only  behind  him.] 

And    fur,l,er-I  pronounce  the  document 

fateraven  Herald  there  holds  in  his  had 
A  forgery-a  trick-and  dare  the  Queen 

"rTurr::'''"'''^"-^"--— ci 

"s  iiirtlier  utterance! 


Crkstillo.mkem    llVi/dlv 


rising] 


Thnn  ■  ""'<'>  hireling!— FonM 

'tie  (Jneen  tlum  ri/^-i  ■      i  ^uoii- 

si^aii  utter  fi;:,",;;?:;::^-''^--'"-'' 

Co.i 
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[JucKLET,  ii-iji-rf  frnin  bihind  by  CiiarOs,  is  hurled  ftrc 
upward  on  the  dais  al  her  feet,  -,ehile  a  miuinn,  wit 
drawn  sword  pressed  close  ayainst  his  breast,  stand 
over  him.] 

— Ere  we  proceed 
raver  matters,  let  this  (lemon-knave 


With  grave _,  -, 

Be  sent  back  Imnie  to  hell. 


[IVith  awful  stress  of  ire,  form  quivering,  eyes  glitlerimj 
and  features  txi'itched  and  ashen] 

Give  nil'  the  swurd, — 
The  insult  hath  been  mine — so  even  shall 
The  vengeance  be ! 

[As  Crf:stili.omei!M  seises  sword  and  bends  forward  to 
strike,  Jucklkt,  'with  superhuman  effort,  frees  his 
hand,  and,  with  a  sudden  motion  and  an  ineoherenl 
muttering,  flings  object  in  his  assailant's  face. — 
CRF.STn.LOMEF.M  staggcrs  backward.  dropl'Ing  szKorJ, 
and,  with  arms  tossed  aloft,  shrieks,  totters  and 
falls  prone  upon  the  pare.  In  confusion  following 
JucKLET  mysteriously  '.'anishes:  and  as  the  bezeil 
dered  Courtiers  lift  the  fallen  Qneen,  a  clear,  pierc 
ing  voice  of  thrilling  szecetncss  is  heard  singing.] 


Voice 

The  pride  of  noon  nuist  wither  soon — 
The  dusk  of  death  nuist  fall ; 

Yet  out  of  darkest  night  the  moon 
Shall  blossom  over  all ! 
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IPor  an  iiistant  a  dense  clnuH  r,,.. .;  * 

Chorus 
All  hail!    Long  live  the  king! 
Krl-n„    \To,hrono,:.Uh  grave  salnuHonl 
TlMou^h  .ICo's  own  great  provi.lenee,  and  through 
1  -e  .nterv.„„on  of  an  angel  who,„  *'' 

I  1""K  !>a-l  ilcenicl  forever  lost  to  „,e 

?;;;,V'''r^""^f-°-'  Sovereign.  Jo  I  g„et 
A",     emler  ye  n,y  blessing,  On,o,st  good 

n  conn„on,  ,00,  with  your  long-suffering  King 
"■■■ve  ye  long  suffered,  bla„,elesslv  as  he 
-N.nv,  therefore,  know  ye  all  what,"  until  la'te 
Ieknewnotofhin,self,nndwi,hhi„,shar'e 
i  he  rapturous  assurattce  that  is  his  _ 

That    for  all  ,i„,e  to  eo„K.,  are  we  restored 
ro    he  old  glory  and  most  regal  pride 
And  opulence  and  splendor  of  our  realm. 

ITnuUng  .UU  gained  fea.res  >o   .,.  s.a,.,e,y  s,riekcn 
Queen.] 

There  have  been,  as  ye  needs  mt.st  l-n^ 
And  wieked  soreeries  at  wol^hhii""  ^'""«*  ^"^"^ 
The  very  dais-Loundaries  of  the  Throne. 
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I.CI !  then,  behold  your  harrier  and  mine, 
And  with  me  grieve  for  the  self-ruined  Queen 
Who  grovels  at  my  feet,  blind,  speechless,  and 
So  stricken  with  a  curse  herself  designed 
Should  light  upon  Hope's  fairest  minister. 

IMolioiis  attendants,  u'ho  lead  azcay  Crestillomkem— //ic 
King  gazing  after  Iter,  overmastered  with  stress  ■'/ 
Ills  emotions.— He  leans  heavily  on  tltmne.  as  llionyh 
oblivious  to  all  surroundings,  and.  slmfing  into 
speeeh  his  varying  thought,  as  in  a  trance,  speaks  as 
though  teitless  of  both  utterance  and  auditor.] 

I  loved  her.— Why?    I  never  knew.— Perhaps 
Because  her  face  was  fair ;  perhaps  because 

Her  eyes  were  blue  and  wore  a  weary  air; 

Perhaps    .    .    .    perhaps  because  her  limpid  face 
Was  eddied  with  a  restless  tide,  wherein 
The  dimples  found  no  place  to  anchor  and 
Abide :  perhaps  because  her  tresses  beat 
A  froth  of  gold  about  her  throat,  and  poured 
In  splendor  to  the  feet  that  ever  seemed 
Afloat.    Perhaps  because  of  that  wild  way 
Her  sudilen  laughter  overleapt  propriety ; 
Or— who  will  say? — perhaps  the  way  she  wept. 
Ho!  have  ye  seen  the  swollen  heart  of  summer 
Tempest,  o'er  the  plain,  with  throbs  of  thunder 
Burst  apart  and  drench  the  earth  with  rain  ?    She 
W^ept  like  that.— And  to  recall,  with  one  wild  glance 
Of  memory,  our  last  love-parting — tears 
And  all.     ...     It  thrills  and  maddens  nie !    And  yet 
My  dreams  will  hold  her,  flushed  from  lifted  brow 
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O  woman! 


To  finger-tips,  with  passion's  ripest  kisses 
t-ntshcd  and  mangled  on  her  lips.   .. 

while 

Your  face  was  fair,  and  heart  was  p„re,  and  lips 
Were  r„e.  and  hope  as  golden  as  your  hair  ' 
1  should  have  strangled  jou ! 

l^ls   Krun-c.   ceasing   ,o   s^cak,   pUr.usly  lifts   his  face 

*.    /.•  Qnceu   „„.,  ,,„,;,„,,,  ,,„„  „,,  ^  ' 

-    <■  bends  ,n   ,.ndcn,rs.<.  kissin,  ,u-r  6,1._,/   „ 


Jjold  in  this  sweet  woman  h^i^:I!^'^-^-'''  = 

Whom   years  agone,  the  cold,  despicable 

Crest,llon,eem-by  baleful,  wicked  arts 

And  grcwsome  spells  and  fcarson,e  witcheries- 

D  d  sp.nt  oir  to  some  strange  otherland 

Where,  happily,  a  Wunkland  Princess  fotntd 

Her,  and  undid  the  spell  bv  sorcery 

More  potent-ay.  Dirine.  since  it  works  naught 

^"'^"'"'r"'^s'f*"f-'^°.  to  right  wrong 

Th.s  magtc  dower  the  Wunkland  Princess  hatU 

Enlisted  m  our  restoration  here 

In  secret  service,  till  this  joyful  hour 

Of  our  complete  deliverance.     Even  thus.- 

Lo,  let  the  peerless  Princess  now  appear  I 

\He  lift,  scepter  and  a  ,usl  of  nu-l„dy.  divinely  beautiful 
sleeps    through    the    court.-The    star   abZT,!; 
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throne  loosftis  unJ  drofs  sUmly  ilou-nviard,  bursting 
like  (I  ti(6/i/ii  1)11  the  siefitir-ti/i,  and,  hsiiini;  there- 
from, Ami'HIne  and  Dwainik,  hand  in  hand,  kneel 
at  the  feet  of  KiiUNr.,  jc/iy  bends  above  them  with 
his  blessing,  while  Jltcklet  cafiers  wildly  round  the 
group.] 

JurKLRT 

Ho!  ho!  l)iit  1  could  slirit-k  for  very  joy! 
And  though  my  rccenl  rival,  fair  Amphine, 
Doth  even  now  bend  o'er  a  hlossoni,  I, 
Bcsprit  nic!  have  no  liiigerinK  desire 
To  meddle  with  it,  though  witli  hut  one  eye 
I  slept  the  while  she  backv;ard  walked  around 
Mc  in  the  garden. 

[Amphine  dubiously  smiles— Jvckikt  blinks  and  leers— 
and  DvvAiNiE  biles  her  finger.] 

Kru  NG 

Peace  I  good  Jucklet !     Peace ! 
For  this  is  not  a  time  for  any  jest. — 
Though  the  old  order  of  our  realm  hath  been 
Restored,  and  though  restored  my  very  life — 
Though  I  have  found  a  daughter, — I  have  lost 
A  son — for  Dwainie,  with  Iicr  sor.     y, 
Will,  on  the  morrow,  carry  him  away. 
'Tis  ^o's  largess,  as  our  love  is  His, 
And  our  abiding  trust  and  gratefulness. 

Curtain 
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4"  Close  till-  Rook 

r'tOSK  ,he  |,o„k.  a.„I  I^.avc  tlif  talc 

All  iinfii.islK.I.     h  is|,i.,f 
BriKlilcr  fanry  will  „ol  fail 
To  nlalc  llic  r^st. 

VVc  have  ri-a.l  it  „„  a„,|  on, 
Till  each  character,  in  sooth, 

By  the  niaster-tonches  drawn, 
Is  a  living  truth. 

Leave  it  so,  and  let  us  sit. 

With  the  volume  laid  away- 
Cut  no  other  leaf  of  it. 
But  as  Fancy  may.— 

Then  the  fricn.ls  that  we  have  met 

In  Its  paKes  will  endure, 
And  the  villain,  even  yet, 

May  be  white  and  pure. 

C!o.se  the  book,  an.l  leave  the  tale 

All  unfinished.     Ii  is  best : 
Brighter  fancy  will  not  fail 

To  relate  the  rest. 
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As  when  in  dreams  we  sometimes  hear 

Awake,  he  hived  their  voices 

Ay,  Ihou  varlet!    Laugh  away! 

Baby's  dying 

Bard  of  our  Western  world!— its  prairies  widi 

Barefooted  hoys  scud  up  the  street 

Be  our  fortunes  as  they  may 

Bear  witii  us,  C)  Great  Captain,  if  our  pride 

Because  her  eyes  were  far  too  deep     . 

Being  his  ntoi  her,— when  he  goes  away 

Below,  cool  grasses :  over  ns       . 

Beyond  the  purple,   li.izy   trees 

Billy  was   horn    for   a    li'.rse's   back! 

Blossoms  crimson,  white  nr  blue 

Boinid  and  bordered  in  le.if  ,L;reen 

Bowed,  midst  a  universal  .urief  lliat  makes 

Brealli   of   ni.irniii;4--breatli    c.f    Mnv 

But    yesterday 

By  her  white  bed  1  muse  a  liille  space 

Christ  used  lo  lie  like  yon  and  me 
Clarence,  my  boy-friend,  hale  and  strong! 
Close  the  book  and  dim  the  liglit 
Close  the  book,  and  leave  the  tale 
Clouds  above,  ,ts   while   as   wi.ol 
Curly  Locks  !  Curly  Lock  • !  wilt  tliou  be  mine 
C'34 


bahy 


^^m^^^^M^r^\ 


PAGE 

io6 

3 '9 
iijj 
l68 
S19 
2O0 
116 
36 

108 
259 
123 
388 
33" 
518 
167 
448 
437 
133 
180 
47') 
380 
37" 
124 
2J4 

360 
148 
185 

611 

45? 


IN'DEX   OF  FIRST   LINES 


Dead,  my  lords  and  KcntlciiKn  !      .        .        . 

Dt-nil  I  niy  wayward  liiiy — my  wit'H 

Dear  Lord!  kind  Lord!   .... 

Diar  Lord,  to  Tlifc  my  knee  is  lipnt 

Hear  Mother  Goose!  most  nioilurly  and  dear 

IVcp,  lender,  firm  and  true,  tlie  Xaiion's  lieart 

Dimple  clkeked  and  rosy-lipped 

Donn  rialt— of  .Mac-o-cliee 

Down  ill  the  ni^lit  I  liear  lliem 

Dreamer,  say.  will  you  dream  for  me    . 

Eli^alieth!     Elizabeth! 

Ere  I  went  mad 

Even  as  a  ehild  to  whom  sail  neighlmrs  spe.ak 
Even  as  the  Ras-flames  flicker  to  and  fro 


Far  in  the  nifjlit,  and  yet  no  rest  for  liim !    The 
next  his  own 

"Father!"  (so  the  Word)  lie  cried 

For  f  I-  Son^'•s  sake;  even  so 

For  you,  I  could  forget  the  gay 

Friend  of  my  earliest  youth 

From  Delphi  to  Camden-little  lloosler  towns 

r.et  Ronc,  ih.iu  most  uncomf.irtalile  shost ! 

r.it  ihee  hack  iieKleeted  friends 

Give  nie  tiir  haliy  to  hcdd,  my  dear 

Go.  VVirUer'    C.,,  ihy  w.ays !    We  want  again 

'■(;.m1  I.Kss  us  every  one!"  prayed  Tiny  Tim 

"Good  liye,  my  friend!"    . 


Ha!  my  dear!  I'm  back  again 

Hail!    H..! 

liaii  to  tiiOe,  with  all  good  cluer ! 
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INDEX   OF  FIRST   LINES 

US';  ihc  forBoltcn?    C'li  llils  very  May 
He  lalkd  lu-r  in  fioni  iiic  and  shut  the  door 
He  coiiKth  in  swicl  sense  to  thee 
He  faced  iiis  canvas  as  a  seer  wliose  ken 
He  had  toiled  away  for  a  weary  while 
"He  is  my   friend,"    [   saiil 
He  is   the   morning's   poet 
He  kisses  nic!    Ah,  now,  at  last 
He  leaned   against   a   lamp-post,   '  ,st 
He  puts  (he  poem  by,  to  s.iy 
He  rests  at  last,  as  on  the  mother  breast 
He  shall   sleep  unscathed  of  thieves 
He  sings ;   and  his   song  is  heard 
He  would  have  holiday— outworn,  in  sooth 
Hear  what  a  dead  man  said  to  me 
Heish-ho  !  Ilabyhood !    Tell  me  where  you  linge 
Hoigh-o!  our  jolly  tilts  at  New  World  song! 
Her  hair  was,  oh,  so  dense  a  blur 
Her  heart  knew  naught  of  sorrow 
Here  where   of   old   was   heard 
Here  where  the  wayward  strcav 
Hereafter!    O  we  need  not  waste 
Herein  are  blown  from  out  the  South 
Herr  Weiser !— Throesoore-years-and-teii 
Hey!   my   little    Vellowbird 
Hey,  Old  Midsummer!  are  you  here  again 
Hi  and  whoop-hooray,  boys  I        .         .         . 
Ho  I  but  the  darkness  was  densely  black ! 
Ho!  did  ye  hear  of  Mordameer 
Ho !  ho !  thou  jolly  god,  with  kinked  lips    . 
Ho!  I'm   going   back   to   where 
Ho!  my  little  maiden         .        .        .        , 
635 
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INDEX   OF  FIRST  LIVES 

Ho!  we  are  loose.    Hear  how  iIut  slioiit 

How  many  of  my  selves  arc  dead? 

How  many  tunes  that  grim  old  phrase 

How  sliRht  a  thing  may  set  one's  fancy  drifting 

How  tired  I  am!     I  sink  down  all  alone 

Hunter  Boy  of  Hazelwood        .... 

I  am  looking  for  Love.    Has  he  passed  this  way 

I  am   tired   of   this! 

I  cannot  say,  and  I  will  not  say 

1  can't   extend   to   every    friend 

I  caught  but  a  glimpse  of  him.    Sunnner  was  he 

I  come  upon  it  suddenly,  alone 

I  crave,    dear    Lord 

"I  deem  that  God  is  not  disquieted" 

I  dream  that  you  are  kisses  Allah  sent 

I  lind  an  uld  deserted  nest 

I  iiad   fed   the   fire  and   stirred  it,   till   ih^   sparkles 
delight  

I  hail   thee,   K'essmuk,   for  the  lofty  tone 
I  hold  that  tl..-  inie  age  uf  wisdom  is  when 
1  hold  your  Itenhling  hand  to-night— and  yet 
I  know  all  ahuut  the  Sphin.x 
I  lie  low-coiled  in  a  nest  of  dreams 
I  nuise  to-day,  in  a  listless  way 
I  pray  you,  do  not  use  this  thing 
I  put   liy   <hc   half-written   poem 
I  saw  ihem  last  night  in  a  box  at  the  play 
I  so  loved  once,  when  Death  came  by  I  hid 
I  watch  him,  with  his  Christmas  sled 
I  want   to   be   a   Soldier! 
I  want  to  sing  something— but  this  is  all 
If  all  his  mourning  friends  unselfishly 
637 
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IXDF.X   OF  FIRST   I.IVKS 

If  Brorvnina  only  were  licrc 

"If  I  <lio  first,"  my  old  clium  paused  to  say 

If  1  kiu'w  what  poets  know 

If  1  miglit  see  his  face  to-day! 

Illilco,  the  moonlight  sciMiicd  lost  across  the  vide 

I'm  home  again,  my  dear  old  Room 

I'm  The  Old  Man  of  the  Se.i— I  am ! 

In  childish  d.iys !  O  memory 

In  fancy,  always,  at  thy  desk,  thrown  wide 

In  gemlesf  worship    has    he    bowed 

In  its  color,  shade  and  shine 

In  the  evening  of  our  d.nys 

In  the  need  that  hows  us  thus 

In  youth  he  wrought,  with  eyes  ahUir 

Is  it   l!ic   martins   or   katyilids? 

It  is  a   various  tribute  you  command 

It  is  my  dream  to  have  you  hen    with  me 

It  tossed  its  head  at  the  wooing  breeze 

It  was  just  a  very 

It  was  needless  !■>  say  'twas  a  glorious  day 

John  McKccn,  in  his  rusty  dress 

Just  as  of  old!      I'hc  world  rolls  on  and  on 

Just  as  of  old,— with  fearless  foot 

Just  drifting   on    together 

Just  the  airiest,  fairiest  slip  of  a  thing 

Just  to    be   good 


Kathleen  Mavourneeii !    The  song  is  still  ringing 
Knightly  Rider  of  the  Knee        .... 


Last  ui^bi— !io\v   deep   the   darkness   was! 
Last  -uIbIiu  ill  o^mc  lost  mood  of  meditation 
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rXDKX   OF  FIRST   I.TXFS 
Lay    awny    the    stnry 
I-oave   him   here   iii   the   fresh   Rreeninn  wrasses  an.l 

trees        

Let  me  come  in  where  yon  sit  weeping,— ay 

Let  me  write  yon  a  rune  of  a  rhyme,  Dave  l"iel( 

Let  us  he  thank  fnl— not  only  because 

Let  US   forget.     What  matters  it   that  we 

Let  us  ^e^t  ourselves  a  bit !        .         .         . 

Leoiiainie— Angels   named   her 

Like  .1  drift   of   fade<l   blossoms 

Lilii'  are  both  pure  and  fair 

Lilhe-arnied.  ami  with  satin-soft  shoulders 

Little  brook!   Little  l)ro,>k! 

Little  Husch  and  Tonutiy  Hays 

Little  r.irly-riirl,  of  you     .... 

Lillle  Jnlia,   since   that    we 

Lo,  I  am  dying!    And  to  feel  the  King 

Lo,  whatever   is   at    hand 

Long  life's  a  lov,  ly  thing  to  know 

Make  me  a  song  of  all  good  things 

Mamma  is  a  widow  :    There's  only  ns  ihree 

Afany  pleasures  of  Youth  have  been  bnoyanily  sung 

Mellow  hazes,  lowly  trailing 

Most  like  it  w.is  this  kingly  lad 

Most  tangible  of  all  the  gods  that  be 

Mother,  O  Mother!  forever  I  cry  for  you 

Afusic!— Yea,   and   the  airs  you   play 

My  foe?    You  name  yourself,  then,— I  refuse 

My  little  woman,  of  yon  I  sing 

Nay,  Death,  thon  mightiest  of  all 
Neglected  now  is  the  old  guitar 
'639 
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INDEX   OF  FIRST   LINES 


No  song  is  mine  of  Arab  steed 

Not  only  master  of  tiis  art  was  he      .  ' 

Now  liidden  in  among  the  forest-trees 

O  a  corpulent  man  is  my  bachelor  chum 

O  gentlest  kinsman  of  Hummity 

O  heart  of  mine,  we  shouldn't 

O  her  beautiful  eyes!  they  are  as  blue  as  the  de 

O  her  eyes  are  amber-fiue 

"O  I  am  weary !"  she  sighed,  as  her  billowy 

O  I  will  walk  with  you,  my  lad,  whichever  way  you 

fare 

O  in  the  depths  of  midnight 

O  it  was  but  a  dream  I  had 

O  love  is  like  an  untamed  steed ! 

O  Pan  is  the  goodliest  god,  I  wist 

O  princely  poet ! — kingly  heir     . 

O  queenly  month  of  indolent  repose  I 

O  simple  as  the  rhymes  that  tell 

O  soul  of  mine,  look  out  and  see 

O  the  days  gone  by!  O  the  days  gone  by 

O  the  drum!      ..... 

O  the  Lands  of  Where-Away! 

O  the  Little  Lady's  dainty 

O  the  Lockerbie  Fair! — Have  you  heard  of  its  fame 

O  the  night  was  dark  and  the  night  was  late 

O  the  old  trundle-bed  where  I  slept  when  a  boy 

O  the  poet  of  the  Future !  He  will  come  to 

comes  

O  the  South  Wind  and  the  Sun ! 
O  the  sun  and  the  rain,  and  the  rain  and  the  sun ! 
O  the  waiting  in  the  watches  of  the  night ! 
640 
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IXDEX   OF  FIRST   LIXF.S 

O  this  is  tlic  v.-ay  tlie  baby  came 

O  touch  me  with  your  hands     . 

O  what  a  weary  while  it  is  to  stand     . 

O  "William,"— in  thy  biytlie  companionship 

O  your  hands— they  arc  strangely  fair!      . 

Of  the  North  I  wove  a  dream 

Of  the   wealth  of   facts   and   fancies 

Oh  I  the  Circus-Day  Parade !    How  the  bugles  played 

and  played!  

Oh,  the  golden   afternoon! 

Old  friend  of  mine,  whose  chiming  name 

Old  Glory!   say,  who  .... 

Once,  in  a  dream,  I  saw  a  man 

One  in  the  musical  throng 

Orphaned,  I  cry  to  thee      .... 

Our  Land— our  Home!— the  common  home  indeed 

Out  at  Woodruff  Place— afar 

Out  of  the  hitherwhere  into  the  Yon 

Pansies !  Pansies !  How  I  love  you,  pansies ! 

"Rain  and  rain !  and  rain  and  rain !" 
Rarest  mood  of  all   the  year! 
Reach  your  hand  to  me,  my  friend 

Ringlety-jing!  

Robert  Louis  Stevenson  I 

Say  farewell,  and  let  me  go 
Say  something  to  me  I  I've  waited  so  long 
Schoolmaster  and   Songmaster!     Memory 
Season  of  snows,  and  season  of  flowers 
She  came  to  me  in  a  dazzling  guise 
She  sang  a  song  of  May  for  me 
€41 
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INDEX   OF  FIRST  LINES 


She  will  not  smile 

Sing!  gangling  lad,  along  the  brink 
Sing  us  something  full  of  laughter 
Singers  there  are  of  courtly  themes 
Sleep,  little  one!    The  Twilight  folds  her  gloom 

Snow  is  in  the  air 

So  lone  I  stood,  the  very  trees  seemed  drawn 

Someday : — So  many  tearful  eyes 

Songs  of  a  Life-Time — with  the  Singer's  head 

Strange  dreams  of  what  I  used  to  be 

Strange — strange,  O  mortal  Life 

Such  a  dear  little  street  it  is,   lestled  away 

Summer  or  Winter  or  Spring  or  Fall 

Supinely  we  lie  in  the  grove's  shady  greenery 

Sweet  little  face,  so  full  of  slumber  now 

Sweet  little  myth  of  the  nursery  story 

The  afternoon  of  summer  folds 

The  air   falls  chill 

The  Beautiful   City!     Forever 
The  beauty  of  her  hair  bewilders  me 
The  bobolink  he  sings  a  single  song 
The  Bookman  he's  a  humming-bird 
The  Children  of  the  Childless ! — Yours — and  mine 
The  clouds  have  deepened  o'er  the  night     . 
The  dawn  of  the  day  was  dreary 
The  dawn  was  a  dawn  of  splendor     . 
The  frightened  herds  of  clouds  across  the  sky 
The  green  below  and  the  blue  above ! 
The  Hoosier   Folk-Child — all   unsung 
The  Hoosier  in  exile — a  toast     . 
The  kind  ef  a  man  for  you  and  me  I 
642 
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INDEX   OF  FIRST  LINKS 

The  landscape,  like  the  awed  face  of  a  child 
'liie  light  of  the  moon  on  the  white  of  the  snow 
The  Liitle-rcd-applc  Tree! 
The  little  red  ribbon,  the  ring  and  the  rose! 
The  man  that  rooms  next  door  to  me 
The  maple  strews  the  embers  of  its  leaves 
The  midnight  is  not  more  bewildering 
The  morning  sun  seemed   fair  as  though 
The  mother  of  the  little  boy  that  sleeps 
The  old  days— the  far  days 
The  old  farm-home  is  Mother's  yet  and  mine 
The  old  sea-captain  has  sailed  the  seas 
The  orchard  lands  of  Long  Ago !        .        [ 
The  rain!  the  rain!  the  rain! 
The  ripest  peach  is  highest  on  the  tree 
The  Romancer's   a    nightingale 
The  saddest  silence  falls  when  Laughter  lays 
The  shrilling  locust   slowly   sheathes 
The  skies  have  grown  troubled  and  dreary 
The  Soldier!— meek    the   title,  yet   divine 
The  sinrs  are  failing,  and  the  sky 
The  ticking-ticking-ticking  of  the  clock! 
1  he  louchrs  of  her  hands  are  like  the  fall 
The  Whitheraways!- That's  what  I'll  have  to  call 
The  winds  have  talked  with  him  confidingly 
There  are  many  things  that  boys  may  know 
There  is  a  princess  in  the  South 
There  is  ever  a  song  somewhere,  my  dear 
There !  little  girl ;  don't  cry !       .         .         . 
There  was  a  cherry-tree.    Its  bloomy  snows 
There's  a  space  for  good  to  bloom  in 
There's  a  Voice  across  the  Nation  like  a  mighty  ocean 
hail        ... 
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INDEX   Ol-    I'IRST   LIXES 

They  faced  each  other :    Topa^-brown 
They  meet  to  say  farewell :    Their  way 
They  rode  right  out  of  the  morning  sim 
They  walk  here  with  us,  hand-iii-liond 
This  is  the  way  the  baby  slept 
This  Pan  is  but  an  idle  god,  T  guess 
This  woman,  with  the  dear  child-heart 
Thou  dread,  uncanny  thing 
Thou  drowsy  god,  whuse  blurred  eyes,  half  awink 
Thou,  of  all  God'    %itls  the  best 
Though   now   forever  still 
Thousands  of  thousands  of  hushed  years  ago 
Tb'^ough  every  happy  line  I  sing 
Thy  rapt  song  makes  of  Earth  a  realm  of  light 
Time  is  so  long  when  a  man  is  dead  1 
Time  of  crisp  and  tawny  leaves 
Tinkle  on,  O  sweet  guitar 
'Tis  Art  reclaims  him!     By  those  gifts  of  hers 
To  hear  her  sing — to  hear  her  sing 
Tom  Van  Arden,  my  old  friend 
Tranced  in  the  glamour  of  a  dream 
True-hearted  friend  of  all  true  friendliness ! 
Turn  through  his  life,  each  word  and  deed 
Turn  your  face  ibis  way     .... 
'Twas  a  curious  dream,  good  sooth! 
'Twas  a  Funny  Little  Fellow 
'Twas  a  marvelous  vision  of  Summer 
'Twas  a  summer  ago  when  he  left  me  here 
'T\s:is  the  height   of  the   fete  when  we  quitted 
riot 
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Up  from,  and  out  of,  and  over  the  opulent  woods  and 
the  plains 528 
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INDEX   OF  FIRST   U.VES 
Voice  of  Alankind,  sing  over  lanj  and  sea 

Wait  for  the  morning;— It  will  come,  indeed 

Wasn't  it  pleasant,  O  brother  mine 

We  are  not  always  glad  when  wc  smile       . 

We  may  idealize  the  chief  of  men      . 

We  must   believe         .... 

We  must  get  home !    How  could  wc  stray  like  thi' 

Welladay! 

What  delightful  hosts  are  they 

What  intuition  named  thee?— Through  what  thrill 

What  mystery  is  it?    The  morning  as  rare 

What  shall  wc  say?    In  quietude 

What  shall  we  say  of  the  soldier.  Grant 

What  title  best  befits  the  man     . 

What  were  our  Forefathers  trying  to  find 

What  would  best  please  our  friend,  in  token  of 

Whcii  Age  comes  on! 

When  Bessie   died       .... 

V*'hen  but  a  little  boy,  it  seemed 

WhL-n  chirping    crickets    fainter    cry 

When  country  roads  begin  to  thaw 

When  I  do  mock  the  blackness  of  the  night 

When  I  was  a  little  boy,  long  ago 

When  June  is  here— what  art  have  we  to  sing 

When  my  dreams  come  true— when  my  dreams  i 

true 

When  over  the  fair  fame  of  friend  or  foe 
When  rainy-greener  shoots  the  grass 
When  she  comes  home  again  !    A  thousand  ways 
Where  are  they— the  Afterwhiles 
Where  are  they?-the   friends  of  my  childhood 
chanted 
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Where  do  you  go  wlien  you  go  to  sleep 

"Where  is  little  Marjurie?" 

While  skies' glint  hrisiit  with  liluest  light 

While  the  heart  beats  young! — O  tlii    splendur  of  the 

Spring  ..... 

While  with    Ambition's   hectic   fl,inie 
Whilst  little  Paul,  convalescing  was  staying 
Who  am  I  but  the  Frog — the  Frog! 
Who  bides  his  time,  and  day  by  d.iy 
Who  cantereth  forth  in  the  night  so  late 
Who  has  not  tvantcd  does  not  gncss 
Who  shall  sing  a  simple  ditty  all  .ibout  th 
WiKid  we  are,  in  our  infirmity 
Wind  of  the  Sea,  come  fill  my  sail 
Winter  whhout  .... 

With  a  hey !  and  a  hi  I  and  a  hey-ho  rhyme ! 
With  gentlest  tears,  no  less  than  jubilee 
Within  the  cosiest  corner  of  my  dreams 
Would  that  my  lips  might  pour  out  in  thy  praise 
Would  that  the  winds  might  only  blow 
Writ  in  between  the  lines  of  his  life-deed 

Ye  stars  in  ye  skies  seem  twinkling 

Yea,  we  go  down  to  sea  in  ships 

Years  did  I  vainly  seek  the  good  Lord's  grace 

You  may  not  remember  whether 

You  sang   the   song   of   rare   delight 

You  think   it   is   a   sorry   thing 

You  think  them  "out  of  reach,"  your  dead  ? 

Your  violin!    Ah  me! 
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